ADVENTURES  OF  PHILIP 

ON  HIS  WAY  THROUGH  THE  WORLD; 

SIIOAVINQ 

WHO  ROBBED  lUI.  WHO  lIELPli)  HIM,.  AND  WHO  PASSED  HIM  BY. 


W.  M.  THACKERAY, 


"vAKri'v:  KAiR,'  "a'ni?  jtewgomes,"  "tbb  tikoidiians,"  "vbndi^'.n- 

SIS,"  '-THE  ENGLISH  lIUMOKigTS  01"  TUB  EiaUTKEXTH 
CKNXURY,  '  "THE  iOVR  OUOKGES, '  etc.,  etc.. 


WITH  ILLUSTRATIONS. 


COLUMBIA,  S.  C. 

EVA  N  8  AND   O  O  G  S  W  E  hiLu, 
1864. 


THE  ADVENTURES  OF  PHILIP. 


E\r^N&  Sr  COGSW£LL,COtUMBIA,S.C 


LLIAM     MAKEPEACE  THACKERAY. 


ADVENTURES  OF  PHILIP 

ON  HIS  WAY  THROUGH  THE  WORLD ; 

SHOWING 

WnO'EOBBED  HIM,  WHO  HELPED  HII,  ANI^  WHO  PASSED  HIM  BY. 

Bt 

W.  M.  THACKERAY, 

AUTnon  OT 

"VANITY  FAIR,"  "Tnq  NEWCOMES,"  "THE  VIRGINIANS,"  "  PENDEN- 
NIS,"  "THE  ENGLISH  HUMORISTS  OF  THE  EIGHTEENTH 
CENTURY,"  "THE  FOUR  GEORGES,"  etc.,  etc., 


WITH  ILLUSTEATIONS. 


COLUMBIA,  S.  C. 
KVAN8  AND  COGSWELL. 
1864. 


EVANS  Si  COaSWELL,  fMNTEKS,  COOTMTIIA,  S.  C. 


CONTENTS. 


CHAPTER  I.  Page. 
Doctor  Fell   g 

CHAPTER  II. 

At  School  and  at  Home   17 

CHAPTER  lU. 

A  Consultation   25 

CHAPTER  IV.  , 
A  Genteel  Family   32 

CHAPTER  V. 

The  Nqble  Kinsman   43 

CHAPTER  VI. 

Brandon's   57 

CHAPTER  VII. 

Implbtur  veteris  Bacohi   6S 

CHAPTER  VIII. 
Will  be  pronounced  to  be  Cynical  by  tub  Benevolent   81 

CHAPTER  IX. 

Contains  one  Riddle  which  is  solved,  and  perhaps  some  more  87 
CHAPTER  X. 

In  which  we  visit  "Admiral  Ryng"   96 

CHAPTER  XI. 

In  which  Philip  is  very  ill-tempered   105 

CHAPTER  XII. 

Damocles  :   117 


vi  CONTENTS. 

•  CHAPTER  XIII.  P'^Se- 

13.S 

Love  mb  IjOve  my  Dog  

CHAPTER  XIV. 
Contains  two  op  Philip's  Mishaps  

CHAPTER  XV. 

159 

Samahitans  

CHAPTER  XVI. 
In  which  Philip  shows  his  Mettle.  

CHAPTER  XVII. 

182 

Bbevis  esse  Laboro  

CHAPTER  XVIII. 

Drum  ist's  so  Wohl  mir  in  deb  AVelt   1^1 

CQAPTER  XIX. 

Qc'ON  EST  BlEN  A  vingt  ans   207 

CHAPTER  XX. 

CouKSB  OF  True  Love   218 

CHAPTER  XXI. 
Treats  op  Dancing,  Dining,  Dying  •  •  231 

CHAPTER  XXII. 
Pulvis  et  Umbra  Sumus   247 

CHAPTER  XXIII. 
In  which  we  still  hover  about  the  Elysian  Fields   255 

CHAPTER  XXIV. 
Nec  Dulces  amores  Sperne,  Pobb,  Neque  tu  Choreas   271 

CHAPTER  XXV. 
Inpandi  Dolores   280 

QHAPTER  XXVI. 
Contains  a  Tug  op  War  ,   294 

CHAPTER  XXVII. 
I  charge  you,  drop  your  Daggers  !   804 

CHAPTER  XXVIII. 
In  which  Mrs.  Macwhibteb  has  a  new  Bonnet  ,.  gjg 


\J^£t  I  -CIS  i  O.  V  XI 

CHAPTER  XXIX.  Page. 
In  the  Departments  of  Seine,  Loire,  and  Styx  (inferieub).  .  328 

CHAPTER  XXX. 
Retttens  TO  OLD  Friends.   341 

CHAPTER  SXXI. 
Narrates  that  famous  Joke  about  Miss  Grigsby   354 

CHAPTER  XXXII. 
Ways  and  Means   368 

CHAPTER  XXXIII. 
Describes  a  Situation  intbhestinq  but  not  unexpected   877 

CHAPTER  XXXIV. 
In  which  I  OWN  that  Philip  tells  an  Untruth   885 

CHAPTER  XXXV. 
Res  Anqusta  DoMi   401 

CHAPTER  XXXVI. 
In  which  Philip  wears  a  Wis   413 

CHAPTER  XXXVII. 
Nbc  plena  Cruokis  Hirudo   425 

CHAPTER  XXXVIII. 
The  bearer  op  the  Bow-String   436 

CHAPTER  XXXIX. 
In  which  several  People  have  their  Trials.   449 

CHAPTER  XL.  , 
In  which  the  Luck  goes  very  much  against  us   464 

CHAPTER  XLL 

In  which  we  reach  the  Last  Stage  but  one  op  this  Journet.  473 

CHAPTER  XLIL 
The  Realms  of  Bliss   477 


THE  ADVENTURES  OF  PHILIP. 


CHAPTER  I. 

DOCTOR    IE  LI. 

looked  toward  Tr  own  onfv  d  J;,r '    m"^"''  Mrs.  Pendenni. 

Ion,.  I     J^-^^i  '''^  in  little  caps  aSd 

lonrr  clothes,  she  attired  me  in  my  first  jacket  and  trowsers.  She 
watched  at  my  bedside  through  my  infantile  and  juvenile  ail- 
ments. She  tended  me  through  all  my  life;  she  held  me  to  her 
heart  with  infinite  prayers  and  blessings.  She  is  no  longer  with 
us  to  bless  and  pray ;  but  from  heaven,  where  she  is,  I  know  her 
love  pursues  me  ;  and  often  and  oftea  I  think  she  is  here,  only 
visible. 

'  "  Mrs.  Firmin  would  be  of  no  good,"  growled  Dr.  Good- 
efiough.  "  She  would  have  hysterics,  and  the  nurse  would  have 
two  patients  to  look  after."  *■ 

"  Don't  tell  me,"  cries  my  mother,  with  a  flush  on  her  cheeks. 
"  Do  you  suppose  if  that  child"  (meaning,  of  course,  her  para- 
gon) "  were  ill,  I  would  not  go  to  him  ?" 

"  My  dear,  if  that  child  were  hungry  you  would  chop  off  your 
head  to  make  him  broth,"  says  the  doctor,  sipping  his  tea. 

Polage  a  la  bonne  femme,"  says  Mr.  Pendennis.  "  Mother, 
we  have  it  at  the  club.  You  would  be  done  with  milk,  eggs, 
and  a  quantity  of  vegetables.  You  would  be  put  to  simmer  for 
many  hours  in  an  earthen  pan,  and — " 

"  Don't  be  horrible,  Arthur !"  cries  a  young  lady,  who  was  my 
mother's  companion  of  those  happy  days. 

.  "  And  people,  when  they  knew  you,  would  like  you  very 

™  My  uncle  looked  as  if  he  did  not  understand  the  allegory.  ^ 

"  What  is  this  you  are  talking  about  ?  potage  a       what  d  ye 
call  'em?"  says  he.  "  I  thought  we  were  speaking  of  Mrs.  b  irmm, 
of  Old  Parr  street.    Mrs.  Firmin  is  a  doosid  delicate  woman, 
interposed  the  major.    "  All  tlie  females  of  that  family  are.  Her 
joother  died  early.     Her  sister,  I  Iis.  Twysden,  is  very  delicate. 
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She  ■would  be  of  no  morcuse  in  a  sick-room  than  a — than  a  bull 
in  a  china-shop,  begad  I  and  she  might  catch  the  fever,  too." 

"  And  so  might  you,  major  !"  cries  the  doctor.  "  Are  n't  you 
talking  to  me,  who  have  just  come  from  the  boy  ?  Keep  your 
distance,  or  I  shall  bite  you." 

The  old  gentleman  gave  a  little  backward  movement  with  his 
chair. 

"  Gad,  it  'a  no  joking  matter,"  says  he  ;  "I  ve  known  fellows 
catch  fevers  at— at  ever  so  much  past  my  age.  At  any  rate,  the 
boy  is  no  boy  of  mine,  begad  !  I  dine  at  Firmiu's  house,  who 
has  married  into  a  good  family,  though  he  is  only  a  doctor, 
and—" 

"  And  pray  what  was  my  husband  7"  cried  Mrs.  Pendennis. 

"  Only  a  doctor,  indeed!"  calls  out  Goodenough.  "  My  dear 
creature,  I  have  a  great  mind  to  give  him  the  scarlet-fever  this 
minute !" 

"  My  father  was  a  surgeon  and  apothecary,  I  have  heard," 
says  the  widow's  son. 

"  And  what  then  ?  And  I  should  like  to  know  if  a  man  of 
one  of  the  most  ancient  families  in  the  kingdom — in  the  empire, 
begad  !^ — has  n't  a  right  to  pursoo  a  learned,  a  useful,  an  honora- 
ble profession.    My  brother  John  was — " 

"  A  medical  practitioner  1"  I  Ba,y,  with  a  sigh. 

And  my  uncle  arranges  his  hair,  puts  his  handkerchief  to  his 
teeth,  and  says — 

"  Stuff!  nonsense — no  patience  with  these  personalities,  be- 
gad !  Firmin  is  a  doctor,  certainly— so  are  you — so  are  others. 
But  Firmin  is  a  university  man,  and  a  gentleman.  Firmin 
has  travelled.  Firmin  is  intimate  with  some  of  the  best  people 
in  England,  and  has  married  into  one  of  the  first  families.  Gad 
sir,  do  you  suppose  that  a  woman  bred  up  in  the  lap  of  luxurv 
— in  the  very  lap,  sir — at  Ringwood  and  Whipham,  and  at 
Ringwood  House,  in  Walpole  street,  where  she  was  absolute 
mistress,  begad — do  you  suppose  such  a  woman  is  fit  to  be  narse- 
tender  in  a  sick-room  ?  She  never  was  fit  for  that,  or  for  any 
thing  except — "  (here  the  major  saw  smiles  on  the  countenances 
of  some  of  his  audience)  "  except,  I  say,  to  preside  at  Ringwood 
House  and — and  adorn  society,  and  that  sort  of  thing.  And  if 
such  a  woman  chooses  to  run  away  with  her  uncle's  doctor  and 
marry  below  her  rank — why,  /  don't  think  it 's  a  laughing  matter 
hang  me  if  I  do."  ' 

"  And  so  she  stops  at  the  Isle  of  Wight,  while  the  poor  bov 
remains  at  the  sehool,"  sighs  my  mother. 

"Firmin  can't  come  away.  He  is  in  attendance  on  the  Grand 
Dook.  The  prince  is  never  easy  without  Firmin.  He  has  given 
him  his  Order  of  the  Swan.  They  are  moving  heaven  and  earth 
in  high  quarters ;  and  I  bet  you  even,  Goodenough,  that  that 
toy  whom  vou  have  been  attending  •will  be  a  baronets— if  you 
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don't  kill  him  off  with  your  confounded  potions  and  pills, 
bejjad  1" 

Dr.  Goodenough  only  gave  a  humph  and  contracted  his  great 
eyebrows. 
My  uncle  continued — • 

"  I  know  what  you  mean.  S'lrmin  Is  a  gentlemanly  man — a 
handsome  man.  I  remetober  his  father,  Brand  Firmin,  at  Val- 
enciennes, with  the  Dook  of  York- — one  of  the  handsomest  men 
in  Europe.  Firebrand  Firmin,  they  used  to  call  him — a  red- 
headed fellow — a  tremendous  duelist ;  shot  an  Irishman — be- 
came serious  in  after-life,  and  that  sort  of  thing — quarrelled  with 
his  son,  who  was  doosid  wild  in  early  days.  Gentlemanly  man, 
certainly,  Firmin.  Black  hair;  his  father  had  red.  So  much, 
the  better  for  the  doctor ;  but — but — we  understand  each  other, 
I  think,  Goodenough  ?  and  you  and  I  have  seen  some  queer 
fishes  in  our  time." 

And  the  old  gentleman  winked  Eftid  took  his  snuff  graciously, 
and,  as  it  were,  puffed  the  Firmin  subject  away. 

"  Was  it  to  show  me  a  queer  fish  that  you  took  me  to  Dr.  Fir- 
min's  house  in  Parr  street  ?"  asked  Mi".  Pendennis  of  his  uncle. 
"  The  house  was  not  very  gay,  nor  the  mistress  very  wise,  but 
they  were  all  as  kind  as  might  be ;  and  I  am  very  fond  of  the 
boy." 

"  So  did  Lord  Ringwood,  his  mother's  uncle,  like  him,"  cried 
Major  Pendennis.  "  That  boy  brought  about  a  reconciliation 
between  his  mother  and  her  uncle,  after  her  runaway  match.  I 
suppose  you  know  she  ran  away  with  Firmin,  my  dear  ?" 

My  mother  said  "  She  had  heard  something  of  the"  story." 
And  the  major  once  more  asserted  that  Dr.  Firmin  was  a  wild 
fellow  twenty  years  ago.  At  the  time  of  which  I  am  writing  he 
was  Physician  to  the  Plethoric  Hospital,  Physician  to  the  Grand 
Duke  of  Groningen,  and  knight  of  his  Order  of  the  Black  Swan, 
member  of  many  learned  societies,  the  husband  of  a  rich  wife, 
and  a  person  of  no  small  consideration. 

As  lor  his  son,  whose  name  figures  at  the  head  of  these  pages, 
you  may  suppose  he  did  not  die  of  the  illness  about  which  we 
had  just  been  talking.  A  good  nurse  waited  on  him,  though 
his  mamma  was  in  the  country.  Though  his  papa  was  absent,  a 
very  competent  physician  was  found  to  take  charge  of  the  young 
patient,  and  preserve  his  life  for  the  benefit  of  his  family,  and 
the  purposes  of  this  history. 

We  pursued  our  talk  about  Philip  Firmin  and  his  father,-  and 
his  granduncle  the  earl,  whom  Major  Pendennis  knew  inti- 
mately well,  until  Dr.  Goodenough's  carriage  was  announced, 
and  our  kind  physician  took  leave  of  us  and  drove  back  to  Lon- 
don. Some  who  spoke  on  that  summer  evening  are  no  longer 
here  to  speak  or  listen.  Some  who  were  young  then  have  top- 
ped the  hill  and  are  descending  toward  the  valley  of  the 
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shadows.  "  Ah,"  says  old  Major  Pendennis,  shaking  his  brown 
curls,  as  the  doctor  went  away ;  "  did  you  see,  my  good  soul, 
when  I  spoke  about  his  confrere,  how  glum  Goodenough  looked  •■' 
They  don't  love  each  other,  my  dear.  Two  of  a  trade  don't 
agree,  and  besides  I  have  no  doubt  the  other  doctor-fellows  are 
jealous  of  Firmin,  because  he  lives  in  the  best  society.  A  man 
of  good  family,  my  dear.  There  has  already  been  a  great  raip- 
prochement ;  and  if  Lord  Ringwood  is  quite  reconciled  to  him, 
there 's  no  knowing  what  luck  that  boy  of  Firmin 's  may  come 
to." 

Although  Dr.  Goodenough  might  think  but  lightly  of  his 
confrere,  a  great  portion  of  the  public  held  him  in  much  higher 
estimation  ;  and  especially  in  the  little  community  of  Grey  Fri- 
ars, of  which  the  kind  reader  has  heard  in  previous  works  of  the 
present  biographer,  Pr,  Brand  Firmin  was  a  very  great  favorite, 
and  received  with  much  respect  and  honor.  Whenever  the 
boys  at  that  school  were  afflicted  with  the  common  ailments  of 
youth,  Mr.  Sprat,  the  school  apothecary,  provided  for  them,  and 
bv  the  simple  though  disgusting  remedies  which  were  in  use  in 
those  times,  generally  succeeded  in  restoring  his  young  patients 
to  health.  But  if  young  Lord  Egham  (the  Marquis  of  Ascot's 
son,  as  my  respected  reader  very  likely  knows)  happened  to  be 
unwell,  as  was  frequently  the  case,  from  his  lordship's  great 
command  of  pocket-money  and  imprudent  fondness  for  the  con- 
tents of  the  pastry-cook's  shop ;  or  if  any  very  grave  case  of 
illness  occurred  in  the  school,  then  quick  the  famous  Dr.  Fir- 
min, of  Old  Parr  street,  Burlington  Gardens,  was  sent  for;  and 
an  illness  must  have  been  very  severe  if  he  could  not  cure  it. 
Dr.  Firmin  had  been  a  school-fellow,  and  remained  a  special 
friend,  of  the  head-master.  When  young  Lord  Egham,  before 
mentioned  (he  was  our  only  lord,  and  therefore  we  were  a  little 
proud  and  careful  of  our  darling  youth),  got  the  erysipelas, 
which  swelled  his  head  to  the  size  of  a  pumpkin,  the  doctor  tri- 
uniphantly  carried  him  through  his  illness,  and  was  compliment- 
ed by  the  head-boy  in  his  Latin  oration  on  the  annual  speech-dav 
for  his  superhuman  skill  and  godlike  delight  salutem  hominibus 
dando.  The  head  master  turned  toward  Dr.  Firmin,  and  bowed  ; 
the  governors  and  bigwigs  buzzed  to  one  another,  and  looked 
at  him ;  the  boys  looked  at  him ;  the  physician  held  his  hand- 
some head  down  toward  his  shirt-frill.  His  modest  eyes  would 
not  look  up  from  the  spotless  lining  of  the  broad-brimmed  hat  on 
his  knees.  A  murmur  of  applause  hummed  through  the  ancient 
hall,  a  scuffling  of  young  feet,  a  rustling  of  new  cassocks  among 
the  masters,  and  a  refreshing  blowing  of  noses  ensued,  as  the  or^ 
tor  polished  off  his  period,  and  then  passed  to  some  other 
theme. 

Amidst  the  general  enthusiasm,  there  was  one  member  of  the 
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auditory  scornful  and  dissentient.  This  gentleman  whispered 
to  his  comrade  at  the  commencement  of  the  phrase  concerning 
tlie  doctor  the — I  believe  of  Eastern  derivation — monosyllable 
"  Bosh  !"  and  he  added,  sadly,  looking  toward  the  object  of  all 
this  praise,  "  He  can't  construe  the  Latin — though  it  is  all  a  par- 
cel of  humbug." 

"  Hush,  Phil !"  said  his  friend  ;  and  Phil's  face  flushed  red  as 
Dr.  Firmin,  lifting  up  his  eyes,  looked  at  him  for  one  moment ; 
for  the  recipient  of  all  this  laudation  was  no  other  than  Phil's 
father. 

Tlie  illness  of  which  we  spoke  had  long  since  passed  away. 
Philip  was  a  school-boy  no  longer,  but  in  his  second  year  at  the 
university,  and  one  of  half-a-dozen  young  men,  ex-pupils  of  the 
school,  who  had  come  up  for  the  annual  dinner.  The  honors  of 
this  year's  dinner  were  for  Dr.  Firmin,  even  more  than  for 
Lord  Ascot  in  his  star  and  ribbon,  who  walked  with  his  arm  in 
the  doctor's  into  chapel.  His  lordship  faltered  when,  in  his 
after-dinner  speech,  he  alluded  to  the  inestimable  services  and 
skill  of  his  tried  old  friend,  whom  he  had  known  as  a  fellow- 
pupil  in  those  walls — (loud  cheers) — whose  friendship-  had  been 
the  delight  of  his  life — a  friendship  which  he  prayed  might  be 
the  inheritance  of  their  children.  (Immense  applause ;  after 
which  Dr.  Firmin  spoke.) 

The  doctor's  speech  was  perhaps  a  little  commonplace  ;  the 
Latin  quotations  which  he  used  were  not  exactly  novel ;  but 
Phil  need  not  have  been  so  angry  or  ill-behaved.  He  went  on 
sipping  sherry,  glaring  at  his  father,  and  muttering  observations 
that  were  anything  but  complimentary  to  his  parent.^  "  Now, 
look,"  says  he,  '  he  is  going  to  be  overcome  by  his  feelings.  He 
will  put  his  handkerchief  up  to  his  mouth,  and  show  his  diaroOii<J- 
ring.  I  told  you  so  !  It 's  too  much.  I  can't  swallow  this  . 
this  sherry.  I  say,  you  fellows,  let  us  come  out  of  this,  and  have 
a  smoke  sopiewhere."  And  Phil  rose  up  and  quitted  the  dining- 
room  just  as  his  father  was  declaring  what  a  joy,  and  a  pride, 
and  a  delight  it  was  to  him  to  think  that  the  friendship  with 
which  his  noble  friend  honored  him  was  likely  to  be  transmitted 
to  their  children,  and  that  when  he  had  passed  away  from  this 
earthly  scene  (cries  of  "  No,  no !"  "  May  you  live  a  thousand 
years!")  it  would  be  his  joy  to  think  that  his  son  would  always 
find  a  friend  and  protector  in  the  noble,  the  princely  house  of 
Ascot. 

We  found  the  carriages  waiting  outside  Grey  Friars'  Gate, 
and  Philip  Firmin,  pushing  me  into  his  father's,  told  the  foot- 
man to  drive  home,  and  that  the  doctor  would  return  in  Lord 
Ascot's  carriage.  Home  then  to  Old  Parr  street  we  went,  where 
many  a  time  as  a  boy  I  had  been  welcome.  And  we  retired  to 
Phil's  private  den  in  the  back-buildings  of  the  great  house  ;  and 
over  our  cigars  we  talked  of  the  Founder's-day  Feast,  and  the 
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speeches  delivered  ;  and  of  the  old  Cistercians  of  our  time,  and 
how  Thompson  was  married,  and  Johnson  was  in  the  arnY^  ana 
Jackson  (not  red-haired  Jackson,  pig-eyed  Jackson)  was  first  in 
his  year,  and  so  forth ;  and  in  this  twaddle  were  most  happily 
engaged  when  Phil's  father  flung  open  the  tall  door  of  the  study. 

"  Here 's  the  governor  1"  growled  Phil ;  and,  in  an  under-tone, 
"  what  does  he  want  ?" 

"The  governor,"  as  I  looked  up,  was  not  a  pleasant  object  to 
behold.  Dr.  Firmin  had  very  white  false  teeth,  which  perhaps 
were  a  little  too  large  for  his  mouth,  and  these  grinned  in  the 
gas-light  very  fiercely.  On  his  cheeks  were  black  whiskers, 
and  over  his  glaring  eyes  fierce  black  eyebrows,  and  his  bald 
head  glittered  like  a  billiard-ball.  You  would  hardly  have 
known  that  he  was  the  original  of  that  melancholy  philosophic 
portrait  which  all  the  patients  admired  in  tlie  doctor's  waiting- 
room. 

"  I  find,  Philip,  that  you  took  my  carriage,"  said  the  father  ; 
"  and  Lord  Ascot  .and  I  had  to  walk  ever  so  far  for  a  cab  !" 

"  Had  n't  he  got  his  own  carriage  ?  I  thought,  of  course,  he 
would  have  his  carriage  on  a  State-day,  and  that  you  would 
come  home  with  the  lord,"  said  Philip. 

"  I  had  promised  to  bring  Mm  home,  sir  !"  said  the  father. 

"  Well,  sir,  I'm  very  sorry,"  continued  the  son,  curtly. 

"  Sorry  !"  screams  the  other. 

"  I  can't  say  any  more,  sir,  asd  I  am  very  sorry,"  answers 
Phil ;  and  he  knocked  the  ash  of  his  cigar  into  the  stove. 

The  stranger  within  the  house  hardly  knew  how  to  look  on  its 
master  or  his  son.  There  was  evidently  some  dire  quarrel  be- 
tween them.  The  old  man  glared  at  the  young  one,  who  calmly 
looked  his  father  in  the  face.  Wicked  rage  and  hate  seemed 
flash  from  the  doctor's  eyes,  and  anon  came  a  look  of  wild  pitiful 
supplication  toward  the  guest,  which  was  most  painful  to  bear. 
In  the  midst  of  what  dark  family  mystery  was  I  ?  What  meant 
this  cruel  spectacle  of  the  father's  terrified  anger  and  the  son's 
scorn  ? 

"  I — I  appeal  to  you,  Pendennis,"  says  the  doctor,  with  a 
choking  utterance  and  a  ghastly  face. 

"  Shall  we  begin  abovo,  sir'?"  says  Phil.  Again  the  ghastly 
look  of  terror  comes  over  the  father's  face. 

"I — I  promise  to  bring  one  of  the  first  noblemen  in  England," 
gasps  the  doctor,  "  from  a  public  dinner,  in  my  carriage  ;  and 
mj^  son  takes  it,  and  leaves  me  and  Lord  Ascot  to  walk  !  Is  it 
fair,  Pendennis  ?  Is  it  the  conduct  of  a  gentleman  to  a  gentle- 
pian— of  a  son  to  a  father  ?" 

"  No,  sir,"  I  said,  gravely,  "  nothing  can  excuse  it."  Indeed 
J  was  shocked  at  the  young  man's  obduracy  and  undutifulness. 

"  I  told  you  it  was  a  mistake  !"  cries  Phil,  reddening.  "  I 
beard  Lord  Ascot  order  his  own  carriage ;  I  made  no  doubt  he 
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would  bring  my  father  home.  To  ride  in  a  chariot  with  a'^foot- 
man  behind  me  is  no  pleasure  to  me,  and  I  would  far  rather  have 
a  Hansom  and  a  cigar.  It  was  a  blunder,  and  I  am  sorry  for  it 
—there !    And  if  I  live  to  a  hundred  I  can't  say  more." 

"  If  you  are  sorry,  Philip,"  groans  the  father,  "  it  is  enough. 
You  remember,  Pendennis,  when — when  my  son  and  I  were  not 
on  this — on  this  footing,"  and  he  looked  up  for  a  moment  at  a 
picture  which  was  hanging  over  Phil's  head — a  portrait  of 
Phil's  mother;  the" lady  of  whom  my  own  mother  spoke,  on  that 
evening  when  we  had  talked  of  the  boy's  illness.  Both  the  la- 
dies had  passed  from  the  world  now,  and  their  images  were  but 
painted  shadows  on  the  wall. 

The  father  had  accepted  an  apology,  though  the  son  had  made 
none.  I  looked  at  the  elder  Firmm's  face,  and  the  character 
written  on  it.  .1  remembered  such  particulars  of  his  early  histo- 
ry as  had  been  told  to  me ;  and  I  perfectly  recalled  that  feeling 
of  doubt  and  misliking  which  came  over  my  mind  when  I  first 
saw  the  doctor's  handsome  face  some  few  years  previously,  when 
my  uncle  first  took  me  to  the  doctor's  in  Old  Parr  street ;  little 
Phil  being  then  a  flaxen-headed,  pretty  child,  who  had  just  as- 
sumed his  first  trowsers,  and  I  a  fifth-form  boy  at  school. 

My  father  and  Dr.  Firmin  were  members  of  the  medical  pro- 
fession. They  had  been  bred  up  as  boys  at  the  same  school, 
whither  families  used  to  send  their  sons  from  generation  to  gen- 
eration, and  long  before  people  had  ever  learned  that  the  place 
was  unwholesome.  Grey  Friars  was  smoTcy,  certainly ;  I  think 
in  the  time  of  the  Plague  great  numbers  of  people  were  buried 
there.  But  had  the  school  been  situated  in  the  most  picturesque 
swamp  in'  England,  the  general  health  of  the  boys  could  not 
have  been  better.  We  boys  used  to  hear  of  -epidemics  occur- 
ring in  other  schools,  and  were  almost  sorry  that  they  did  not 
come  to  ours,  so  that  we  might  shut  up,  and  get  longer  vaca- 
tions. Even  that  illness  which  subsequently  befell  Phil  Firmin 
himself  attacked  no  one  else — the  boys  all  luckily  going  home 
for  the  holidays  on  the  very  day  of  poor  Phil's  seizure ;  but  of 
this  illness  more  anon.  When  it  was  determined  that  little  Phil 
Firmin  was  to  go  to  Grey  Friars,  Phil's  father  bethought  him  that 
Major  Pendennis,  whom  he  met  in  the  world  and  society,  had 
a  nephew  atr  the  place,  who  might  protect  the  little  fellow,  and 
the  major  took  his  nephew  to  see  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Firmin  one  Sun- 
day after  church,  and  we  had  lunch  at  Old  Parr  street,  and 
there  little  Phil  was  presented  to  me,  whom  I  promised  to  take 
under  my  protection.  He  was  a  simple  little  man  ;  an  artless 
child,  who  had  not  the  least  idea  of  the  dignity  of  a  fifth-form 
boy.  He  was  quite  unabashed  in  talking  to  me  and  other  per- 
sons, and  has  remained  so  ever  since.  He  asked  my  uncle  how 
he  came  to  have  such  odd  hair.  He  partook  freely  of  the  deli- 
cacies on  the  table.    I  remember  he  hit  me  with  his  little  fist 
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once  or  twice,  which  liberty  at  first  struck  me  with  a  panic  of 
astonishment,  and  then  with  a  sense. of  the  ridiculous  so  exqui- 
sitely keen,  that  I  burst  out  into  a  fit  of  laughter.  It  was,  you 
see,  as  if  a  stranger  were  to  hit  the  Pope  in  the  ribs,  and  call 
him  "  Old  boy ;"  as  if  Jack  were  to  tweak  one  of  the  giants  by 
the  nose ;  or  Ensign  Jones  to  ask  the  Duke  of  Wellington  to  take 
wine.  I  had  a  strong  sense  of  humor,  even  in  those  early  days, 
and  enjoyed  this  joke  accordingly. 

"  Philip  ! "  cries  mamma,  "  you  will  hurt  Mr.  Pendennis." 

"  I  will  knock  him  down !"  shouts  Phil.  Fancy  knocking  me 
down — ME,  a  fifth-form  boy ! 

"  The  child  is  a  perfect  Hercules,"  remarks  the  mother. 

"  He  strangled  two  snakes  in  his  cradle,"  says  the  doctor, 
looking  at  me.  (It  was  then,  as  I  remember,  I  felt  Dr.  Fell  to- 
ward him.) 

"  La,  Dr.  Firmin  ! "  cries  mamma,  "I  can't  bear  snakes.  Ire- 
member  there  was  one  at  Rome,  when  we  were  walking  one  day  ; 
a  great,  large  snake,  and  I  hated  it,  and  I  cried  out,*  and  I  nearly 
fainted  ;  and  my  uncle  Eingwood  said  I  ought  to  like  snakes,  for 
one  might  be  an  agreeable  rattle ;  and  I  have  read  of  them  being 
charming  in  India,  and  I  dare  say  you  have,  Mr.  Pendennis,  for 
I  am  told  you  are  very  clever ;  and  I  am  not  in  the  least ;  I  wish 
I  were ;  but  my  husband  is,  very — and  so  Phil  will  be.  Will  you 
be  a  very  clever  boy,  dear  ?  He  was  named  after  my  dear  papa, 
who  was  killed  at  Busaco  when  I  was  quite,  quite  a  little  thing, 
and  we  wore  mourning,  and  we  went  to  live  with  my  uncle  Ring- 
yrood  aftei'ward ;  butMaria  and  Ihadbothour  own  fortunes;  and 
I  am  sure  I  little  thought  I  should  marry  a  physician — la,  one  of 
lincle'Kitigwood's  grooms,  I  should  as  soon  have  thought  of  mar- 
rying him ! — but,  you  know,  my  husband  is  one  of  the  cleverest 
tnen  in  the  world.  Don't  tell  me — you  are,  dearest,  and  you  know 
it ;  and  when  a  man  is  clever  I  don't  value  his  rank  in  life ;  no, 
not  if  he  was  that  fender ;  and  I  always  said  to  uncle  Ringwood, 
'  Talent  I  will  marry,  for  talent  I  adore ;'  and  I  did  marry  you. 
Dr.  Firmin,  you  know  I  did,  and  this  child  is  your  image.  And 
you  will  be  kind  to  him  at  school,"  says  the  poor  lady,  turning  to 
me,  her  eyes  filling  with  tears,  "  for  talent  is  always  kind,  except 
uncle  Ringwood,  and  he  was  very — " 

"  A  little  more  wine,  Mr.  Pendennis  ?"  said  the  doctor — Dr. 
Fell  still,  though  he  was  most  kind  to  me.  "  I  shall  put  my  little 
man  under  your  care,  and  I  know  you  will  keep  him  from  harm. 
I  hope  you  will  do  us  the  favor  to  come  to  Parr  street  whenever 
you  are  free.  In  my  father's  time  we  used  to  come  home  of  a 
Saturday  from  school,  and  enjoyed  going  to  the  play."  And  the 
doctor  shook  me  cordially  by  the  hand,  and,  I  must  say,  continued 
his  kindness  to  me  as  long  as  ever  I  knew  him.  When  we  went 
fiway  my  uncle  Pendennis  told  me  many  stories  about  the  great 
earl  and  family  of  Ringwood,  and  how  Dr.  Firmin  had  made  a 
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match — a  matt-h  of  tbe  afiections — witli  this  lady,  daughter  of 
Philip  liingwood,  who  was  killed  at  Busaco ;  and  how  she  had 
been  a  great  beauty,  and  was  a  perfect  grande  dame,  always ;  and 
if  not  the  cleverest,  certainly  one  of  the  kindest  and  most  amiable, 
women  in  the  world. 

In  those  days  I  was  accustomed  to  receive  the  opinions  of  my 
informant  with  such  respect  that  I  at  once  accepted  this  state- 
ment as  authentic.  Mrs.  Firmiu's  portrait,  indeed,  was  beauti- 
ful ;  it  was  painted  by  young  Mr.  Harlowe,  that  year"  he  was  at 
Rome,  and  when  in  eighteen  days  he  completed  a  'copy  of  the 
Transfiguration,  to  the  admiration  of  all  the  Academy  ;  but  I,  for 
my  part,  only  remember  a  lady  weak,  and  thin,  and  faded,  who 
never  came  out  of  her  dressing-room  until  a  late  hour  in  the  after- 
noon, and  whose  superannuated  smiles  and  grimaces  used  to  pro- 
voke my  juvenile  sense  of  humor.  She  used  to  kiss  Phil's  brow  ; 
and,  as  she  held  the  boy's  hand  in  one  of  her  lean  ones,  would 
say,  "  Who  would  suppose  such  a  great  boy  as  that  could  be  my 
son  '!"  "  Be  kind  to  him  when  I  am  gone,"  she  sighed  to  me,  one 
Sunday  evening,  when  I  was  taking  leave  of  her,  as  her  eyes  filled 
with  tears,  and  she  placed  the  thin  band  in  mine  for  the  last 
time.  The  doctor,  reading  by  the  fire,  turned  round  and  scowled 
at  her  from  under  his  tall  shining  forehead.  "  You  are  nervous, 
Louisa,  and  had  better  go  to  your.room  ;  I  told  you  you  had,"  be 
said,  abruptly.  "  Young  gentlemen,  it  is  time  for  you  to  be  olF 
to  Grey  Friars.  Is  the  cab  at  the  door,  Brice  ?"  And  he  took 
out  his  watch — his  great  shining  watch,  by  which  he  had  felt  the 
pulses  of  so  many  famous  personages,  whom  his  prodigious  skill 
had  rescued  from  disease.  And  at  parting  Phil  flung  his  arms 
round  his  poor  mother,  and  kissed  her  under  the  glossy  curls — 
the  borrowed  curls — and  he  looked  his  father  resolutely  in  the 
face  (whose  own  glance  used  to  fall  before  that  of  the  boy),  and 
bade  him  a  grufl'  good-night,  ere  we  set  forth  for  Grey  Friars. 


CHAPTER  II. 

AT  SCHOOL  AND  AT  HOME. 

I  dined  yesterday  with  three  gentlemen,  whose  time  of  life  may 
be  guessed  by  their  conversation,  a  great  part  of  which  consisted 
of  Eton  reminiscences  and  lively  imitations  of  Dr.  Keate.  Each 
one,  as  he  described  how  he  bad  been  flogged,  mimicked  to  the 
best  of  his  power  the  manner  and  the  mode  of  operating  of  the 
famous  doctor.  His  little  parenthetical  remarks  during  the  cere- 
mony were  recalled  with  great  facetiousness ;  the  very  hwldsh  of 
the  rods  was  parodied  with  thrilling  fidelity  ;  and  after  a  good 
hour's  conversation  the  subject  was  brought  to  a  climax  by  a 


description  of  that  aivful  uiglit  when  the  doctor  called  up  squad 
after  squad  of  boys  from  their  beds  in  their  respective  board- 
ing houses,  ^^hipped  through  the  whole  night,  and  castigated  I 
don't  know  how  many  hundred  rebels.  All  these  mature  meu 
laughed,  prattled,  rejoiced,  and  became  young  a^*ain,  as  they  re- 
counted their  stories;  and  each  of  them  heartily  and  eagerly 
bade  the  stranger  to  understand  how  Keate  was  a  thorough  gen- 
tleman. Having  talked  about  their  floirgings,  I  say,  for  an  hour 
at  least,  they  apologized  to  me  for  dwelling  upon  a  subject  which, 
after  all,  was  strictly  local ;  but,  indeed,  their  talk  greatly  amused 
and  diverted  me,  and  I  hope,  and  am  quite  ready,  to  hear  all  their 
jolly  stories  over  again. 

Be  not  angry,  patient  reader  of  former  volumes  by  the  author 
of  the  present  history,  if  I  am  garrulous  about  Grey  Friars,  and 
go  back  to  that  ancient  place  of  education  to  find  the  heroes  of 
our  tale.  We  are  but  young  once.  When  we  remember  that 
time  of  youth,  we  are  still  young.  He  over  whose  head  eight  or 
nine  lustres  have  passed,  if  he  wishe.s  to  write  of  boys,  must  recall 
the  time  when  he  himself  was  a  boy.  Their  habits  change  ;  their 
waists  are  longer  or  shorter ;  their  shirt-collars  stick  up  more  or 
less;  but  tlie  boy  is  the  boy  in  King  George's  time  as  in  that  of 
his  royal  niece — once  our  maiden  queen,  now  the  anxious  motlier 
of  many  boys.  And  young  fellows  are  honest,  and  merry,  and 
idle,  and  mischievous,  and  timid,  and  brave,  and  studious,  and 
selfish,  and  generous,  and  mean,  and  false,  and  truth-telling,  and 
affectiooate,  and  good,  and  bad,  now  as  in  former  days.  He 
with  whom  we  have  mainly  to  do  is  a  gentleman  of  mature  age, 
now  walking  the  street  with  boys  of  his  own.  He  is  not  goins; 
to  perish  in  the  lastchapter  of  these  memoirs — to  die  of  consump"^ 
tion,  with  his  love  weeping  by  his  bedside,  or  to  blow  his  brains 
out  in  despair,  because  she  has  been  married  to  his  rival,  or  killed 
out  of  a  gig,  or  otherwise  done  for,  in  the  last  chapter  but  one. 
No,  no  ;  we  will  have  no  dismal  endings.  Philip  Firmin  is  well 
and  hearty  at  this  minute,  owes  no  man  a  shilling,  and  can  enjoy 
his  glass  of  port  in  perfect  comfort.  So,  my  dear  miss,  if  you 
want  a  pulmonary  romance,  the  present  won't  suit  you.  So, 
young  gentleman,  if  you  are  for  melancholy,  despair,  and  sardonic 
satire,  please  to  call  at  some  other  shop.  That  Philip  shall  have 
his  trials  is  a  matter  of  course — may  they  be  interesting,  thouo-h 
they  do  not  end  dismally !  That  he  shall  fall  and  trip  in  his  cburse 
sometimes  is  pretty  certain.  Ah,  who  does  not  upon  this  life- 
journey  of  ours  ?  Is  not  our  want  the  occasion  of  our  brother's 
charity,  and  thus  does  not  good  come  out  of  that  evil?  When  the 
traveller  (of  whom  the  Master  spoke)  fell  among  the  thieves,  his 
mishap  was  contrived  to  try  many  a  heart  beside  his  own — the 
Knave's  who  robbed  him,  the  Levite's  and  Priest's  who  passed 
him  by  as  he  lay  bleeding,  the  humble  Samaritan's  whose  hand 
poured  oil  into  his  wound,  and  held  out  its  pittance  to  relieve 
mm. 
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So  little  Philip  Firmin  was  brought  to  school  by  his  mamma  in 
her  carriage,  who  entreated-  the  housekeeper  to  have  a  special 
charge  of  that  angelic  child ;  and  as  soon  as  the  poor  lady's  back 
was  turned,  Mrs.  Bunce  emptied  the  contents  of  the  little  boy's 
trunk  into  one  of  sixty  or  seventy  little  cupboards,  wherein  re- 
posed other  boys'  clothes  and  haberdashery ;  and  then  Mrs.  Fir- 
min requested  to  see  the  Rev.  Mr.  X.,  in  *hose  house  Philip  was 
to  board,  and  besought  him,  and  explained  many  things  to  him, 
such  as  the  exceeding  delicacy  of  the  child's  constitution,  etc., 
etc. ;  and  Mr.  X.,  who  was  very  good-natured,  patted  the  boy 
kindly  on  the  head,  and  sent  for  the  other  Philip,  Philip  Ring- 
wood,  Phil's  cousin,  who  had  arrived  at  Grey  Friars  an  hour  or 
two  before;  and  Mr.  X.  told  Ringwood  to  take  care  of  the  little 
fellow ;  and  Mrs.  Firmin,  choking  behind  her  pocket-handker- 
chief, gurgled  out  a  blessing  on  the  grinning  youth,  and  at  one 
time  had  an  idea  of  giving  Master  Ringwood  a  sovereign,  but 
paused,  thinking  he  was  too  big  a  boy,  and  that  she  might  not 
take  such  a  liberty,  and  presently  she  was  gone ;  and  little  Phil 
Firuain  was  introduced  to  the  long-room  and  his  school-fellows  of 
Mr.  X.^s  house  ;  and  having  plenty  of  money,  and  naturally  find- 
ing his  way  to  the  pastry-cook's  the  next  day  after  school,  he 
was  met  by  his  .cousin  Ringwood,  and  robbed  of  half  the  tarts 
which  he  had  purchased.  A  fortnight  afterward  the  hospitable 
doctor  and  his  wife  asked  their  young  kinsman  to  Old  Parr  street, 
Burlington  Gardens,  and  the  two  boys  went ;  but  Phil  never 
mentioned  anything  to  his  parents  regarding  the  robbery  of  tarts, 
being  deterred,  perhaps,  from  speaking  by  awful  threats  of  pun- 
ishment which  his  cousin  promised  to  administer  when  they  got 
back  to  school,  in  case  of  the  little  boy's  confession.  Subse- 
quently Master  Ringwood  was  asked  once  in  every  term  to  Old 
Parr  street ;  but  neither  Mrs.  Firmin,  nor  the  doctor,  nor  Master 
Firmin,  liked  the  baronet's  son,  and  Mrs.  Firmin  pronounced 
him  a  violent,  rude  boy. 

I,  for  my  part,  left  school  suddenly  and  early,  and  my  little 
jwro^e^e  behind  me.  His  poor  mother,  who  had  promised  herself 
to  come  for  him  every  Saturday,  did  not  keep  her  promise. 
Smithfield  is  a  long  way  from  Piccadilly  ;  and  an  angry  cow  once 
scratched  the  panels  of  her  carriage,  causing  her  footman  to 
spring  from  his  board  into  a  pig-pen,  and  herself  to  feel  such  a 
shock,  that  no  wonder  she  was  afraid  of  visiting  the  City  after- 
ward. The  circumstances  of  this  accident  she  often  narrated  to 
us.  Her  anecdotes  were  not  numerous,  but  she  told  them 
repeatedly.  In  imagination,  sometimes,  I  can  hear  her  ceaseless, 
simple  cackle ;  see  her  faint  eyes,  as  she  prattles  on  unconsciously, 
and  watch  the  dark  looks  of  her  handsome,  silent  husband,  scowl- 
ing from  under  his  eyebrows  and  smiling  behind  his  teeth.  I 
dare  say  he  ground  those  teeth  with  suppressed  rage  sometimes. 
I  dare  say  to  bear  with  her  endless  volubility  must  have  tasked 


20 


THE  ADVENTURES  OF  PHILIP 


his  endurance.  He  may  have  treated  her  ill,  but  she  tried  him. 
She,  on  her  part,  may  have  been  a  not  yery  wise  woman,  but  she 
was  kind  to  me.  Did  not  her  housekeeper  make  me  the  best  of 
tarts,  and  keep  goodies  from  the  company-dinners  for  the  young 
gentlemen  when  they  came  home  ?  Did  not  her  husband  give  me 
of  his  fees  ?  I  promise  you,  after  I  had  seen  Dr.  Fell  a  few  times, 
that  first  unpleasing  impression  produced  by  his  darkling  counte- 
nance and  sinister  good  looks  wore  away.  He  was  a  gentleman. 
He  had  lived  in  the  great  world,  of  which  he  told  anecdotes  de- 
lightful to  boys  to  hear ;  and  he  passed  the  bottle  to  me  as  if  I 
was  a  man. 

I  hope  and  think  I  remembered  the  injunction  of  poor  Mrs. 
Firmin  to  be  kind  to  her  boy.  As  long  as  we  staid  together  at 
Gre}'  Friars  I  was  Phil's  champion,  whenever  he  needed  my  pro- 
tection, though  of  course  I  could  not  always  be  present  to  guard 
the  little  scapegrace  from  all  the  blows  which  were  aimed  at  his 
young  face  by  pugilists  of  his  own  size.  There  wer^  seven  or 
eight  years'  difference  between  us  (he  says  ten,' which  is  absurd, 
and  which  I  deny) ;  but  I  was  always  remarkable  for  my  alFa- 
bility,  and,  in  spite  of  our  disparity  of  age,  would  often  graciously 
accept  the  general  invitation  I  had  from  his  father  for  any  Sat- 
urda}'  and  Sunday  when  J  would  like  to  accompany  Philip  home. 
Such  an  invitation  is  welcome  to  any  school-boy.  To  get  away 
from  Smithfield,  and  show  our  best  clothes  in  Bond  street,  was 
always  a  privilege.  To  strut  in  the  Park  on  Sunday,  and  nod  to 
the  other  fellows  who  were  strutting  there  too,  was  better  than 
remaining  at  school,  "  doing  Diatessaron,"  as  the  phrase  used  to 
be,  having  that  endless  roast  beef  for  dinner,  and  hearing  two  ser- 
mons in  chapel.  There  may  have  been  more  lively  streets  in 
X-ondou  than  Old  Parr  street;  but  it  was  pleasanter  to  be  there 
than  to  look  at  Goswell  street  over  Grey  Friars'  wall;  and  so  the 
present  biographer  and  reader's  very  humble  servant  found  Dr. 
Firmin's  house  an  agreeable  resort.  Mamma  was  often  ailing,  or, 
if  well,  went  out  into  the  world  with  her  husband  ;  in  either  case, 
we  bo'ys  had  a  good  dinner  provided  for  us,  with  the  special  dishes 
which  Phil  loved  ;  and  after  dinner  we  adjourned  to  the  play,  not 
being  by  any  means  too  proud  to  sit  in  the  pit  with  Mr.  Brice,  the 
doctor's  confidential  man.  On  Sunday  we  went  to  church  at 
Lady  Whittlesea's,  and  back  to  school  in  the  evening,  when  the 
doctor  almost  always  gave  us  a  fee.  If  he  did  not  dine  at  home 
(and  I  own  his  absence  did  not  much  damp  our  pleasure),  Brice 
would  lay  a  small  enclosure  on  the  young  gentlemen's  coats  which 
we  transferred  to  our  pockets.  I  believe  school-boys  disdain  foes 
in  the  present  disinterested  times. 

Everything  in  Dr.  Firmin's  house  was  as  handsome  as  might 
be,  and  yet  somehow  the  place  was  not  cheerful.  One's  steps 
fell  noiselessly  on  the  faded  Turkey  carpet ;  the  room  was  large, 
and  all  save  the  dining-table  in  a  dingy  twilight.    The  picture  of 
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Mrs.  Firmin  looked  at  us  from  tlie  wall,  and  followed  us  about 
with  wild  violet  eyes.  Philip  Firmin  had  the  same  violet  odd 
bright  eyes,  and  the  same  colored  hair  of  an  auburn  tinge  ;  in  the 
picture  it  fell  in  long  wild  masses  over  the  lady's  back  as  she 
leaned  with  bare  arms  on  a  harp.  Over  the  sideboard  was  the 
doctor,  in  a  black  velvet  coat  and  a  fur  collar,  his  hand  on  a  skull, 
like  Hamlet.  Skulls  of  oxen,  horned,  with  wreaths,  formed  the 
cheerful  ornaments  of  the  cornice.  On  the  side-table  glittered 
a  pair  of  cups,  given  by  grateful  patients,  looking  like  receptacles 
rather  for  funereal  ashes  than  for  festive  flowers  or  wine.  Bricc, 
the  butler,  wore  the  gravity  and  costume  of  an  undertaker. 
The  footman  stealthily  moved  hither  and  thither,  bearing  the 
dinner  to  us  ;  we  always  spoke  under  our  breath  while  we  were 
eating  it.  "The  room  don't  look  more  cheerful  of  a  morning 
when  the  patients  are  sitting  here,  I  can  tell  you,"  Phil  would 
say  ;  indeed,  we  could  well  fancy  that  it  was  dismal.  The  draw- 
ing-room had  a  rhubarb-colored  flock  paper  (on  account  of  the 
governor's  attachment  to  the  shop,  Master  Phil  saidj,  a  great 
piano,  a  harp  smothered  in  a  leather  bag  in  the  corner,  which  the 
languid  owner  now  never  touched ;  and  everybody's  face  seemed 
soared  and  pale  in  the  great  looking-glasses,  which  reflected  3'ou 
qv^r  and  over  again  into  the  distance,  so  that  you  seemed  to 
twinkle  ofi'  right  through  the  Albany  into  Piccadilly. 

Old  Parr  street  has  been  a  habitation  for  generations  of  sur- 
geons and  physicians.  I  suppose  the  noblemen  for  whose  use  the 
street  was  intended  in  the  time  of  the  early  Georges  fled,  finding 
the  neighborhood  too  dismal,  and  the  gentlemen  in  black  coats 
came  and  took  possession  of  the  gilded,  gloomy  chambers  which 
the  sacred  mode  vacated.  These  mutations  of  fashion  have  always 
been  matters  of  profound  speculation  to  me.  Why  shall  not  one 
moralize  over  London  as  over  Kome,  or  Baalbec,  or  Troy  town  ? 
I  like  to  walk  among  the  Hebrews  of  Wardour  street,  and  fancy 
the  place,  as  it  once  was,  crowded  with  chairs  and  gilt  chariots, 
and  torches  flashing  in  the  hands  of  the  running  footmen.  I  have 
a  grim  pleasure  in  thinking  that  Golding  square  was  once  the 
resort  of  the  aristocracy,  and  Monmouth  street  the  delight  of  the 
genteel  world.  What  shall  prevent  us  Londoners  from  musing 
over  the  decline  and  fall  of  city  sovereignties,  and  drawing  our 
cockney  morals?  As  the  late  Mr.  Gibbon  meditated  his  history 
leaning  against  the  column  in  the  Capitol,  why  should  not  I  muse 
over  mine  reclining  under  an  arcade  of  the  Pantheon  ?  Not  the 
Pantheon  at  Rome,  in  the  Cabbage  Market  by  the  Piazza  Navona, 
where  the  immortal  gods  were  worshipped — the  immortal  gods 
who  are  now  dead  ;  but  the  Pantheon  in  Oxford  street,  ladies, 
where  you  purchase  feeble  pomatums,  music,  glassware,  and  .ba- 
by-linen ;  and  which  has  its  history  too.  Have  not  Selwyn,  and 
Walpole,  and  March,  and  Cai-lisle  figured  there  ?  Has  not  Prince 
Florizel  flounced. through  the  hall  in  his  rustling  do'mtdo,  arid 
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danced  there  in  powdered  splefidor  ?  and  when  the  ushers  re- 
fused admission  to  lovely  Sophy  Baddeley,  did  not  the  young  men, 
her  adorers,  draw  their  rapiers  and  vow  to  slay  the  door-lteepers  , 
and,  crossing  the  glitterinc  blades  over  the  enchantress  neaa, 
make  a  warlike  triumphararch  for  her  to  pass  under,  all  nusneu, 
and  smiling,  and  perfumed,  and  painted  ?  The  lives  of  sweets  are 
as  the  lives  of  men,  and  shall  not  the  street-preacher,  if  so  minoea, 
take  for  the  text  of  his  sermon  the  stones  in  the  gutter  .  -L 
you  were  once  the  resort  of  the  fashion,  O  Monmouth  street .  Dy 
the  invocation  of  blessed  St..  Giles  shall  I  not  improve  hat 
sweet  thought  into  a  godly  discourse,  and  make  the  rum  edity- 
ing  ?  0  mes  freres !  There  were  splendid  thoroughfares,  daz- 
zling company,  bright  illuminations,  in  our  streets  when  our 
hearts  were  young;  we  entertained  in  them  a  noble  youtniul 
company  of  chivalrous  hopes  and  lofty  ambitions ;  ot  blushing 
thoughts  in  snowy  robes,  spotless  and  virginal.    See,  in  the  em- 
brasure of  the  window,  where  you  sate  looking  to  the  stars  and 
nestling  by  the  soft  side  of  your  first-love,  hang  Mr.  Moses'  bar- 
gains of  turned  old  clothes,  very  cheap;  of  worn  old  boots,  be- 
draggled in  how  much  and  how  many  people's  mud ;  a  great  bar- 
gain.   See  !  along  the  street,  strewed  with  flowers  once  mayhap, 
a  fight  of  beggars  for  the  refuse  of  an  apple-stall,  or  a  tipsy  bas- 
ket-woman, reeling  shrieking  to  the  station.    Ome!  Omybeloved 
congregation,  I  have  preached  this  stale  sermon  to  you  for  ever 
so  many  years  !  O  my  jolly  companions,  I  have  drunk  many  a 
bout  with  you,  and  always  found  vanikis  canilaium  written  on  the 
bottom  of  the  pot  ! 

I  choose  to  moralize  now  when  I  pass  the  place.    The  garden 
has  run  to  seed,  the  walks  are  mildewed,  the  statues  have  broken 
noses,  the  gravel  is  dank  with  green  moss,  the  roses  are  withered, 
and  the  nightingales  have  ceased  to  make  love.    It  is  a  funereal 
street,  Old  Parr  street,  certainly ;  the  carriages  which  drive  there 
ought  to  have  feathers  on  the  roof,  and  the  butlers  who  open  the 
doors  should  wear  weepers — so  the  scene  strikes  you  now  as  you 
pass  along  the  spacious  empty  pavements  You  are  bilious,  my 
good  man.    Go  and  pay  a  guinea  to  one  of  the  doctors  in  those 
houses  ;  there  are  still  doctors  there.    He  will  prescribe  taraxa- 
cum for  you,  or  pil.  hydrarg.  Bless  you  I  in  mi/  time,  to  us  gen- 
tlemen of  the  fifth-form,  the  place  was  bearable.    The  yellow  fogs 
did  n't  damp  our  spirits — and  we  never  thought  them  too  thick  to 
keep  us  away  from  the  play;  from  the  chivahous  Charles  Kem- 
ble,I  tell  you,  myMiraT)e],  my  Mercutio,  my  princely  Falcon- 
bridge;  from  his  adorable  daughter  (O  my  distracted  heart  i)  • 
from  the  classic  Young;  from  the  glorious  Long  Tom  Coffin 
from  the  unearthly  Vanderdecken—"  Return,  6  my  love,  and 
we  '11  never,  never  part    (where  art  thou,  sweet  singer  of  that 
most  thrilling  ditty  of  my  youth  ?) ;  from  the  sweet,  sweet  Vic- 
(onhe,  and  the  BcMle  Itfp.    Oh,  to  see  that  Bottle  Imp  again,  and 
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hear  that  song  about  the  "  Pilgrim  of  Love  !"  Once,  but — hush ! 
— this  is  a  secret — we  had  private  boxes,  the  doctor's  grand 
friends  often  sending  him  these;  and  finding  the  opera  rather 
slow,  we  went  to  a  concert  in  M-d-n  Lane,  near  Covent  Garden, 
and  heard  the  most  celestial  glees,  over  a  supper  of  fizzing  sau- 
sages and  mashed  potatoes,  such  as  the  world  has  never  seen 
since.  We  did  no  harm ;  but  I  dare  say  it  was  very  wrong. 
Brice,  the  butler,  ought  not  to  have  taken  us.  We  bullied  him, 
and  made  him  take  us  where  we  liked.  We  had  rum-shrub  in 
the  housekeeper's  room,  where  we  used  to  be  diverted  by  the  so- 
ciety of  other  butlers  of  the  neighboring  nobility  and  gentry, 
who  would  step  in.  Perhaps  it  was  wrong  to  leave  us  so  to  tlie  com- 
pany of  servants.  Dr.  Firmiu  used  to  go  to  his  grand  parties, 
Mrs.  Firmin  to  bed.  "  Did  we  enjoy  the  performance  last  night?" 
our  host  would  ask  at  breakfast.  "  Oh,  yes,  we  enjoyed  the  per- 
formance i "  But  my  poor  Mrs.  Firmin  fancied  that  we  enjoyed 
Semiramide  or  the  Dona  del  Lago  ;  whereas  we  had  been  to  the 
pit  at  the  Adelphi  (out  of  our  own  money),  and  seen  that  jolly 
John  Reeve,  and  laughed— laughed  till  we  were  fit  to  drop — and 
staid  till  the  curtain  was  down.  And  then  we  would  come  home, 
and,  as  aforesaid,  pass  a  delightful  hour  over  supper,  and  hear 
the  anecdotes  of  Mr.  Brice's  friends,  the  other  butlers.  Ah,  that 
was  a  time  indeed  !  There  never  was  any  liquor  so  good  as  rum- 
shrub,  never ;  and  the  sausages  had  a  flavor  of  Elysium.  How 
hushed  we  were  when  Dr.  Firmin,  coming  homo^from  his  parties, 
let  himself  in  at  the  street-door  !  Shoeless,,  we  crept  up  to  our 
bedrooms.  And  we  came  clown  to  breakfast  with  innocent  young 
faces — and  let  Mrs.  Firmin,  at  lunch,  prattle  about  the  opera; 
and  there  stood  Brice  and  the  footman  behind  us,  looking  quite 
grave,  the  abominable  hypocrites  ! 

Then,  sir,  there  was  a  certain  way,  out  of  the  study  window, 
or  through  the  kitchen,  and  over  the  leads,  to  a  building,  gloomy 
indeed,  but  where  I  own  to  have  spent  delightful  hours  of  the 
most  flagitious  and  criminal  enjoyment  of  some  delicious  little 
Havanas,  ten  to  the  shilling.  In  that  building  there  were  stables 
once,  doubtless  occupied  by  great  Flemish  horses  and  rumbling 
gold  coaches  of  Walpole's  time  ;  but  a  celebrated  surgeon,  when 
he  took  possession  of  the  house,  made  a  lecture-room  of  the 
premises — "  And  this  door,"  says  Phil,  pointing  to  one  leading 
into  the  mews,  "was  very  convenient  for  having  (he  bodies  in  ana 
out" — a  cheerful  reminiscence.  Of  this  kind  of  furniture  there 
was  now  very  little  in  the  apartment,  except  a  dilapidated  skele- 
ton in  a  corner,  a  few  dusty  casts  of  heads,  and  bottles  of  prepa- 
rations on  the  top  of  an  old  bureau,  and  some  mildewed  harness 
hanging  on  the  walls.  This  apartment  became  Mr.  Phil's 
smoking-room  when,  as  he'  grew  taller,  he  felt  himself  too  digni- 
fied to  Bit  in  the  kitcbea  regions ;  tlie  honest  bu.£ler  aud  house* 


24 


THE  ADVENTURES  OF  PHILIP 


keeper  themselves  pointinnf  out  to  their  young  master  that  his 
place  was  elsewhere  than  among  the  servants.  So  there,  pri- 
vately and  with  great  delectation,  we  smoked  many  an  abomi- 
nable cigar  in  this  dreary  back-room,  the  gaunt  walls  and 
twilight  ceilings  of  which  were  by  no  means  melancholy  to  us, 
who  found  forbidden  pleasures  the  sweetest,  after  the  absurd 
fashion  of  boys.  Dr.  Firmin  was  an  enemy  to  smoking,  and 
ever  accustomed  to  speak  of  the  practice  with  eloquent  indigna- 
tion. "It  was  a  low  practice — the  habit  of  cabmen,  pot-house 
frequenters,  and  Irish  apple-women,"  the  doctor  would  say,  as 
Phil  and  his  friend  looked  at  each  other  with  a  stealthy  joy. 
Phil's  father  was  ever  scented  and  neat,  the  pattern  of  hand- 
some propriety.  Perhaps  he  had  a  clearer  perception  regard- 
ing manners  than  respecting  morals ;  perhaps  his  conversation 
was  full  of  platitudes,  his  talk  (concerning  people  of  fashion 
chiefly)  mean  and  uninstructive ;  his  behavior  to  young  Lord 
Egham  rather  fulsome  and  lacking  in  dignity.  Perhaps,  I  sa}', 
the  idea  may  have  entered  into  young  Mr.  Pendennis'  mind 
that  his  hospitable  entertainer  and  friend.  Dr.  Firmin,  of  Old 
Parr  street,  was  what  at  the  present  day  might  be  denominated 
an  old  humbug ;  but  modest  young  men  do  not  come  quickly  to 
such  unpleasant  conclusions  regarding  their  seniors.  Dr.  Fir- 
min's  manners  were  so  good,  his  forehead  was  so  high,  his  frill  so 
fresh,  his  hands  so  white  and  slim,  that  for  some  considerable 
time  we  ingenuously  admired  him;  and  it  was  not  without  a 
pang  that  we  cabne  to  view  him  as  he  actually  was — no,  not  as 
he  actually  was — no  man  whose  early  nurture  was  kindly  can 
judge  quite  impartially  the  man  whe  has  been  kind  to  him  in 
boyhood. 

I  quitted  school  suddenly,  leaving  my  little  Phil  behind  me,  a 
brave  little  handsome  boy,  endearing  himself  to  old  and  young 
by  his  good  looks,  his  gayety,  his  courage,  and  his  gentlemanly 
bearing.  Once  in  a  way  a  letter  would  come  from  him,  full  of 
that  artless  affection  and  tenderness  which  fills  boys'  hearts,  and 
is  so  touching  in  their  letters.  It  was  answered  with  proper  dig- 
nity and  condescension  on  the  senior  boy's  part.  Our  modest 
little  country  home  kept  up  a  friendly  intercourse  with  Dr.  Fir- 
min's  grand  London  mansion,  of  which,  in  his  visits  to  us,  my 
uncle.  Major  Pendennis,  ^id  not  fail  to  bring  news.  A  corres- 
pondence took  place  between  the  ladies  of  each  house.  We  sup- 
plied Mrs.  Firmin  with  little  country  presents,  tokens  of  my 
mother's  good-will  and  gratitude  toward  the  friends  who  had 
been  kind  to  her  son.  I  went  my  way  to  the  university,  having 
occasional  glimpses  of  Phil  at  school.  I  took  chambers  in  the 
Temple,  which  h6  found  great  delight  in  visiting  ;  and  he  liked 
our  homely  dinner  from  Dick's,  and  a  bed  on  the  sofa,  better 
than  the  splendid  entertainments  in  Old  Parr  street  and  his 
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great  gloomy  chamber  there.  He  had  grown  by  this  time  to 
be  ever  so  much  taller  than  his  senior,  though  he  always  persists 
in  looking  up  to  me  unto  the  present  day. 

A  very  few  weeks  after  my  poor  mother  passed  that  judgment 
on  Mrs.  Pirmin,  she  saw  reason  to  regret  and  revoke  it.  Phil's 
mother,  who  was  afraid,  or  perhaps  was  forbidden,  to  attend  her 
son  in  his  illness  at  school,  was  taken  ill  herself. 

Phil  returned  to  Grey  Friars  in  a  deep  suit  of  black  ;  the  ser- 
vants on  the  carriage  wore  black  too ;  and  a  certain  tyrant  of  the 
place,  beginning  to  laugh  and  jeer  because  Firmin's  eyes  filled 
with  tears  at  some  ribald  remark,  was  gruffly  rebuked  by  Samp- 
son major,  the  cock  of  the  whole  school ;  and  with  the  question, 
"  Don't  you  see  the  poor  beggar 's  in  mourning,  you  great 
brute  ?"  was  kicked  about  his  business.  ^ 

When  Philip  Firmin  and  I  met  again  there  was  crape  on  both 
our  hats.  I  don't  think  either  could  see  the  other's  face  very 
well.  I  went  to  see  him  in  Parr  street,  in  the  vacant,  melancholy 
house,  where  the  poor  mother's  picture  was  yet  hanging  in  her 
empty  drawing-room. 

"  She  was  always  fond  of  you,  Pendennis,"  said  Phil.  "  God 
bless  you  for  being  so  good  to  her  !  You  know  what  it  is  to  lose 
— to  lose  what  loves  you  best  in  the  world.  I  did  n't  know  ho,w 
— how  I  loved  her  till  I  had  lost  her."  And  many  a  sob  broke 
his  words  as  he  spoke. 

Her  picture  was  removed  from  the  drawing-room  presently 
into  Phil's  own  little  study — the  room  in  which  he  sate  and  de- 
fied his  father.  What  had  passed  between  them  ?  The  young 
man  was  very  much  changed.  The  frank  looks  of  old  days  were 
gone,  and  Phil's  face  was  haggard  and  bold.  The  doctor  would 
not  let  me  have  a  word  more  with  his  son  after  he  had  found  us 
together,  but,  with  dubious  ajypealing  looks,  followed  me  to  the 
door,  and  shut  it  upon  me.  I  felt  that  it  closed  upon  two  un- 
happy men. 


CHAPTER  III. 

A    CONSUL TATIOK 

Should  I  peer  into  Firmin's  privacy,  and  find  the  key  to 
that  secret  ?  What  skeleton  was  there  in  the  closet  ?  In  the 
last  Cornhill  Magazine  you  may  remember  there  were  some 
verses  about  a  portion  of  a  skeleton.  Did  you  remains  how  the 
poet  and  present  proprietor  of  the  human  skull  at  once  settled 
the  sex  of  it,  and  determined  off-hand  that  it  must  have  belong- 
ed to  a  woman  ?  Such  skulls  are  locked  up  in  many  gentlemen's 
hearts  and  memories.  Bluebeard,  you  know,  had  a  whole  rau- 
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seam  of  tliem — as  that  imprudent  little  last  wife  of  his  found  out 
to  her  cost.  And,  on  the  other  hand,  a  lady,  we  suppose,  would 
select  hers  of  the  sort  whick  had  carried  beards  when  in  the 
lleah.  Given  a  neat  locked  skeleton  cupboard,  belonging  to  a 
man  of  a  certain  age,  to  ascertain  the  sex  of  the  original  owner 
of  the  bones,  you  have  not  much  need  of  a  picklock  or  a  black- 
smith. There  is  no  use  in  forcing  the  hinge  or  scratching  the 
pretty  panel.  We  know  what  is  inside — we  arch  rogues  and 
men  of  the  world.  Mui'ders,  I  suppose,  are  not  many — enemies 
and  victims  of  our  hate  and  anger,  destroyed  and  trampled  out 
of  life  by  us,  and  locked  out  of  sight ;  but  corpses  of  our  dead 
loves,  my  dear  sir — my  dear  madam — have  we  not  got  them 
stowed  away  in  cupboard  after  cupboard,  in  bottle  after  bottle  ? 
Oh,  fie  !  And  young  people !  What  doctrine  is  this  to  preach 
to  ihem,  who  spell  your  book  by  papa's  and  mamma's  knee  ? 
Yes,  and  how  wrong  it  is  to  let  them  go  to  church,  and  see  and- 
hear  papa  and  mamma  publicly,  on  their  knees,  calling  out,  and 
confessing  to  the  whole  congregation,  that  they  are  sinners  !  So, 
though  I  had  not  the  key,  I  could  see  through  the  panel  and  the 
glimmering  of  the  skeleton  inside. 

Although  the  elder  Firmin  followed  me  to  the  door,  and  his 
eyes  only  left  me  as  I  turned  the  corner  of  the  street,  I  felt  sure 
that  Phil,  ere  long,  would  open  his  mind  to  me,  or  give  me  some 
clew  to  that  mystery.  I  should  hear  from  him  why  his  bright 
cheeks  had  become  hollow,  why  his  fresh  voice,  which  I  remem- 
ber so  honest  and  cheerful,  was  now  harsh  and  sarcastic,  with 
tones  that  often  grated  on  the  hearer,  and  laughter  that  gave 
pain.  It  was  about  Philip  himself  that  my  anxieties  were.  The 
young  fellow  had  inherited  from  his  poor  mother  a  considerable 
fortune — some  eight  or  nine  hundred  a  year,  we  always  under- 
stood. He  was  living  in  a  costly,  not  to  say  extravagant,  man- 
ner. I  thought  Mr.  Philip's  juvenile  remorses  were  locked  up  in 
the  skeleton  closet,  and  was  grieved  to  think  he  had  fallen  in 
mischief's  way.  Hence,  no  doubt,  might  arise  the  anger  between 
him  and  his  father.  The  boy  was  extravagant  and  headstrong  ; 
and  the  parent  remonstrant  and  irritated. 

I  met  my  old  friend  Dr.  Goodenough  at  the  club  one  evening ; 
and  as  we  dined  together  I  discoursed  with  him  about  his  former 
patient,  and  recalled  to  him  that-day,  years  back,  when  the  boy 
was  ill  at  school,  and  when  my  poor  mother  and  Phil's  own  were 
yet  alive. 

Goodenough  looked  very  grave. 

"  Yes,"  he  said,  "  the  boy  was  very  ill ;  he  was  nearly  gone  at 
that  time — at  that  time — when  his  mother  was  in  tae'jsle  of 
Wight,  and  his  father  dangling  after  a  prince.  We  thought  one 
day  it  was  all  over  with  him  ;  but — " 

"  But  a  gopd  doctor  interposed  between  him  and  pallida 
mors," 
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"  A  good  doctor  ?  a  good  nurse  !  The  boy  was  delirious,  and 
had  a  fancy  to  walk  out  of  window,  and  would  have  done  so  but 
for  one  of  mv  nurses.    You  know  her." 

"  What  I  the  Little  Sister  ?" 

»  Yes,  the  Little  Sister." 

"  And  it  was  she  who  nursed  Phil  through  his  fever,  and  saved 
his  life  ?    I  drink  her  health.    She  is  a  good  little  soul." 

"  Good,"  said  the  doctor,  with  his  gruffest  voice  and  frown. 
(He  was  always  most  fierce  when  he  was  most  tender-hearted.) 
"Good,  indeed  !  Will  you  have  some  more  of  this  duck  ?  Do. 
You  have  had  enough  already,  and  it's  very  unwholesome.  Good, 
sir  ?  But  for  women,  fire  and  brimstone  ought  to  come  down 
and  consume  this  world.  Your  dear  mother  was  one  of  the 
good  ones.  I  was  attending  you  when  you  were  ill,  at  those 
horrible  chambers  you  had  in  the  Temple,  at  the  same  time  when 
young  Firmin  was  ill  at  Grey  Friars.  And  I  suppose  I  must  be 
answerable  for  keeping  two  scapegrace!  in  the  world." 

"  Why  didn't  Dr.  Firmin  come  to  see  him  ?" 

"  Hm !  his  nerves  were  too  delicate.  Besides,  he  did  come. 
Talk  of  the  «  *  *  " 

The  personage  designated  by  asterisks  was  Phil's  father,  who 
was  also  a  member  of  our  club,  and  who  entered  the  dining- 
room,  tall,  stately,  and  pale,  with  his  stereotyped  smile,  and 
wave  of  his  pretty  hand.  By  the  way,  that  smile  of  Firmin's 
was  a  very  queer  contortion  of  the  handsome  features.  As  you 
came  up  to  him  he  would  draw  his  lips  over  his  teeth,  causing  his 
jaws  to  wrinkle  (or  dimple,  if  you  will)  on  either  side.  Mean- 
while his  eyes  looked  out  from  his  face,  quite  melancholy  and  in- 
dependent of  the  little  transaction  in  which  the  mouth  was 
engaged.  Lips  said,  "  I  am  a  gentleman  of  fine  manners  and 
fascinating  address,  and  I  am'  supposed  to  be  happy  to  see  you. 
How  do  you  do  ?"  Dreary,  sad,  as  into  a  great  blank  desert, 
looked  the  dark  eyes.  I  do  know  one  or  two,  but  only  one  or 
two,  faces  of  men,  when  oppressed  with  care,  which  can  yet 
smile  all  over. 

Goodenough  nods  grimly  to  the  smile  of  the  other  doctor,  who 
blandly  looks  at  our  table,  holding  his  chin  in  one  of  his  pretty 
hands. 

"  How  do  ?"  growls  Goodenough.    "  Young  hopeful  well." 

"  Young  hopeful  sits  smoking  cigars  till  morning  with  some 
friends  of  his,"  says  Firmin,  with  the  sad  smile  directed  toward 
me  this  time.  "  Boys  will  be  boys."  And  be  pensively  walks 
away  from  us  with  a  friendly  nod  toward  me  ;  examines  the  din- 
ner-card in  an  attitude  of  melancholy  grace;  points  with  the 
jeweled  hand  to  the  dishes  which  he  will  have  served,  and  is  off, 
and  simpering  to  another  acquaintance  at  a  distant  table. 

"  I  tkought  he  would  take  thsit  t?i,bl^,"  says  Firmin's  cynical. 
confrere. 
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"  In  the  draught  of  the  door  ?  Don't  you  see  how  the  candle 
flickers  ?    It  is  the  worst  place  in  the  room  !" 

"  Yes ;  but  don't  you  see  who  is  sitting  at  the  next  table  V" 

Now  at  the  next  table  was  a  n-blem-n  of  vast  wealth,  who 
was  growling  at  the  quality  of  the  mutton  cutlets,  and  the  half- 
pint  of  sherry  which  he  had  ordered  for  his  dinner.  But  as  his 
lordship  has  nothing  to  do  with  the  ensuing  history,  of  course  we 
shall  not  violate  confidence  by  mentioning  his  name.  We  could 
see  Firmin  smiling  on  his  neighbor  with  his  blandest  melan- 
choly, and  tl^e  waiters  presently  bearing  up  the  dishes  which  the 
doctor  had  ordered  for  his  own  refection.  He  was  no  lover  of 
mutton-chops  and  coarse  sherry,  as  I  knew,  who  bad  partaken  of 
many  a  feast  at  his  board.  I  could  see  the  diamond  twinkle  on 
his  pretty  hand,  as  it  daintily  poured  out  creaming  wine  from 
the  ice-pail  by  his  side — the  liberal  hand  that  had  given  me 
many  a  sovereign  when  I  was  a  boy. 

"  I  can't  help  liking  him,"  I  said  to  my  companion,  whoie 
scornful  eyes  were  now  and  again  directed  toward  his  colleague. 

"  This  port  is  very  sweet.  Almost  all  port  is  sweet  now,"  re- 
marks the  doctor. 

"  He  was  very  kind  to  me  in  my  school-days ;  and  Philip  was 
a  fine  little  fellow. 

"  Handsome  a  boy  as  ever  I  saw.  Does  he  keep  his  beauty  ? 
Father  was  a  handsome  man — very.  Quite  a  lady-killer — I 
mean  out  of  his  practice  1"  adds  the  grim  doctor.  "  What  is 
the  boy  doing  ?" 

"  He  is  at  the  university.  He  has  his  mother's  fortune.  He 
is  wild  and  unsettled,  and  I  fear  he  is  gomg  to  the  bad  a  little." 

"  Is  he  ?    Should  n't  wonder  !"  grumbles  Goodenough. 

We  had  talked  very  frankly  and  pleasantly  until  the  appear- 
ance of  the  other  doctor,  but  with  Firmin's  arrival  Goodenough 
seemed  to  button  up  his  conversation.  He  quickly  stumped 
away  from  the  dining-room  to  the  drawing-room,  and  sate  over  a 
novel  there  until  time  came  when  he  was  to  retire  to  his  patients 
or  his  home. 

That  there  was  no  liking  between  the  doctors,  that  there  was 
a  difference  between  Philip  and  his  father,  was  clear  enough  to 
me  ;  but  the  causes  of  these  differences  I  had  yet  to  learn.  The 
story  came  to  me  piecemeal ;  from  confessions  here,  admissions 
there,  deductions  of  my  own.  I  could  not,  of  course,  be  present 
at  many  of  the  scenes  which  I  shall  have  to  relate  as  though  I 
had  witnessed  them ;  and  the  posture,  language,  and  inward 
thoughts  of  Philip  and  his  friends,  as  here  related,  no  doubt  are 
fancies  of  the  narrator  in  many  cases  ;  but  the  story  is  as  authen- 
tic as  many  histories,  and  the  reader  need  only  give  such  an 
amount  of  credence  to  it  as  he  may  judge  that  its  verisimilitude 
warrants. 

Well,  then,  we  must  not  only  revert  to  that  illness  which  be- 
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fell  when  Philip  Firiilin  was  a  boy  at  Grey  Friars,  but  go  back 
yet  further  in  time  to  a  period  which  I  can  not  precisely 
ascertain. 

The  pupils  of  old  Gandish's  painting  academj'^  may  remember 
a  ridiculous  little  man,  with  a  great  deal  of  wild  talent,  about 
the  ultimate  success  of  which  his  friends  were  divided.  Wheth- 
er Andrew  was  a  genius,  or  whether  he  was  a  zany,  was  always 
a  moot  question  among  the  frequenters  of  the  Greek  street 
billiard-rooms,  and  the  noble  disciples  of  the  Academy  and  St. 
Martin's  lane.  He  may  have  been  crazy  and  absurd  ;  he  may 
have  had  talent,  too  ;  such  characters  are  not  unknown  in  art  or 
in  literature.  He  broke  the  Queen's  English ;  he  was  ignorant 
to  a  wonder ;  he  dressed  his  little  person  in  the  most  fantastic 
raiment  and  queerest  cheap  finery ;  he  wore  a  beard,  bless  my 
soul !  twenty  years  before  beards  were  known  to  wag  in  Britain. 
He  was  the  most  affected  little  creature,  and,  if  you  looked  at 
him,  would  pose  in  attitudes  of  such  ludicrous  dirty  dignity,  that 
if  you  had  had  a  dun  waiting  for  money  in  the  hall  of  your  lodg- 
ing-house, or  your  picture  refused  at  the  Academy — if  you  were 
suffering  under  ever  so  much  calamity — you  could  not  help 
laughing.  He  was  the  butt  of  all  his  acquaintances,  the  laugh- 
ing-stock of  high  and  low,  and  he  had  as  loving,  gentle,  faithful, 
honorable  a  heart  as  ever  beat  in  a  little  bosom.  He  is  gone  to 
his  rest  now  ;  his  pallet  and  easel  are  waste  timber  ;  his  genius, 
which  made  some  little  flicker  of  brightness,  never  shown  much, 
and  is  extinct.  In  an  old  album,  that  dates  back  for  more  than 
a  score  of  years,  I  sometimes  look  at  poor  Andrew's  strange  wild 
sketches.  He  might  have  done  something  had  he  continued  to 
remain  poor  ;  but  a  rich  widow,  whom  he  met  at  Rosne,  fell  in 
love  with  the  strange  errant  painter,  pursued  him  to  England, 
and  married  him  in  spite  of  himself.  His  genius  drooped  under 
the  servitude ;  be  lived  but  a  few  short  years,  and  died  of  a  con- 
sumption, of  which  the  good  Goodenough's  skill  could  not  cure 
him. 

One  day,  as  he  was  driving  with  his  wife  in  her  splendid  ba- 
rouche through  the  Haymarket,  he  suddenly  bade  the  coachman 
stop,  sprang  over  the  side  of  the  carriage  before  the  steps  could 
be  let  fall,  and  his  astonished  wife  saw  him  shaking  the  hands  of 
a  shabbily-dressed  little  woman  who  was  passing — shaking  both 
her  hands,  and  weeping,  and  gesticulating,  and  twisting  his 
beard  and  mustache,  as  his  wont  was  when  agitated.  Mrs. 
Montfitchet  (the  wealthy  Mrs.  Carrickfergus  she  had  been,  be- 
fore she  married  the  painter),  the  owner  of  a  young  husband, 
who  had  sprung  from  her  side,  and  out  of  her  carriage,  in  order 
to  caress  a  young  woman  passing  in  the  street,  might'well  be  dis- 
turbed by  this  demonstration;  but  she  was  a  kind-hearted 
woman,  and  when  Montfitchet,  on  reascending  into  the  family 


so 


THE  ADVENTUKKS  OF  PHILIP 


coach,  told  his  wife  the  history  of  the  person  of  whom  he  had 
just  taken  leave,  she  cried  plentifully  too.  She  bade  the  coach- 
man drive  straightway  to  her  own  house ;  she  rushed  up  to  her 
own  apartments,  whence  she  emerged  bearing  an  immense  bag 
full  of  wearing  apparel,  and  followed  by  a  panting  butler,  carry- 
ing a  bottle-basket  and  a  pie ;  and  she  drove  off,  with  her 
pleased  Andrew  by  her  side,  to  a  court  in  Saint  Martin's  lane, 
where  dwelt  the  poor  woman  with  whom  he  had  just  been  con- 
versing. 

It  had  pleased  Heaven,  in  the  midst  of  dreadful  calamity,  to' 
send  her  friends  and  succor.  She  was  suffering  under  misfor- 
tune, poverty,  and  cowardly  desertion.  A  man  who  had  called 
himself  Brandon  when  he  took  lodgings  in  her  father's  house, 
had  married  her,  brought  her  to  London,  tired  of  her,  and  left 
her.  She  had  reason  to  think  he  had  given  a  false  name  when 
he  lodged  with  her  father ;  he  fled,  after  a  few  months,  and  his 
real  name  she  never  knew.  When  he  deserted  her  she  went 
back  to  her  father,  a  weak  man,  married  to  a  domineering 
woman,  who  pretended  to  disbelieve  the  story  of  her  marriage, 
and  drove  her  from  the  door.  Desperate,  and  almost  mad,  she 
came  back  to  London,  where  she  still  had  some  little  relics  of 
property  that  her  fugitive  husband  left  behind  him.  He  prom- 
ised, when  he  left  her,  to  remit  her  money  ;  but  he  sent  none,  or 
she  refused  it — or,  in  her  wildness  and  despair,  lost  the  dreadful 
paper  which  announced  his  desertion,  and  that  he  was  married 
before,  and  that  to  pursue  him  would  ruin  him,  and  he  knew  she 
never  would  do  that — no,  however  much  he  might  have  wronged 
her. 

She  was  penniless  then — deserted  by  all — liaving  made  away 
with  the  last  trinket  of  her  brief  days  of  love,  having  sold  the 
last  little  remnant  of  her  poor  little  stock  of  clothing — alone,  in 
the  great  wilderness  of  London,  when  it  pleased  God  to  send  her 
succor  in  the  person  of  an  old  friend  who  had  known  her,  and 
even  loved  her,  in  happier  days.  When  the  Samaritans  came  to 
this  poor  child  they  found  her  sick  and  shuddering  with  fever. 
They  brought  their  doctor  to  her,  who  is  never  so  eager  as  when 
he  runs  up  a  poor  man's  stair.  And  as  he  watched  by  the  bed 
where  her  kind  friends  came  to  help  her,  he  heard  her  sad  little 
story  of  trust  and  desertion. 

Her  father  was  a  humble  person,  who  had  seen  better  days ; 
and  poor  little  Mrs.  Brandon  had  a  sweetness  and  simplicity  of 
manner  which  exceedingly  touched  the  good  doctor.  She  "had 
little  education,  except  that  which  silence,  long-suffering,  seclu- 
sion, will  sometimes  give.  When  cured  of  her" illness  there  was 
the  great  and  constant  evil  of  poverty  to  meet  and  overcome. 
How  was  she  to  live  ?  He  got  to  be  as  fond  of  her  as  of  a  child 
of  liis  own.    She  was  tidy,  thrifty,  gay  at  times,  with  a  little  sim- 
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pie  clieerfiilaess.  The  little  flowers  began  to  bloom  as  the  sun- 
shine touched  them.  Her  whole  life  hitherto  had  been  cowering 
under  neglect,  and  tyranny,  and  gloom. 

Mr.  Montfitchttt  was  for  coming  §o  often  to  look  after  the 
little  outcast  whom  he  had  succored  that  I  am  bound  to  say  Mrs. 
M.  became  hysterically  jealous,  and  waited  for  him  on  the  stairs 
as  he  came  down  swathed  in  his  Spanish  cloak,  pounced  on  him, 
and  called  him  a  monster.  Goodenough  was  also,  I  fancy,  sus- 
picious of  Montfitchet,  and  Montfitchet  of  Goodenough.  How- 
beit,  the  doctor  vowed  that  he  never  had  other  than  the  feeling 
of  a  father  toward  his  poor  little  proetge,  nor  could  any  father  be 
more  tender.  He  did  not  try  to  take  her  out  of  her  station  in 
life.  He  found,  or  she  found  for  herself,  a  work  which  she  could 
do.  "  Papa  used  to  say  no  one  ever  nursed  him  so  nice  as  I  did," 
she  said.  "J  think  I  could  da  that  better  than  anything,  except 
my  needle,  but  I  like  to  be  useful  to  poor  sick  people  best.  I 
don't  think  about  myself  then,  sir."  And  for  this  business  good 
Mr.  Goodenough  had  her  educated  and  employed. 

The  widow  died  in  course  of  time  whom  Mrs.  Brandon's 
father  had  married,  and  her  daughters  refused  to  keep  him, 
speaking  very  disrespectfully  of  this  old  Mr.  Gann,  who  was, 
indeed,  a  weak  old  man.  And  now  Caroline  came  to  the  rescue 
of  her  old  father.  She  was  a  shrewd  little  Caroline.  She  had 
saved  a  little  money.  Goodenough  gave  up  a  country-house, 
which  he  did  not  care  to  use,  and  lent  Mrs.  Brandon  the  furni- 
ture. She  thought  she  could  keep  a  lodging-house  and  find  lodg- 
ers. Montfitchet  had  painted  her.  There  was  a  sort  of  beauty 
about  her  which  the  artists  admired.  When  Ridley,  the  Acade- 
mician, had  the  small-pox,  she  attended  him  and  caught  the 
malady.  She  did  not  mind;  not  she.  "It  won't  spoil  my 
beauty,"  she  said.  Nor  did  it.  The  disease  dealt  very  kindly 
with  her  little  modest  face.  I  don't  kpow  who  gave  her  the  nick- 
name, but  she  had  a  good  roomy  house  in  Thornhaugh  street,  an 
artist  on  the  first  and  second  floor  ;  and  there  never  was  a  word 
of  scandal  against  the  Little  Sister,  for  was  not  her  father  in  per- 
manence sipping  gin-and-water  in  the  ground-floor  parlor  ?  As 
we  called  her  the  "  Little  Sister,"  her  father  was  called  "  the 
Captain" — a  bragging,  lazy,  good-natured  old  man — not  a  repu- 
table captain — and  very  cheerful,  though  the  conduct  of  his 
children,  he  said,  had  repeatedly  broken  his  heart. 

I  don't  know  how  many  years  the  Little  Sister  had  been  on 
duty  when  Phih'p  Firmin  had  his  scarlet-fever.  It  befell  him  at 
the  end  of  the  term,  just  when  all  the  boys  were  going  home. 
His  tutor  and  his  tutor's  wjfe  wanted  their  holidays,  and  sent 
their  own  children  out  of  the  way.  As  Phil's  father  was  absent, 
Dr.  Goodenough  came,  and  sent  his  nurse,  in.  TTic  case  grew 
worse  ;  so  bad  that  Dr.  Firmin  was  summoned  from  the  Isle  of 
Wight,  and  arrived  one  evening  at  Grey  Friars — Grey  Friars  so 
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alent  no-sr,  so  noisy  at  other  times  with  the  shouts  and  crowds  <rf 
the  playgronnd. 

D*.  Groodenongh  s  carri^e  was  at  the  door  when  Dr.  Firmin's 
carriage  droTe  ap. 

••  How  was  the  boy  ?" 

"  He  had  been  Terr  bad.    He  had  been  wrong  in  the  head  all 
day,  talking  and  langhinor  quite  wild-like,"  the  ^rvant  said. 
Thefether  rafi  up  the  st^rs. 

Phil  was  in  a  great  room,  id  which  were  sereral  empty  beds  of 
boys  sone  home  for  the  holidays.  The  windows  were  opened 
into -Grey  Friars'  s.^nare.  Groodenongh  heard  his  colleague's 
carriage  drive  up,  and  rightly  divined  that  Phil's  father  had 
amved.    He  came  ont  and  met  Firmin  in  the  ante-room. 

"Head  has  wandered  a  little.  Better  now,  and  qniet,"'  and 
the  one  doctor  murmured  to  the  other  the  treatment  which  he 
had  pursued. 

Firmin  stepped  in  gently  toward  the  patient,  ne^  whose  side 
the  Little  •Sister  was  standing. 
"  Who  is  it  •?•'  asked  PhU. 

"  It  is  I.  dear.  Your  fether,  "  said  Dr.  Firmin,  with  real  ten- 
derness in  his  voice. 

The  Little  Sister  turned  round  once,  and  fell  down  like  a 
stone  by  the  bedside. 

••  You  infernal  villain  '."  said  Groodenongh,  with  an  oath  and  a 
step  forward.    "  You  are  the  man  !" 

"  Hush  I  The  patient,  if  voa  please.  Dr.  Groodenoagh."  said 
the  other  physician. 


CHAPTER  lY 

A    GEXTEEL    FA MILT 

Have  you  made  up  your  mind  on  the  question  of  seemin j  and 
being  in  the  world  ?  I  mean,  suppose  you  are  poor,  b  it  ri;jht  for 
you  to  seem  to  be.  well  off?  Have  people  aii  honest  ri^ht  to 
keep  up  appearances  ?  Are  you  justified  in  starvinir  your  dmner- 
table  in  order  to  keep  a  carriage ;  to  have  such  "an  expensive 
house  that  you  can't  by  any  possibility  help  a  poor  relation  ;  to 
array  your  daughters  in  costly  milliiiers'  wares  because  thev  live 
with  girls  whose  parents  are  twice  as  rich  ?  Sometimes  it  is"  hard 
to  say  where  honest  pride  ends  and  hypocrisy  begins.  To  ob- 
trude your  poverty  is  mean  and  slavish;  as  it  is  odious  for  a 
beggar  to  ask  couipL^ssio'n  by  showing  his  sores.  But  to  simulate 
prosperity — Co  be  wealthy  and  lavish  thrice  a  jear  when  voa 
ask  your  frieu'is,  and  for  the  rest  of  the  dme  to  munch"  a  crust 
and  sit  by  one  candle — are  the  folks  who  practice  this  deceit 
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worthy  of  applause  or  a  whippiug  ?  Sometimes  it  ia  noble 
pride,  sometime  shabby  swindling.  When  I  see  Eugenia  with 
her  dear  children  exquisitely  neat  and  cheerful;  not  showing 
the  slightest  semblance  of  poverty,  or  uttering  the  smallest  com- 
plaint ;  persisting  that  Squanderdeld,  her  husband,  treats  her 
well,  and  is  good  at  heart ;  and  denying  that  he  leaves  her  and 
her  young  ones  in  want ;  I  admire  and  reverence  that  noble 
falsehood — that  beautiful  constancy  and  endurance  which  dis- 
dains to  ask  compassion.  When  I  sit  at  poor  Jezebella's  table, 
and  am  treated  to  her  sham  bounties  and  shabby  splendor,  I 
only  feel  anger  for  the  hospitality,  and  that  dinner,  and  guest, 
and  host,  are  humbugs  together. 

Talbot  Tvvysden's  dinner-table  is  large,  and  the  guests  most 
respectable.  There  is  always  a  bigwig  or  two  present,  and  a 
dining  dowager,  who  frequents  the  greatest  houses.  There  is  a 
butler  who  offers  you  wine  ;  there's  a  menu  du  diner  before  Mrs. 
Twysden  ;  and  to  read  it  you  would  fancy  you  were  at  a  good 
dinner.  It  tastes  of  chopped  straw.  Oh,  the  dreary  sparkle  of 
that  feeble  champagne ;  the  audacity  of  that  public-house 
sherry;  the  swindle  of  that  acrid  claret;  the  fiery  twang  of  that 
clammy  port !  I  have  tried  them  all,  I  tell  you !  It  is  sham 
wine,  a  sham  dinner,  a  sham  welcome,  a  sham  cheerfulness 
among  the  guests  assembled.  I  feel  that  that  woman  eyes  and 
counts  the  cutlets  as  they  are  carried  off  the  tables  ;  perhaps 
watches  that  one  which  you  try  to  swallow.  She  has  counted 
and  grudged  each  candle  by  which  the  cook  prepares  the  meal. 
Does  her  big  coachman  fatten  himself  on  purloined  oats  and 
beans,  and  Thorley's  food  for  cattle  ?  Of  the  rinsings  of  those 
wretched  bottles  the  butler  will  have  to  give  a  reckoning  in  the. 
morning.  Unless  you  are  of  the  very  great  monde,  Twysden 
and  his  wife  think  themselves  better  than  you  are,  and  seriously 
patronize  you.  They  consider  it  is  a  privilege  to  be  invited  to 
those  horrible  meals,  to  which  they  gravely  ask  the  greatest  folks 
in  the  country.  I  actually  met  Winton  there — the  famous  Win- 
ton — the  best  dinner-giver  in  the  World  (ah,  what  a  position  for 
a  man !).  I  watched  him,  and  marked  the  sort  of  wonder 
which  came  over  him  as  he  tasted  and  sent  away  dish  after  dish, 
glass  after  glass.  "  Try  that  Chateau  Margaux,  Winton  !"  calls 
out  the  host.  "  It  is  some  that  Bottleby  and  I  imported."  Im- 
ported !  I  see  Winton's  face  as  he  tastes  the  wine,  and  puts  it 
down.  Ho  does  not  like  to  talk  about  that  dinner.  He  has 
lost  a  day.  Twysden  will  continue  to  ask  him  every  year  ;  will 
continue  to  expect  to  be  asked  in  return,  with  Mrs.  Twysden 
and  one  of  his  daughters ;  and  will  express  his  surprise  loudly 
at  the  club,  saying,  "  Hang  Winton !  Deuce  take  the  fellow  I 
He  has  sent  me  no  game  this  year !"  When  foreign  dukes  and 
princes  arrive,  Twysdeji  straiglitway  collars  them,  and  invites 
th^m  to  his  houdj.  And  sometimes  thoy  go  onse — and  than  ask 
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"  Qui  done  est  ce  Monsieur  Tvisden,  qui  est  si  drole  ?"  And  he 
elbows  his  way  up  to  them  at  the  Minister's  assemblies,  and 
frankly  gives  them  hij  hand.  And  calm  Mrs.  Tw ysden  wriggles, 
and  woAi,  and  slides,  and  pushes,  and  tramples  if  need  be,  her 
girls  following  behind  her,  until  she  too  has  come  up  under  the 
eyes  of  the  great  man,  and  bestowed  on  him  a  smile  and  a 
courtesy.  Twysden  grasps  prosperity  cordially  by  the  hand. 
He  says  ta  success,  "  Braro !"  On  the  contrary,  I  never  saw  a 
maH  more  resolute  in  not  knowing  unfortunate  people,  or  more 
daringly  forgetful  of  those  whom  he  does  not  care  to  remember. 
If  this  Levite  met  a  wayfarer,  going  down  from  Jerusalem,  who 
had  fallen  among  thieves,  do  you  think  he  would  stop  to  rescue 
the  fallen  man  ?  He  would  neither  give  wine,  nor  oil,  nor 
money.  He  w«uld  pass  on  perfectly  satisfied  with  his  own 
virtue,  and  leave  the  other  to  go,  as  best  he  might,  to  Jericho. 

What  is  this  ?  Am  I  angry  because  Twysden  has  left  off 
asking  me  to  his  vinegar  and  chopped  hay  ?  No.  I  think  not. 
Am  I  hurt  because  Mrs.  Twysden  sometimes  patronizes  my  wife, 
and  sometimes  cuts  her  ?  Perhaps.  Only  women  thoroughly 
know  the  insolence  of  women  toward  one  another  in  the  world. 
That  is  a  very  stale  remark.  They  receive  and  deliver  stabs, 
Mniling  politely.  Tom  Sayers  could  not  take  punishment  more 
gayly  than  they  do.  If  yon  conld  but  see  under  the  skin,  you 
would  find  their  little  hearts  scarred  all  over  with  little  lancet 
digs.  I  protest  I  have  seen  my  own  wife  enduring  the  imperti- 
nence of  this  woman  with  a  face  as- calm  and  placid  as  she 
wears  when  old  Twysden  himself  is  talking  to  her,  and  pouring 
out  one  of  his  maddening  long  stories.  Oh  no  I  I  am  not  ansrv 
at  all.  I  can  see  that  by  the  way  in  which  I  am  writing^  of 
these  folks.  By  the  way,  while  I  am  giving  this  candid  opinion 
of  the  Twysdens,  do  I  sometimes  pause  to  consider  what  thev 
think  of  mef  What  do  I  care  'i  Think  what  you  like.  Mean- 
while we  bow  to  one  another  at  jjarties.  We  smile  at  each 
other  in  a  sickly  way.  And  as  for  the  dinners  in  Beaunash 
street,  I  hope  those  .who  eat  them  enjoy  their  food. 

Twysden  is  one  of  the  chiefs  now  of  the  Powder  and  Poma- 
tum office  (the  pigtail  branch  was  finally  abolished  in  1833 
after  the  Reform  Bdl,  with  a  compensation  to  the  retiring  under- 
secretary), and  his  son  is  a  clerk  in  the  same  office.  When  they 
came  out  the  daughters  were  very  pretty— even  my  wife  allows 
that.  One  oi  them  used  to  ride  in  the  park  with  her  father  or 
brother  daily;  and  knowing  what  his  salary  and  wife's  fortune 
were,  and  what  the  rent  of  his  house  in  Beaunash  street,  every- 
body wondered  how  the  Twysdens  could  make  both  ends  meet. 
They  had  horsei?  carriages,  and  a  great  house  fit  for  at  least 
five  thonsand  a  year ;  they  had  not  half  as  much,  as  everybody 
knew  ;  and  it  was  supposed  that  old  Eingwood  must  make  his 
niece  an  allowance.    She  certainly  worked  hard  to  get  it.  I 
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spoke  of  stabs  anon,  and  pooi-  little  breasts  and  sides  scarred  all 
over.  No  nuns,  no  monks,  no  f'akeers  take  whippings  more 
kindly  than  some  devotees  of  the  world  ;  and,  as  the  punishment 
is  one  for  edification,  let  us  hope  the  world  lays  smartly  on  to 
back  and  shoulders,  and  uses  the  thong  well. 

When  old  Ringwood,  at  the  close  of  his  lifetime,  used  to  come 
to  visit  hi#dear  niece  and  her  husband  and  children,  he  always 
brought  a  cat-of-nine-tails  in  his  pocket,  and  administered  it  to 
the  whole  household.  He  grinned  at  the  poverty,  the  pretence, 
the  meanness  of  the  people,  as  they  knelt  before  him  and  did 
him  homage.  The  father  and  mother  trembling  brought  the 
girls  up  for  punishment,  and  piteously  smiling,  received  their 
own  boxes  on  the  ear  in  presence  of  their  chihlren.  "  Ah  !"  the 
little  French  governess  used  to  say,  grinding  her  wliite  teeth,  '•  I 
like  milor  to  come.  All  day  you  vip  me.  When  milol-  come  he 
vip  you,  and  you  kneel  down  and  kiss  de  rod." 

They  certainly  knelt  and  took  their  whipping  with  the  most 
exemplary  fortitude.  Sometimes  the  lash  fell  on  papa's  back, 
sometimes  on  mamma's  !  now  it  stung  Agnes,  and  now  it  lighted 
on  Blanche's  pretty  shoulders.  But  I  think  it  was  on  the  heir  of 
the  house,  young  Ringwood  Twysden,  that  my  lord  loved  best  to 
operate.  Ring's  vanity  was  very  thin-skinned,  his  selfishness 
easily  wounded,  and  his  contortions  under  punishment  amused 
the  old  tormentor. 

As  my  lord's  brougham  drives  up — the  modest  little  brown 
brougham,  with  the  noble  horse,  the  lord  chancellor  of  a  coach- 
man, and  the  ineffable  footman — the  ladies,  who  knew  the  whirr 
of  the  wheels,  and  may  be  quarreling  in  the  drawing-room,  call 
a  truce  to  the  fight,  and  smooth  down  their  ruffled  tempers  and 
raiment.  Mamma  is  writing  at  her  tabic,  in  that  beautiful,  clear 
hand  which  we  all  admire;  Blanche  is  at  her  book  ;  Agnes  is 
rising  from  the  piano  quite  na:urally.  *  A  quarrel  between  those 
gentle,  smiling,  delicate  creatures !  Impossible  !  About  your 
most  common  piece  of  hypocrisy  how  men  will  blush  and  bungle  ; 
how  easily,  how  gracefully,  how  consummately,  women  will  per- 
form it ! 

"  Well,"  growls  my  lord,  '■  you  are  all  in  such  pretty  attitudes 
I  make  no  doubt  you  have  been  sparring.  I  suspect,  Maria,  the 
men  must  know  what  devilish  bad  tempers  the  girls  have  got. 
Who  can  have  seen  you  fighting  ?  You  're  quiet  enough  here, 
you  little  monkeys.  I  tell  you  what  it  is.  Ladies'-maids  get 
about  and  talk  to  the  valets  in  the  housekeeper's  room,  and  the 
men  tell  their  masters.  Upon  my  word  I  believe  it  was  that 
business  last  year  at  Whipham  which  frightened  Greenwood  oS". 
Famous  match.  Good  house  in  town  and  country.  No  mother 
alive.    Agnes  might  have  had  it  her  own  way,  but  for  that — " 

''  We  are  not  all  augels  in  our  "family,  uncle  !"  cvicd  AIils 
Agnes,  reddening. 
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"  And  your  mother  is  too  sharp.  The  men  are  afraid  of  you, 
Maria.  I 've  heard  several  young  men  say  so.  At  White's  they 
talk  about  it  quite  freely.  Pity  for  the  gu'ls.  Great  pity. 
Fellows  come  and  tell  me.  Jack  Hall,  and  fellows  who  go  about 
everywhere." 

"I'm  sure  I  don't  care  what  Captaiu  Hall  says  about  rac — 
odious  little  wretch  !"  cries  Blanche.  • 

"  There  you  go  off  in  a  tantrum  !  Hall  never  has  any  opinion 
of  his  own.  He  only  fetches  and  carries  what  other  people  say. 
And  he  says,  fellows  say  they  are  frightened  of  your  mother.  La 
bless  you !  Hall  has  no  opinion.  A  fellow  might  coaimit  mur- 
der, and  Hall  would  wait  at  tlie  door.  Quite  a  discreet  man. 
But  I  told  him  to  ask  about  you.  And  that  'a  what  I  hear.  And 
he  says  that  Agnes  is  making  eyes  at  the  doctor's  boy." 

"  It 's  a  shame,"  cried  Agnes,  shedding  tears  under  her  mar- 
tyrdom. 

"  Older  than  he  is  ;  but  that 's  no  ob-stacle.  Good-looking  boy  ; 
I  suppose  you  don't  object  to  that  ?  Has  his  poor  mother's 
money,  and  his  father's;  must  be  well  to  do.  A  vulgar  fellow, 
but  a  clever  fellow,  and  a  determined  fellow,  the  doctor — and  a 
fellow  who,  I  suspect,  is  capable  of  an}  tiling.  Should  n't  wonder 
at  that  fellow  marrying  some  rich  dowager.  Tbose  doctors  get 
an  immense  influence  over  women  ;  and  unless  lam  mistaken  in 
my  man,  Maria,  your  poor  sister  got  hold  of  a — ■" 

"Uncle!"  cries  Mrs.  Tvvysden,  pointing  to  her  daught-rs, 
"  before  these — " 

"  Before  these  innocent  lambs  !  Hem  !  Well,  I  think  Firuiin 
is  of  the  wolf  sort ;"  and  the  old  noble  laughed,  and  showed  his 
own  fierce  fangs  as  he  spoke. 

"I  grieve  to  say,  my  lord,  I  agree  with  you,"  i-emarks  Mr. 
Twysden. ,  "I  don't  think  Firmin  a  man  of  high  principle.  A 
clever  man  ?  Yes.  An  accomplished  man  'I  Yes.  A  good 
physician  ?  Yes.  A  prosperous  man  ?  Yes.  But  what 's  a 
man  without  principle  ':"' 

"  You  ought  to  have  been  a  parson,  Twysden." 

"  Others  have  said  so,  my  lord.  My  poor  mother  often  re- 
gretted that  I  didn't  choose  the  Church.  When  I  was  at  Cam- 
bridge I  used  to  speak  constantly  at  the  Union.  I  practised.  I 
do  not  disguise  from  you  that  ray  aim  was  public  life.  I  am  free 
to  confess  I  think  the  Hou§e  of  Commons  would  have  been  my 
sphere;  and,  had  my  means  permitted,  should  certainly  have 
come  forward." 

Lord  Ringwood  smiled,  and  winked  to  his  niece — 

"  He  means,  my  dear,  that  he  would  like  to  wag  his  jaws  at  my 
expense,  and  that  I  should  put  him  in  for  Whipham." 

"  There  are,  I  think,  worse  members  of  Parliament,"  remark- 
ed Mr.  Twysden. 

» If  there  was  a  box  of  'em  like  you,  what  a  cage  it  would 
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be!"  roared  my  lord.  "By  George,  I'm  sick  of  jaw.  And  I 
would  like  to  see  a  king  of  spirit  in  this  country,  who  would 
shut  up  the  talking  shops,  and  gag  the  whole  chattering  crew !" 

"  I  am  a  partisan  of  order — but  a  lover  of  freedom,"  contin- 
ues Twysden.    "  I  hold  that  the  balance  of  our  constitution — " 

I  think  my  lord  would  have  indulged  in  a  few  of  those  oaths 
with  which  his  old-fashioned  conversation  was  liberally  garnish- 
ed ;  but  the  servant,  entering  at  this  moment,  announces  Mr. 
Philip  Firmin ;  and  ever  so  faint  a  blush  flutters  up  in  Agnes' 
cheek,  who  feels  that  the  old  lord's  eye  is  upon  her. 

"  So,  sir,  I  saw  you  at  the  opera  last  night,"  says  Lord  Ring- 
wood. 

"I  saw  you,  too,"  says  downright  Phil. 

The  women  looked  terrified  and  Twysden  seared.  The 
Twysdens  had  Lord  Kingwood's  box  sometimes.  But  there 
were  boxes  in  which  the  old  man  sate,  and  in  which  they  never 
could  see  him. 

"  Why  don't  you  look  at  the  stage,  sir,  when  you  go  to  the 
opera,  and  not  at  me  ?  When  you  go  to  church  you  ought  to 
look  at  the  parson,  ought  n't  you  ?"  growled  the  old  man.  I 'm 
about  as  good  to  look  at  as  the  fellow  who  dances  first  in  the 
ballet — and  very  nearly  as  old.  But  if  I  were  you,  I  should 
think  looking  at  the  Ellsler  better  fun." 

And  now  you  may  fancy  of  what  old,  old  times  we  are  writ- 
ing— times  in  which  those  horrible  old  male  dancers  yet  existed 
— hideous  old  creatures,  with  low  dresses  and  short  sleeves,  and 
wreaths  of  flowers,  or  hats  and  feathers  round  their  absurd  old 
wigs — who  skipped  at  the  head  of  the  ballet.  Let  us  be  thank- 
ful that  those  old  apes  have  almost  vanished  off  the  stage,  and 
left  it  in  possession  of  the  beauteous  bounders  of  the  other  sex. 
Ah,  my  dear  young  friends,  time  will  be  when  these  too  will 
cease  to  appear  more  than  mortally  beautiful !  To  Philip,  at 
his  age,  they  yet  looked  as  lovely  as  houi-is.  At  this  time  the 
simple  young  fellow,  surveying  the  ballet  from  his  stall  at  the 
opera,  mistook  carmine  for  Blushes,  pearl-powder  for  native 
snows,  and  cotton-wool  for  natural  symmetry ;  and  I  dare  say 
when  he  went  into  the  world  was  not  more  clear-sighted  about 
its  rouged  innocence,  its  padded  pretensions,  and  its  painted 
candor. 

Old  Lord  Rin^ood  had  a  humorous  pleasure  in  petting  and 
coaxing  Philip  Firmin  before  Philip's  relatives  of  Beaunash 
street.  Even  the  girls  felt  a  little  plaintive  envy  at  the  partiali- 
ty which  uncle  Ringwood  exhibited  for  Phil ;  but  the  elder 
'Twysdens  and  Ringwood  Twysden,  their  son,  writhed  with  agony 
at  the  preference  which  the  old  man  sometimes  showed  for  the 
doctor's  boy.  Phil  was  much  taller,  much  handsomer,  much 
stronger,  much  better-tempered,  and  much  richer  than  young 
Twysden.    He  woiild  be  the  sole  inheritor  of  his  father's  fortune, 
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and  had  his  mother's  thirty  thousand  pounds.  Even  when  they 
told  him  his  father  would  marry  again  Phil  laughed,  and  did  not, 
seem  to  care — "I  wish  him  joy  of  his  new  wife,"  was  all  he 
could  be  got  to  say  ;  "  when  he  gets  one,  I  suppose  I  shall  go  into 
chambers.  Old  Parr  street  is  not  as  gay  as  Pall  Mall."  I  am 
not  angry  with  Mrs.  Twysden  for  having  a  little  jealousy  of  her 
nephew.  Her  boy  and  girls  were  the  fruit  of  a  dutiful  marriage  ; 
and  Phil  was  the  son  of  a  disobedient  child.  Her  children  were 
always  on  their  best  behavior  before  their  great-uncle  ;  and  Phil 
cared  for  him  no  more  than  for  any  other  man  ;  and  ho  liked  Phil 
the  best.  Her  boy  was  as  humble  and  eager  to  please  as  any  of 
his  lordship's  humblest  henchmen  ;  and  Lord  Ringwood  snapped 
at  him,  browbeat  him,  and  trampled  on  the  poor  darling's  ten- 
derest  feelings,  and  treated  him  scarcely  better  than  a  lackey. 
As  for  poor  Mr.  Twysden,  my  lord  not  only  yawned  unreserved- 
ly in  his  face — that  could  not  be  helped^  poor  Talbot's  talk  set 
many  of  his  acquaintance  asleep — but  laughed  at  him,  inter- 
rupted him,  and  told  him  to  hold  his  tongue.  On  this  day,  as 
the  family  sat  together,  at  the  pleasant  hour — ^tlie  before-dinner 
hour — the  fireside  and  tea-table  hour — Lord  Ringwood  said  to 
Phil:  ^  °  • 

"  Dine  with  me  to-day,  sir  ?" 

"  Why  does  he  not  ask  me,  with  my  powers  of  conversation  V" 
thought  old  Twysden  to  himself, 

"  Hang  him,  he  always  asks  that  beggar !"  writhed  young 
Twysden,  in  his  corner. 

"  Very  sorry,  sir,  can't  come.  Have  asked  some  fellows  to  dine 
at  the  Blue  Posts,"  says  Phil. 

"  Confound  you,  sir,  why  don't  you  put  'em  off?"  cries  the  old 
lord.    "  You 'd  put  'em  off,  Twysden,  would  n't  you  ?" 

"  Oh,  sir ! "  the  heart  of  father  and  son  both  beat. 

"  You  know  you  would ;  and  you  quarrel  with  this  boy  for  not 
throwing  his  friends  over.  Good-night,  Firmin,  since  you  won't 
come." 

And  with  this  my  lord  was  gone. 

The  two  gentlemen  of  the  house  glumly  looked  from  the  win- 
dow, and  saw  my  lord's  brougham  drive  swiftly  away  in  the  rain. 

"  I  hate  your  dining  at  those  horrid  taverns,"  whispered  a  young 
lady  to  Philip.  _  ,       r  s, 

"  It  is  better  fun  than  dining  at  home,"  Philip  remarks. 

"  You  smoke  and  drink  too  much.  You  come  home  late,  and 
you  don't  live  in  a  proper-mowrfe,  sir !"  continues  the  young  lady. 

"What  would  you  have  me  do?" 

"  Oh,  nothing.  You  must  dine  with  those  horrible  men,**  cries 
Agnes;  "else  you  might  have  gone  to  Lady  Pendleton's  to- 
night." 

"I  can  throw  over  the  men  easily  enough,  if  you  wish,"  an- 
swered the  young  man. 
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"  I  ?  I  have  no  wish  of  the  Sort.  Have  you  not  already  refused 
uncle  Ringwood  ?" 

"  You  are  not  Lord  Ringwood,'*  says  Fhil,  with  a  tremor  in  his 
voice.    "  I  don't  know  there  is  much  I  would  refuse  you." 

"  You  silly  boy !  What  do  I  ever  ask  you  to  do  that  you 
ought  to  refuse  ?  I  want  you  to  live  in  our  world,  and  not  with 
your  dreadful  wild  Oxford  and  Temple  bachelors.  I  don't  want 
you  to  smoke.  I  want  you  to  go  into  the  world  of  which  you 
have  the  entree — and  you  refuse  your  uncle  on  account  of  some 
horrid  engagement  at  a  tavern  !" 

"  Shall  I  stop  here?  Aunt,  will  you  give  me  some  diniler — ■ 
here  ?"  asks  the  young  man. 

"  We  have  dined ;  my  husband  and  son  dine  out,"  said  gentle 
Mrs.  Twysden. 

There  was  cold  mutton  and  tea  for  the  ladies  ;  and  Mrs.  Twys- 
den did  not  like  to  seat  her  nephew,  who  was  accustomed  to  good 
fare  and  high  living,  to  that  meagre  meal. 

"  You  see  I  must  console  myself  at  the  tavern,"  Philip  said. 
"  We  shall  have  a  pleasant  party  there." 

"  And  pray  who  makes  it  ?"  asks  the  lady. 

"  There  is  Ridley  the  painter." 

"  My  dear  Philip  !  Do  you  know  that  his  father  was  actu- 
ally-" 

"  In  the  service  of  Lord  Todmorden  ?  He  often  tells  us  so. 
He  is  a  queer  character,  the  old  man." 

"  Mr.  Ridley  is  a  man  of  genius,  certainly.  His  pictures  are 
delicious,  and  he  goes  everywhere — but— but  you  provoke  me, 
Philip,  by  your  carelessness ;  indeed  you  do.  Why  should  you 
be  dining  with  the  sons  of  footmen,  when  the  first  houses  in  the 
country  might  be  open  to  you  ?  You  pain  me,  you  foolish  boy." 

"  For  dining  in  company  of  a  man  of  genius  ?  Come,  Agnes  !" 
And  the  young  man's  brow  grew  dark.  "Besides,"  he  added, 
with  a  tone  of  sarcasm  in  his  voice,  which  Miss  Agnes  did  not  like 
at  all — "  besides,  my  dear,  you  know  he  dines  at  Lord  Pendle- 
ton's." 

"  What  is  that  you  are  talking  of  Lady  Pendleton,  children  ?" 
asked  watchful  mamma  from  her  corner. 

"  Ridley  dines  there.  He  is  going  to  dine  with  ma  at  a  tavern 
to-day.  And  Lord  Halden  is  coming — and  Mr.  Winton  is  com- 
ing— having  heard  of  the  famous  beefsteaks." 

"  Winton  !  Lord  Halden  !  Beefsteaks  !  Where  ?  By  George  ! 
I  have  a  mind  to  go,  too  !  Where  do  you  fellows  dine  ?  au  caba- 
ret ?  Hang  me,  I'll  be  one,"  shrieked  little  Twysden,  to  the  terror 
of  Philip,  who  knew  his  uncle's  awful  powers  of  conversation. 
But  Twysden  remembered  himself  in  good  time,  and  to  the  in- 
tense relief  of  young  Firmin.  "  Hang  me.  I  forgot !  Your  aunt 
and  I  dine  with  the  Bladeses.  Stupid  old  fellow,  the  admiral,  and 
bad  wine — which  is  unpardonable ;  but  we  must  go — on  n'a  que 
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sa parole,  hey  ?  Tell  Winton  that  I  had  meditated  joining  him,  and 
that  I  have  still  some  of  that  Chateau  Margaux  he  liked.  Hal- 
den's  father  1  know  well.  Tell  him  so.  Bring  him  here.  Maria, 
send  a  Thursday  card  to  Lord  Halden  !  You  must  bring  him  here 
to  dinner,  Philip.  Thai 's  the  best  way  to  make  acquaintance,  my 
boy !"  And  the  little  man  swaggers  off,  waving  a  bed-candle,  as 
if  he  was  going  to  quaff  a  bumper  of  sparkling  spermaceti. 

The  mention  of  such  great  personages  as  Lord  Halden  and  Mr. 
Winton  silenced  the  reproofs  of  the  pensive  Agnes. 

"You  won't  care  for  our  quiet  fireside  while  you  live  with 
those  fine  people,  Philip,"  she  sighed.  There  was  no  talk  now  of 
his  throwing  himself  away  on  bad  company. 

IBo  Philip  did  not  dine  with  his  relatives ;  but  Talbot  Twysden 
took  good  caj-e  to  let  Lord  Elngwood  know  how  young  Firmin 
had  offered  to  dine  with  his  aunt  that  day  after  refusing  his  lord- 
ship. And  everything  to  Phil's  discredit,  and  every  act  of  ex- 
travagance or  wildne«s  which  the  young  man  committed,  did 
Phil's  uncle,  and  Phil's  cousin,  Eingwood  Twysden,  convey 
to  the  old  nobleman.  Had  not  these  been  the  informers.  Lord 
Ringwood  would  have  been  angry  ;  for  he  exacted  obedience 
and  servility  fiom  all  round  about  him.  But  it  was  pleasanter 
to  vex  the  Twysdens  than  to  scold  and  browbeat  Philip,  and  so 
his  lordship  choose  to  laugh  and  be  amused  at  Phil's  insubordi- 
nation. He  saw,  too,  other  things  of  which  he  did  not  speak. 
He  was  a  wily  old  man,  who  could  afford  to  be  blind  upon  occa- 
sion. 

What  do  you  judge  from  the  fact  that  Philip  was  ready  to 
make  or  break  engagements  at  a  young  lady's  instigation  ?  When 
you  were  twenty  years  old,  had  no  young  ladies  an  influence  over 
you  f  Were  they  not  commonly  older  than  yourself  ?  Did  your 
youthful  passion  lead  to  anything,  and  are  you  very  sorry  now 
that  it  did  not  ?  Suppose  you  had  had  your  soul's  wish  and  married 
her,  of  what  age  would  she  be  now  ?  And  now  when  you  go  into 
the  world  and  see  her,  do  you  on  your  conscience  very  much  re- 
gret that  the  little  affair  came  to  an  end  ?  Is  it  that  (lean,  or  fat, 
or  stumpy,  or  tall)  woman  with  all  those  children  whom  3-ou  once 
chose  to  break  your  heart  about ;  and  do  you  still  envy  Jones  ? 
Philip  was  in  love  with  his  cousin,  no  doubt,  but  at  the  university 
had  he  not  been  previously  in  love  with  the  Tomkinsian  profes- 
sor's daughter.  Miss  Budd ;  and  had  he  not  already  written  verses 
to  Miss  Flower,  his  neighbor's  daughter  in  Old  Parr  street  ? 
And  don't  young  men  always  begin  by  falling  in  love  with  ladies 
older  than  themselves  V  Agnes  certainly  was  Philip's  senior  as 
her  sister  constantly  took  care  to  inform  him.  ' 

And  Agnes  might  have  told  stories  aboutBlanche,  if  she  chose 
—as  you  may  about  me,  and  I  about  you.  Not  quite  true  stories 
but  stories  with  enough  alloy  of  lies  to  make  them  serviceable 
coin  ;  stories  such  as  we  hear  daily  in  the  world ;  stories  such  as 
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■svn  read  in  the  most  lidariied  and  coiiscicntions  liistoty-books, 
which  are  told  by  the  most  respectable  persons,  and  perfectly  au- 
thentic until  contradicted.  It  is  only  our  liistories  that  can't  be 
conti'adicted  (unless,  to  be  sure,  noTclists  contradict  themselves, 
as  sometimes  they  will).  What  we  say  aiout  people's  virtues, 
failings,  characters,  you  may  be  sure  is  all  true.  And  Idefy  any 
man  to  assert  that  my  opinion  of  the  Twysden  family  is  malicious, 
or  unkind,  or  unfounded  in  any  particular.  Agnes  wrote  verses, 
and  set  her  own  and  other  writers'  poems  to  music.  Blanche 
was  scientific,  and  attended  the  Albemarle  street  lectures  sedu- 
lously. They  are  both  clever  women  as  times  go  ;  well-educated 
and  accomplished,  and  very  well  mannered  when  they  choose  to 
be  pleasant.  If  you  were  a  bachelor,  say,  with  a  good  fortune, 
or  a  widower  who  wanted  consolation,  or  a  lady  giving  very  good 
parties  and  belonging  to  the  monc/e,  you  would  find  them  agree- 
able people.  If  you  were  a  little  Treasury  clerk,  or  a  young  bar- 
rister with  no  practice,  or  a  lady,  old  or  young,  not  quite  of  the 
monde,  your  opinion  of  them  would  not  be  so  favorable.  I  have 
seen  them  cut,  and  scorn,  and  avoid,  and  caress,  and  kneel  down 
and  worship  the  same  person.  When  Mrs.  Lovel  first  gave  par- 
ties, don't  I  remember -the  shocked  countenances  of  the  Twysden 
f  amily  ?  Were  ever  shoulders  colder  than  yours,  dear  girls  ?  Now 
they  love  her  ;  they  fondle  her  step-children  ;  they  praise  her  to 
her  face  and  behind  her  handsome  back;  they  take  her  hand  in 
public  ;  they  call  her  by  her  Christian  name ;  they  fall  into  ec- 
stacies  over  her  toilets,  and  would  fetch  coals  for  her  dressing-room 
fire  if  she  but  gave  them  the  word.  She  is  not  changed.  She  is 
the  same  lady  who  once  was  a  governess,  and  no  colder  and  no 
warmer  since  then.  But,  you  see,  her  prosperity  has  brought 
virtues  into  evidence,  which  people  did  not  perceive  when  she 
was  poor.  Could  people  see  Cinderella's  beauty  when  she  was 
in  rags  by  the  fire,  or  until  she  stepped  out  of  her  fairy  coach  in  her 
diamonds  ?  How  are  you  to  recognize  a  diamond  in  a  dust-hole  V 
Only  vciy  clever  eyes  can  do  that..  Whereas  a  lady,  in  a  fairy 
coach  and  eight,  naturally  creates  a  sensation;  and  enraptured 
princes  come  and  beg  to  have  the  honor  of  dancing  with  her. 

In  the  character  of  infallible  historian,  then,  I  declare  that 
if  Miss  I'wysden  at  three-and-twenty  tecls  ever  so  much  or  little 
attachment  for  her  cousin  who  is  not  yet  of  age,  there  is  no  rea- 
son to  be  angry  with  her.  A  brave,  handsome,  blundering,  down- 
right young  fellow,  with  broad  shouklersj  high  spirits,  and  quite 
fresh  blushes  on  his  face,  with  very  good  talents  (though  he  has 
been  woefijlly  idle,  and  requested  to  absent  himself  temporarily 
from  his  university),  the  possessor  of  a  cc  mpelent  fortune  and  the 
heir  of  another,  may  naturally  make  some  impression  on  a  lady's 
heart  with  whom  kinsmanship  and  circumstance  bring  him  into 
daily  communion. 

When  had  any  sound  so  hearty  as  Phil's  laugh  been  heard  in 
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Beaunasli  street  ?  His  jolly  fraakness  touched  his  aunt,  a 
clever  woman.  She  would  smile  and  say,  "My  dear  Philip,  it 
is  not  only  what  you  say,  but  what  you  are  going  to  say  next, 
v/hich  keeps  me  in  such  a  perpetual  tremor."  There  may  have 
been  a  time  once  when  she  was  frank  and  cordial  herself:  ever 
so  long  ago,  when  she  and  her  sister  were  two  blooming  girls, 
lovingly  clinging  together,  and  just  stepping  forth  into  the 
world.  But  if  you  succeed  in  keeping  a  fine  house  on  a  small 
income  ;  in  showing  a  cheerful  face  to  the  world  though  oppress- 
ed with  ever  so  much  care;  in  bearing  with  dutiful  reverence  an 
intolerable  old  bore  of  a  husband  (and  I  vow  it  is  this  quality  in 
Mrs.  Twysden  for  which  I  most  admire  her)  ;  in  submitting  to 
defeats  patiently;  to  humiliations  with  smiles,  so  as  to  hold  your 
own  in  your  darling  monde — you  may  succeed,  but  you  must 
give  up  being  frank  and  cordial.  The  marriage  of  her  sister  to 
the  doctor  gave  Maria  Ringwood  a  great  panic,  for  Lord  Ring- 
wood  was  furious  when  the  news  came.  Then,  perhaps,  she 
sacrificed  a  little  private  passion  of  her  own ;  then  she  set  her 
cap  at  a  noble  young  neighbor  of  my  lord's  who  jilted  her ;  then 
she  took  up  with  Talbot  Twysden,  Esquire,  of  the  Powder  and 
Pomatum  office,  and  made  a  very  faithful  wife  to  him,  and  was  a 
very  careful  mother  to  his  children.  But  as  for  frankness  and 
cordiality,  my  good  friend,  accept  from  a  lady  what  she  can  give 
you — good  manners,  pleasant  talk,  and  decent  attention.  If  you 
go  to  her  breakfast-table,  don't  ask  for  a  roe's  egg,  but  eat  that 
moderately  fresh  hen's  egg  which  John  brings  you.  When  Mrs. 
Twysden  is  in  her  open  carriage  in  the  Park,  how  prosperous, 
handsome,  and  jolly  she  looks — the  cr'rls  how  smilinu  and  young 
(that  is,  you  know,  consitfering  all  things)  ;  the  horses  look  fat, 
the  coachman  and  footman  wealthy  and  sleek  ;  they  exchanire 
bows  with  the  tenants  of  other  carriages — well  known  aristlj- 
crats.  Jones  and  Brown,  leaning  over  the  railings,  and  seeing 
the  Twysden  equipage  pass,  have  not  the  slightest  doubt  that  it 
contaiJs  people  of  the  highest  wealth  and  fashion.  "  I  say, 
Jones,  my  boy,  what  noble  family  has  the  motto,  Wei  done  Tmys 
don?  and  what  clipping  girls  there  were  in  that  barouche  I" 
B.  remarks  to  J.,  "  and  what  a  handsome  young  swell  that  is 
riding  the  bay  mare,  and  leaning  over  and  talking  to  the  yellow- 
haired  girl !"  And  it  is  evident  to  one  of  those  gentlemen, 
at  least,  that  he  has  been  looking  at  your  regular  first-rate  tip- 
top people. 

As  for  Phil  Firrnin  on  his  bay  mare  with  his  geranium  in  his 
button-hole,  there  is  no  doubt  that  Philippus  looks  as  handsome 
and  as  rich,  and  as  brave  as  any  lord.  And  I  think  Jones  must 
have  felt  a  little  .pang  when  his  friend  told  him,  "  That  a  lord  ! 
Bless  you,  it 's  only  a  swell  doctor's  son."  But  while  J.  and  B. 
fancy  all  the*  little  party  very  happy,  they  do  not  hear  Phil  whis- 
per to  his  cousin,  "  I  hope  you  liked  your  partner  last  night 
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and  tbey  do  not  see  how  anxious  Mrs.  Twysden'  is  under  lier 
smiles,  how  she  perceives  Colonel  Shafto's  cab  coming  up  (the 
dancer  in  question),  and  how  she  would  rather  have  Phil  any 
where  than  by  that  particular  wheel  of  her  carriage  ;  how  Lady 
Braglands  has  just  passed  them  by  without  noticing  them — Lady 
Braglands,  who  has  a  ball,  and  is  determined  not  to  ask  that 
woman  and  her  two  endless  girls  ;  and  how,  though  Lady  Brag- 
lands won't  see  Mrs.  Twysden  in  her  great  staring  equipage,  and 
the  three  faces  which  have  been  beaming  smiles  at  her,  she  in- 
stantly perceives  Lady  Lovel,  who  is  passing  ensconced  in  her 
little  brougham,  and  kisses  her  fingers  twenty  times  over.  How 
should  poor  J.  and  B.,  who  are  not,  vous  comprenez,  du  monde, 
understand  these  mysteries? 

"  That 's  young  Firmin,  is  it,  that  handsome  young  fellow  ?" 
says  Brown  to  Jones. 

"Doctor  married  the  Earl  of  Ringwood's  niece — ran  away 
with  her,  you  know." 

"  Good  practice  ?" 

"Capital.  First-rate.  All  the  tip-top  people.  Great  ladies' 
doctor.  Can't  do  without  him.  Makes  a  fortune,  besides  what 
he  had  with  his  wife." 

"  We  *»f  eeen  his  name — the  old  man's — on  some  very  queer 
paper,"  says  B.  with  a  wink  to  J.  By  which  I  conclude  they  are 
city  gentlem'en.  And  they  look  very  hard  at  friend  Philip,  as 
he  comes  to  talk  an[l  shake  hands  with  some  pedestrians  who  are 
gazing  over  the  railings  at  the  busy  and  pleasant  Park  scene. 


CHAPTER  V 

THE  NOBLE  KINSMAN. 

Having  had  occasion  to  mention  a  noble  earl  once  or  twice,  I 
am  sure  no  polite  reader  will  consent  that  his  lordship  should 
push  through  this  history  along  with  the  crowd  of  commoner 
characters,  and  without  a  special  word  regarding  himself  If 
you  are  in  the  least  familiar  v/ith  Burke  or  Debrett,  you  know 
that  the  ancient  family  of  Ringwood  has  long  been  famous  for  its 
great  possessions  and  its  loyalty  to  the  British  crovvn. 

In  the  troubles  which  unhappily  agitated  this  kingdom  after 
the  deposition  of  the  late  reigning  house,  the  Ringwoods  were 
implicated  with  many  other  famihes ;  but  on  the  accession  of  his 
Majesty  George  III  these  differences  happily  ended,  nor  had  the 
monarch  any  subject  more  loyal  and  devoted  than  Sir  John 
Ringwood,  Baronet,  of  Wingate  and  Whipham  Market.  Sir 
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John's  influence  sent  three  members  to  Parliament;  and  during 
the  dangerous  and  vexatious  period  of  the  American  war  this 
influence  was  exerted  so  cordially  and  consistently  in  the  cause 
of  order  and  the  crown  that  his  Majesty  thought  fit  to  advance 
Sir  John  to  the  dignity  of  Baron  Ringwood.  Sir  John's  brother, 
Sir  Francis  Ringwood,  of  Appleshaw,  who  followed  the  profes- 
sion Of  the  law,  also  was  pro«(Oted  to  be  a  Baron  of  his  Majesty's 
Court  of  Exchequer.  The  'first  baron,  dying  A.  d.  1786,  was 
succeeded  by  the  eldest  of  his  two  sons — John,  second  Baron 
and  first  Earl  of  Hingwood.  His  lordship's  brother,  the  Honor- 
able Colonel  Philip  Ringwood,  died  gloriously,  at  the  head  of  his 
regiment  and  in  the  defence  of  his  country,  in  the  Battle  of  Bu- 
saco,  1810,  leaving  two  daughters,  Louisa  and  Maria,  who 
henceforth  lived  with  the  earl  their  uncle. 

The  Earl  of  Ringwood  had  but  one  son,  Charles  Viscount 
Cinqbars,  who,  unhappily,  died  of  a  decline,  in  his  twenty-second 
year.  And  thus  the  descendants  of  Sir  Francis  Ringwood 
became  heirs  to  the  earl's  great  estates  of  Wingate  and  Whip- 
ham  Market,  though  not  of  the  peerages  which  had  been  con- 
ferred on  the  earl  and  his  father. 

Lord  Ringwood  had,  living  with  him,  two  nieces,  daughters  of 
his  late  brother.  Colonel  Philip  Ringwood,  who  fell  in  the  Penin- 
sular war.  Of  these  ladies,  the  youngest,  Louisa,  was  his  lord- 
ship's favorite ;  and  though  both  the  ladies  had  considerable 
fortunes  of  their  own,  it  was  supposed  their  uncle  would  further 
provide  for  them,  especially  as  he  was  on  no  very  good  terms  with 
his  cousin,  Sir  John  of  the  Shaw,  who  took  the  Whig  side  in 
politics,  while  his  lordship  was  a  chief  of  the  Tory  party. 

Of  these  two  nieces,  the  eldest,  Maria,  never  any  great  favor- 
ite with  her  uncle,  married,  1824,  Talbot  Twysden,  Esq.,  a  Com- 
missioner of  Powder  and  Pomatum  Tax;  but  the  youngest, 
Louisa,  incurred  my  lord's  most  serious  anger  by  eloping  with 
George  Brand  Firmin,  Esq.,  M.D.,  a  young  gentleman  of  Cam- 
bridge University,  who  had  been  with  Lord  Cinqbars  when  he 
died  at  Naples,  and  had  brought  home  his  body  to  Wingate 
Castle. 

The  quarrel  with  the  youngest  niece,  and  the  indifference 
with  wliich  he  generally  regarded  the  elder  (whom  his  lordship 
was  in  the  habit  of  calling  an  old  schemer),  occasioned  at  first  a 
little  rapprocJiement  between  Lord  Ringwood  and  his  heir  Sir 
John  of  Appleshaw  ;  but  both  gentlemen  were  very  firm,  not  to 
say  obstinate,  in  their  natures.  They  had  a  quarrel  with  respect 
to  the  cutting  off  of  a  small  entailed  property,  of  which  the  earl 
wished  to  dispose  ;  and  they  parted  with  much  rancor  and  bad 
language  on  his  lordship's  part,  who  was  an  especially  free- 
spoken  nobleman,  and  apt  to  call  a  spade  a  spade,  as  the  sayino-  is. 

After  this  difference,  and  to  spite  his  heir,  it  was  supposed 
that  the  Earl  of  Ringwood  would  marry.    He  was  a  little  more 
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tban  seventy  years  of  age,  and  had  once  been  of  a  very  robust 
constitution.  And  though  his  temper  was  violent  and  his  person 
not  at  all  agreeable  (for  even  in  Sir  Thomas  Lawrence's  picture 
his  countenance  is  very  ill-favored),  there  is  little  doubt  he  could 
have  found  a  wife  for  the  asking  among  the  young  beauties  of  his 
own  country,  or  the  fairest  of  May  Fair. 

But  he  was  a  cynical  nobleman,  and  perhaps  morbidly  con- 
scious of  his  own  ungainly  appearance.  "  Of  course  I  can  buy 
a  wife"  (his  lordship  would  say).  "  Do  you  suppose  people  won't 
sell  their  daughters  to  a  man  of  my  rank  and  means  ?  Now  look 
at  me,  my  good  sir,  and  say  whether  any  woman  alive  could 
fall  in  love  with  me  '?  I  have  been  married,  and  once  was 
enough.  I  hate  ugly  women,  and  your  virtuous  women,  who 
tremble  and  cry  in  private,  and  preach  at  a  man,  bore  me.  Sir 
John  Ringwood,  of  Appleshaw,  is  an  ass,  and  I  hate  him  ;  but  I 
don't  hate  him  enough  to  make  myself  miserable  for  the  rest  of 
my  days,  in  order  to  spite  him.  When  I  drop,  I  drop.  Do  you. 
suppose  I  care  what  comes  after  me  V"  And  with  much  sardoni- 
cal  humor  this  old  lord  used  to  play  off  one  good  dowager  after 
another  who  would  bring  her  girl  in  his  way.  Ho  would  send 
pearls  to  Emily,  diamonds  to  Fanny,  opera-boxes  to  lively  Kate, 
books  of  devotion  to  pious  Selinda,  and,  at  the  season  s  end,  drive 
back  to  his  lonely  great  castle  in  the  west.  They  were  all  the 
same,  such  was  his  lordship's  opinion.  1  fear,  a  wicked  and  cor- 
rupt old  gentleman,  my  dears.  But  ah,  would  not  a  woman  sub- 
mit-to some  sacrifices  to  reclaim  that  unhappy  man  ;  to  lead  that 
gifted  but  lost  being  into  the  ways  of  right ;  to  convert  to  a 
belief  in  woman's  purity  that  erring  soul  ?  They  tried  him  with 
high-church  altar-cloths  for  his  chapel  at  Wingate ;  they  tried 
him  with  low-church  tracts ;  they  danced  before  him ;  they 
jumped  fences  on  horseback ;  they  wore  bandeaux  or  ringlets, 
according  as  his  taste  dictated;  they  were  always  at  home  when 
he  called,  and  poor  you  and  I  were  gruffly  told  they  were  en- 
gaged ;  they  gushed  in  gratitude  over  his  bouquets ;  they  sang 
for  him,  and  their  mothers,  concealing  their  sobs,  murmured, 
"  What  an  angel  that  Cecilia  of  mine  is  !"  Every  variety  of  de- 
licious chaff  they  Hung  to  that  old  bird.  But  he  was  uncaught 
at  the  end  of  the  season  ;  he  winged  his  way  back  to  his  western 
hills.  And  if  you  dared  to  say  that  Mrs.  Netley  had  tried  to 
take  him,  or  Lady  Trapboys  had  set  a  snare  for  him,  you  know 
you  were  a  wicked,  gross  calumniator,  and  notorious  everywhere 
for  your  dull  and  vulgar  abuse  of  women. 

Now,  in  the  year  18S0,  it  happened  that  this  great  nobleman 
was  seized  with  a  fit  of  the  gout,  which  had  very  nearly  eon- 
signed  his  estates  to  his  kinsman,  the  Baronet  of  Appleshaw.  A 
revolution  took  place  in  a  neighboring  state.  An  illustrious 
reigning  family  was  expelled  from  its  country,  and  projects  of 
reform  (which  wotild  prett}'  certainly  tnd  in  revolution)  were 
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life  in  ours.  The  events  in  France,  and  those  pending  at  home, 
so  agitated  Lord  Ringwood's  mind  that  he  was  attacked  by  one 
of  the  severest  fits  of  gout  under  which  he  ever  suffered.  His 
shrieks,  as  he  was  brought  out  of  his  yacht  at  Ryde  to  a  house 
taken  for  him  in  the  town,  were  dreadful';  his  language  to  all 
persons  about  him  was  frightfully  expressive,  as  Lady  Quamley 
and  her  daughter,  who  had  sailed  with  him  several  times,  can 
vouch.  An  ill  return  that  rude  old  man  made  for  all  their  kind- 
ness and  attention  to  him.  They  had  danced  on  board  his  yacht ; 
they  had  dined  on  board  his  yacht;  they  had  been  out  sailing 
with  him,  and  cheerfully  braved  the  inconveniences  of  the  deep 
in  his  company.  And  when  they  ran  to  the  side  of  his  chair — as 
what  would  they  not  do  to  soothe  an  old  gentleman  in  illness 
and  distress? — when  they  ran  up  to  his  chair  as  it  was  wheeled 
along  the  pier,  he  called  mother  and  daughter  by  the  most  vulgar 
and  opprobrious  names,  and  l  oared  out  to  them  to  go  to  a  place 
which  I  certainly  shall  not  more  particularly  mention. 

Now  it  happened,  at  this  period,  that  Dr.  and  Mi-s.  Firmin 
were  at  Ryde  with  their  little  boy,  then  some  three  years  of  age. 
The  doctor  was  already  taking  his  j^lace  as  one  of  the  most  fash- 
ionable physicians  then  in  London,  and  had  begun  to  be  cele- 
brated for  the  treatment  of  this  especial  malady.  (Firuiin  on 
"  Gout  and  Rheumatism  "  was,  you  remember,  dedicated  to  his 
Majesty  George  IV.)  Lord  Ringwood's  valet  bethought  him  of 
calling  the  doctor  in,  and  mentioned  how  he  was  present  in  the 
town.  Now  Lord  Ringwood  was  a  nobleman  who  never  would 
allow  his  angry  feelings  to  stand  in  the  way  of  his  present  com- 
ibrts  or  ease.  He  instantly  desired  Mr.  Firmin's  attendance, 
and  submitted  to  his  treatment;  a  part  of  which  was  a  liaiiieur 
to  the  full  as  great  as  that  which  the  sick  man  exhibited.  Fir- 
min's appearance- was  so  tall,  and  grand,  that  he  looked  vastly 
more  noble  than  a  great  many  noblemen.  Six  feet,  a  high  man- 
ner, a  polished  forehead,  a  flashing  eye,  a  snowy  shirt-frill,  a 
rolling  velvet  collar,  a  beautiful  hand  appearing  under  a  velvet 
cuff — all  these  advantages  he  possessed  and  used.  He  did  not 
make  the  slightest  allusion  to  by-gones,  but  treated  his  patient 
with  a  perfect  courtesy  and  an  impenetrable  self-possession. 

This  defiant  and  darkling  politeness  did  not  always  displease 
the  old  man.  He  was  so  accustomed  to  slavish  compliance  and 
eager  obedience  from  all  people  round  about  him,  that  he  some- 
times wearied  of  their  servility,  and  relished  a  little  independence. 
Was  it  from  calculation,  or  because  he  was  a  man  of  high  spirit, 
that  Firmin  determined  to  maintain  an  independent  course  with 
his  lordship  ?  From  the  first  day  of  their  meeting  he  never 
departed  from  it,  and  had  the  satisfaction  of  meeting  with  only 
civil  behavior  from  his  noble  relative  and  patient,  who  was  noto- 
rious for  his  rudeness  and  brutality  to  almost  every  person  who 
came  in  his  way. 
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From  hints  which  his  lordship  gave  in  conversation,  he  showed 
the  doctor  that  he  was  acquainted  with  some  particulars  of  the 
latter's  early  career.  It  had  been  wild  and  stormy.  Firmin  had 
incurred  debts  ;  had  quarrelled  with  his  father :  had  left  the  uni- 
versity and  gone  abroad  ;  had  lived  in  a  wild  society,  which 
used  dice  and  cards  every  night,  and  pistols  sometimes  in  the 
morning  ;  and  had  shown  a  fearful  dexterity  in  the  use  of  the 
latter  instrnment,  which  he  employed  against  the  person  of  a  fa- 
mous Italian  adventurer,  who  fell  under  his  hand  at  Naples. 
When  this  century  was  five-and-twenty  years  younger  the  crack 
of  the  pistol-shot  might  still  occasionally  be  heard  in  the  suburbs 
of  London  in  the  very  early  morning ;  and  the  dice-box  went 
round  in  many  a  haunt  of  pleasure.  .  The  knights  of  the  Four 
Kings  travelled  from  capital  to  capital,  and  engaged  each  other, 
or  made  prey  of  the  unwary.  Now,  the  times  are  changed.  The 
cards  are  coffined  in  their  boxes.  Only  sous-rifficiers,  brawling 
in  their  provincial  cafes  over  their  dominoes,  light  duels.  "  Ah, 
dear  me  !"  I  heard  a  veteran  punter  sigh  the  other  day,  at  Bays', 
"  is  n't  it  a  melancholy  thing  to  think  that  if  I  wanted  to  amuse 
myself  with  a  fifty-pound  note,  I  don't  know  the  place  in  Loudon 
where  I  could  go  and  lose  it  ?"  And  he  fondly  recounted  the 
names  of  twenty  places  where  he  could  have  cheerfully  staked 
and  lost  his  money  in  h's  young  time. 

After  a  somewhat  prolonged  absence  abroad,  Mr.  Firmin  came 
back  to  this  country,  was  permitted  to  return  to  the  university, 
and  left  it  with  the  degree  of  Bachelor  of  Medicine.  We  have 
told  how  he  ran  away  with  Lord  Ringwood's  niece,  and  incurred 
the  anger  of  that  nobleman.  Beyond  abuse  and  anger  his  lord- 
ship was  powerless.  The  young  lady  was  free  to  marry  whom 
she  liked,  and  her  uncle  to  disown  or  receive  him  ;  and  accord- 
ingly she  was,  as  we  have  seen,  disov^ned  by  his  lordship,  until 
he  found  it  convenient  to  forgive  her.  What  were  Lord  Ring- 
wood's  intentions  regarding  his  property,  what  were  hi.s  aecumu- 
latioDP,  and  who  his  heirs  would  be,  no  one  knew.  Meanwhile, 
of  course,  there  were  those  who  felt  a  very  great  interest  on  the 
point.  Mrs.  Twysden  and  her  husband  and  children  were 
hungry  and  poor.  If  Uncle  Ringwood  had  money  to  leave,  it 
would  be  very  welcome  to  those  three  darlings,  whose  father  had 
not  a  great  income  like  Dr.  Firmin.  Philip  was  a  dear,  good, 
frank,  amiable,  wild  fellow,  and  they  all  loved  him.  But  he  had 
his  faults — that  could  not  be  concealed — and  so  poor  Phil's  faults 
were  pretty  constantly  canvassed  before  Uncle  Ringwood,  by 
dear  relatives  who  knew  them  only  too  well.  The  dear  relatives ! 
How  kind  they  are  I  I  don't  think  Phil's  aunt  abused  him  to 
my  lord.  That  quiet  woman  calmly  and  gently  put  forward  the 
claims  of  her  own  darlings,  and  affectionately  dilated  6n  the 
young  man's  present  prosperity  and  magnificent  future  prospects. 
The  interest  of  thirty  thousand  pounds  now,  and  th«  inheritance 
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of  his  father's  great  accumulations !  What  young  man  could 
want  for  more  ?  Perhaps  he  hart  too  much  already.  Perhaps 
ho  was  too  rich  to  work.  The  sly  old  peer  acquiesced  in  his 
niece's  statements,  and  perfectly  understood  the  point  toward 
which  they  tended.  "  A  thousand  a  year !  What 's  a  thousand 
a  year  ?"  growled  the  old  lord.  "  Not  enough  to  make  a  gentle- 
man ;  more  than  enough  to  make  a  fellow  idle." 

"  Ah,  indeed,  it  was  but  a  small  income,"  sighed  Mrs.  Twysden. 
"  With  a  large  house,  a  good  establishment,  and  Mr.  Twysden's 
salary  from  his  office — it  was  but  a  pittance." 

"Pittance  !  Starvation,"  growls  my  lord,  with  Lis  usual  frank- 
ness. "  Don't  I  know  what  housekeeping  costs;  and  see  how  you 
screw  i?  Butlers  and  footmen,  carriages  and  job-horses,  rent  and 
dinners — though  yours,  Maria,  are  not  famous." 

"  Very  bad — I  know  they  arc  very  bad,"  says  the  contrite  lady. 
"  I  wish  we  could  afford  any  better." 

"  Afford  any  better  ?  Of  course  you  can't.  You  are  the  crock* 
ery  pots,  and  you  swim  down  stream  with  the  brass  pots.  I  saw 
Twysden  the  other  day  walking  down  St.  James'  street  with 
Rhodes — that  tall  fellow."  (Here  my  lord  laughed,  and  showed 
many  fangs,  the  exhibition  of  which  gave  a  peculiarly  fierce  air 
to  his  lordship  when  in  good-humor.)  "'If  Twysden  walks  with 
a  big  fellow,  he  always  tries  to  keep  step  with  him.  You  know 
that."  Poor  Maria  naturally  knew  her  husband's  peculiarities; 
but  she  did  not  say  that  she  had  no  need  to  be  reminded  of 
them. 

"  He  was  so  blown  he  could  hardly  speak,"  continued  Uncle 
Ringwood  ;  "  but  he  would  stretch  his  little  legs,  and  try  and  keep 
up.  He  has  a  little  body,  le  cher  mari,  but  a  good  pluck.  Those 
little  fellows  oflen  have.  I've  seen  him  half  dead  out  shootini^ 
and  plunging  over  the  plowed  fields  after  fellows  with  twice  his 
stride.  Why  don't  men  sink  in  the  world,  I  want  to  know  ?  In- 
stead of  a  fine  house,  and  a  parcel  of  idle  servants,  why  doh  t 
yoji  have  a  maid  and  a  leg  of  mutton,  Maria  ?  You  go  half  crazy 
in  trying  to  make  both  ends  meet.  You  know  you  do.  It  keeps 
you  awake  of  nights  ;  /  know  that  very  well.  You  've  got  a 
house  fit  for  people  with  four  times  your  money.  I  lend  you  my 
cook  and  so  forth ;  but  I  can't  come  and  dine  with  you  unless  1 
send  the  wine  in.  Why  don't  you  have  a  pot  of  porter,  and  a 
joint,  or  some  tripe  V — ^tripe 's  a  famous  good  thing.  The  mis- 
eries which  people  entail  on  themselves  in  trying  to  live  beyond 
their  means  are  perfectly  ridiculous,  by  George  I  Look  at  that 
fellow  who  opened  the  door  to  me  ;  he 's  as  tall  as  one  of  my  own 
men.  Go  and  live  in  a  quiet  little  street  in  Belgravia  somewhere 
and  have  a  neat  little  maid.  Nobody  will  think  a  penny  the' 
worse  of  you — and  you  will  be  just  as  well  off  as  if  you  lived  here 
with  an  extra  couple  of  thousand  a  year.  The  advice  I  am  giv- 
ing you  is  worth  half  that,  every  shilling  of  it." 
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tKrilV®""^  ''"t  I  think,  sir,  I  should  prefer  the 

thousand  pounds,"  said  the  lady. 

"  Of  course  you  would.  That  is  the  consequence  of  vour  false 
position  One  of  the  good  points  about  that  doctor  is,  that  he  is 
^L^r"  as  Luwfer,  and  so  is  his  boy.  They  are  not  always 
hungering  after  money.  They  keep  their  independence  ;  thou4 
hfJ-  T""'  ^''""^  Why,  when  I  first  called 

fnT.'K  :  ^^""g'^t' as  be  was  a  relation,  he 'd  doctor  me  for  uoth- 
w^..V,  ^ould  n't.  He  would  have  his  fee,  by  George  !  and 
would  n  t  come  without  it.  Confounded  independent  fellow  Fir- 
mm  IS.    And  so  is  the  young  one." 

But  when  Twysden  and  his  son  (perhaps  inspirited  by  Mrs. 
Iwysden)  tried  once  or  twice  to  be  independent  in  the  presence 
ot  this  Jion,  he  roared,  and  he  rushed  at  them,  and  he  rent  them, 
so  that  they  fled  from  him  howling.  And  this  reminds  me  of  an 
Old  story  1  have  heard— quite  an  old,  old  story,  such  as  kind  old 
tello  ws  at  clubs  love  to  remember— of  my  lord,  when  he  was  only 
J^ord  Cinqbars,  insulting  a  half-pay  lieutenant,  in  his  own  coun- 
try, who  horsewhipped  his  lordship  in  the  most  private  and  fero- 
cious manner.  It  was  said  Lord  Cinqbars  had  had  a  rencontre 
with  poachers  ;  but  it  was  my  lord  who  was  poaching  and  the 
lieutenant  who  was  defending  his  own  dove-cot.  I  do  not  say 
that  this  was  a  model  nobleman ;  but  that,  when  his  own  pas- 
sions or  interests  did  not  mislead  him,  he  was  a  nobleman  of  very 
considerable  acuteness,  humor,  and  good  sense  ;  and  could  give 
quite  good  advice  on  occasion.  If  men  would  kneel  down  and 
kiss  his  boots,  well  and  good.  There  was  the  blacking,  and  you 
were  welcome  to  embrace  toe  and  heel.  But  those  who  would 
not  were  free  to  leave  the  operation  alone.  The  Pope  himself 
does  not  demand  the  ceremony  from  Protestants ;  and  if  they 
object  to  the  slipper,  no  one  thinks  of  forcing  it  into  their  mouths. 
Phil  and  his  father  probably  declined  to  tremble  before  the  old 
man,  not  because  they  knew  he  was  a  bully  who  might  be  put 
down,  but  because  they  were  men  of  spirit,  who  cared  not 
whether  a  man  was  bully  or  no. 

I  have  told  you  I  like  Philip  Firmin,  though  it  must  be  con- 
fessed that  the  young  fellow  had  many  faults,  and  that  his  career, 
especially  his  early  career,  was  by  no  means  exemplary.  Have 
I  ever  excused  his  conduct  to  his  father,  or  said  a  word  in  apology 
of  his  brief  and  inglorious  university  career  ?  I  acknowledge  his 
shortcomings  with  that  candor  which  my  friends  exhibit  in 
speaking  of  mine.  Who  does  not  see  a  friend's  weaknesses,  and 
is  so  blind  that  he  can  not  perceive  that' enormous  beam  in  his 
neighbor's  eye  ?  Only  a  woman  or  two,  from  time  to  time.  And 
even  they  are  undeceived  some  day.  A  man  of  the  world,  I 
write  about  my  friends  as  mundane  fellow-creatures.  Do  you 
suppose  there  are  many  angels  here  ?  I  say  again,  perhaps  a  wom- 
an or  two.     But  as  for  you  and  me,  my  good  sir,  are  there  any 
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signs  of  wings  sprouting  from  our  shoulder-blades  ?  Be  quiet. 
Don't  pursue  your  snarling,  cynical  reparks,  but  go  on  with 
your  story. 

As  you  go  through  life,  stumbling,  and  slipping,  and  stagger- 
ing to  your  feet  again,  ruefully  aware  of  your  own  wretched 
weakness,  and  praying,  with  a  contrite  heart  let  us  trust, 
that  you  may  not  be  led  into  temptation,  have  you  hot 
often  looked  at  other  fellow-sinners,  and  speculated  with  an 
awful  interest  on  their  career?  Some  there  are  on  whom, 
quite  in  their  early  lives,  dark  Ahrimanes  has  seemed  to  lay  his 
dread  mark ;  children,  yet  corrupt,  and  wicked  of  tongue  ;  ten- 
der of  age,  yet  cruel ;  who  shotlld  be  truth-telling  and  generous 
yet  (they  were  at  their  mothers'  bosoms  yesterday),  but  are  false, 
and  cold,  and  greedy  before  their  time.  Infants  almost,  they 
practice  the  art  and  selfishness  of  old  men.  Behind  their  can- 
did faces  are  wiles  and  wickednessi  and  a  hideous  precocity  of 
artifice.  I  can  recall  such,  and  in  the  vista  of  far-off,  unforgot- 
ten  boyhood,  can  see  marching  that  sad  little  procession  of  en- 
fans  perdus.  May  they  be  saved,  pray  Heaven  1  Then  there  is 
the  doubtful  class,  those  who  are  still  on  trial ;  those  who  fall 
and  rise  again ;  those  who  are  often  worsted  in  life's  battle  ; 
beaten  down,  wounded,  imprisoned ;  but  escape  and  conquer 
sometimes.  And  then  there  is  the  happy  class  about  whom  there 
seems  no  doubt  at  all ;  the  spotless  and  white-robed  ones,  to 
whom  virtue  is  easy ;  in  whose  pure  bosoms  faith  nestles,  and 
cold  doubt  finds  no.  entrance ;  who  are  children,  and  good ; 
young  men,  and  good;  husbands  and  fathers,  and  yet  good. 
Why  could  the  captain  of  our  school  write  his  Greek  Iambics 
without  an  effort,  and  without  an  error  ?  Others  of  us  blistered 
the  page  with  unavailing  tears  and  blots,  and  might  toil  ever  so 
hard  and  come  in  lag  last  at  the  bottom  of  the  form.  Our  friend 
Philip  belongs  to  the  middle  class,  in  which  you  and  I  probably 
are,  my  dear  sir — not  yet,  I  hope,  irredeemably  consigned  to 
that  awful  third  class,  whereof  mention  has  been  made. 

But,  being  homo,  and  liable  to  err,  there  is  no  doubt  Mr.  Philip 
exercised  his  privilege,  and  there  was  even  no  little  fear  at  one 
time  that  he  should  overdraw  his  account.  He  went  from  school 
to  the  university,  and  there  distinguished  himself  certainly,  but 
in  a  way  in  which  very  few  parents  would  choose  that  their 'sons 
should  excel.  That  he  should  hunt,  that  he  should  give  parties 
that  he  should  pull  a  good  oar  in  one  of  the  best  boats  on  the 
river,  that  he  should  speak  at  the  Union — all  these  were  verv 
well.  But  why  shouM  he  speak  such  awful  radicalism  and  re- 
publicanism—Jle  with  noble  blood  in  his  veins,  and  the  son  of  a 
parent  whose  interest  at  least  it  was  to  keep  well  with  neonle  of 
high  station  ?  P    P  oi 

«  Why,  Pendennis,"  said  Dr.  Firmin  to  me  with  tears  in 
eyes,  and  much  genuine  grief  exhibited  on  his  handsome  pale 
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face — "  why  should  it  be  said  that  Philip  Finnin — both  of  whose 
grandfathers  fought  nobly  for  their  king — should  be  forgetting 
the  principles  of  his  family,  arid — and,  I  have  n't  words  to  tell 
you  how  deeply  he  disappoints  me.  Why,  I  actually  heard  of 
him  at  that  horrible  Union  advocating  the  death  of  Charles  the 
First !  I  was  wild  enough  myself  when  I  was  at  the  university, 
but  I  was  a  gentleman." 

"  Boys,  sir,  are  boys,"  I  urged.  "  They  will  advocate  any 
thing  for  an  argument;  and  Philip  would  have'taken  the  other 
side  quite  as  readily." 

"  Lord  Axminster  and  Lord  St.  Dennis  told  me  of  it  at  the 
club.  I  can  tell  you  it  has  made  a  most  painful  impression," 
cried  the  father.  "  That  my  son  should  be  a  radical  and  a  re- 
publican, is  a  cruel  thought  for  a  father ;  and  I,  who  had  hoped 
for  Lord  Ringwood's  borough  for  him — who  had  hoped — who 
ha,d  hoped  very  much  Tjetter  things  for  him  and  from  him.  He 
is  not  a  comfort  to  me.  You'saw  how  he  treated  me  one  night  ? 
A  man  might  live  on  different  terms,  I  think,  with  his  only  son  1" 
And  with  a  breaking  voice,  a  pallid  cheek,  and  a  real  grief  at  bis 
heart,  the  unhappy  physician  moved  away. 

How  had  the  doctor  bred  his  son,  that  the  young  man  should 
be  thus  unruly  ?  Was  the  revolt  the  boy's- fault,  or  the  father's  ? 
Dr.  Firmin's  horror  seemed  to  be  because  his  noble  friends  were 
horrified  by  Phil's  radical  doctrine.  At  that  time  of  my  life, 
being  young  and  very  green,  1  had,  a  little  mischievous  pleasure 
in  infuriating  Squaretoes,  and  causing  him  to  pronounce  that  I 
was  "  a  dangerous  man."  Now,  I  am  ready  to  say  that  Nero 
was  a  monarch  with  many  elegant  accomplishments,  and  consid- 
erable natural  amiability  of  disposition.  I  praise  and  admire 
success  wherever  I  meet  it.  I  make  allowance  for  faults  and 
shortcomings,  especially  in  my  superiors  ;  and  feel  that,  did  we 
know  all,  we  should  judge  them  very  differently.  People  don't 
believe  me,  perhaps,  quite  so  much  as  formerly.  But  I  don't  of- 
fend ;  I  trust  1  don't  offend.  Have  I  said  anything  painful  V 
Plague  on  my  blunders  !  I  recall  the  expression.  I  regret  it.  I 
contradict  it  flat. 

As  I  am  ready  to  find  excuses  for  everybody,  let  poor  Philip 
come  in  for  the  benefit  of  this  mild  amnesty  ;  and  if  he  vexed  his 
father,  as  he  certainly  did,  let  us  trust — let  us  be  thankfully  sure 
— he  was  not  so  black  as  the  old  gentleman  depicted  him.  Nay, 
if  I  have  painted  the  Old  Gentleman  himself  as  rather  blacit, 
who  knows  but  that  this  was  an  error,  not  of  his  complexion,  but 
of  my  vision  ?  Phil  was  unrul}»  because  he  was  bold,  and  wild, 
and  young.  His  father  was  hurt,  naturally  hurt,  because  of  the 
boy's  extravagancies  and  follies.  They  will  come  together  again, 
as  father  and  son  should.  These  Rttle  differences  of  temper  will 
be  smoothed  and  equalized  anon.  The  boy  han  led  a  wild  life.. 
Ho  has  been  obliged  to  leave  college.    He  has  given  his  father 
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Lours-  of  anxiety  and  nights  of  painful  watching.  But  stay, 
father,  what  of  you  ?  Have  you  shown  to  the  boy  the  practice  of 
confidence,  the  example  of  love  and  honor  ?  Did  you  accustom 
him  to  virtue,  and  teach  truth  to  the  child  at  your  knee  ?  "  Honor 
your  father  and  mother."  Amen.  May  his  days  be  long  who 
fulfils  the  command  ;  but  implied,  though  unwritten  on  the  table, 
is  there  not  the  order,  "  Honor  your  son  and  daughter  ?"  Pray 
Heaven  that  we,  whose  days  are  already  not  few  in  the  land,  may 
keep  this  ordinance  too. 

What  had  made  Philip  wild,  extravagant,  and  insubordinate  ? 
Cured  of  that  illness  in  which  we  saw  him,  he  rose  up,  and  from 
school  went  his  way  to  the  university,  and  there  entered  on  a 
life  such  as  wild  young  men  will  lead.  From  that  day  of  illness 
his  manner  toward  his  father  changed,  and  regarding  the  change 
the  elder  Firmin  seemed  afraid  to  question  his  son.  He  used 
the  house  as  if  his  own,  came  and  absented  himself  at  will,  ruled 
the  servants,  and  was  spoiled  by  them ;  spent  the  income  which 
was  settled  on  his  mother  and  her  children,  and  gave  of  it  liber- 
ally to  poor  acquaintances.  To  the  remonstrances  of  old  friends 
he  replied  that  he  had  a  right  to  do  as  he  chose  with  his  own  ; 
that  other  men  who  were  poor  might  work,  but  that  he  had 
enough  to  live  on  without  grinding  over  classics  and  mathematics. 
He  was  implicated  m  more  rows  than  one ;  his  tutors  paw  him 
not,  but  he  and  the  proctors  became  a  great  deal  too  well  ac- 
quainted. If  I  were  to  give  you  a  history  of  ilr.  Philip  Firmin 
at  the  university,  it  would  be  the  story  of  an  Idle  Apprentice, 
of  whom  his  pastors  and  masters  were  justified  in  prophesying 
evil.  He  was  seen  on  lawless  London  excursions,  when  his  father 
and  tutor  supposed  him  unwell  in  his  rooms  in  college.  He  made 
acquaintance  with  jolly  companions,  with  whom  his  father  grieved 
that  he  should  be  intimate.  He  cut  the  astonished  Uncle^'Twys- 
den  in  London  street,  and  blandly  told  him  that  he  must  be 
mistaken — he  one  Frenchman,  he  no  speak  English.  He  stared 
the  master  of  his  own  college  out  of  countenance,  dashed  back 
to  college  with  a  Turpin-like  celerity,  and  was  in  rooms  with  a 
ready  proved  alibi  when  inquiries  were  made.  I  am  afraid  there 
is  no  doubt  that  Phil  screwed  up  his- tutor's  door;  Mr.  Okes  dis- 
covered him  in  the  fact.  He  had  to  go  down,  the  young  prodi- 
ga  .    Ij^f  l  ^!        repentant.    But  he  appeared 

before  his  father  with  the  utmost  nonchalance;  said  that  he  was 
doing  no  good  at  the  university,  and  should  be  much  better  awav 
and  then  went  abroad  on  a  dashing  tour  to  France  and  Italy 
whither  It  IS  by  no  means  our  business  to  follow  him.  Something 
had  poisoned  the  generous  blood.  The  once  kindly,  honest  ad 
was  wild  and  reckless.  He  had  money  in  sufficienev,  his  own 
horses  and  equipage,  and  free  quarters  in  his  father's  house  But 
father  and  son  scarce  met,  and  seldom  took  a  meal  together  "  J 
know  his  haunts,  but  I  don't  know  his  friends,  Pencfenuis  "  the 
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elder  man  said.  "  I  don't  think  they  are  vicious,  so  much  as  low. 
I  do  not  charge  him  with  vice,  mind  you ;  but  with  idleness,  and 
a  fatal  love  of  low  company,  and  a  frantic,  suicidal  determina- 
tion to  fling  his  chances  in  life  away.  Ah,  think  where  he  might 
be,  and  where  he  is  1" 

Where  he  was  ?  Do  not  be  alarmed.  Philip  was  only  idling. 
Philip  might  have  been  much  more  industriously,  more  profita- 
bly, and  a  great  deal  more  wickedly  employed.  What  is  now 
called  Bohemia  had  no  name  in  Philip's  young  days,  though  many 
of  us  knew  the  country  very  well.  A  pleasant  land,  not  fenced 
with  drab  stucco,  like  Tyburnia  or  Belgravia ;  not  guarded  by  a 
huge  standing  army  of  footmen  ;  not  echoing  with  noble  chariots  ; 
not  replete  with  polite  chintz  drawing-rooms  and  neat  tea-tables  ; 
a  land  over  which  hangs  an  endless  fog,  occasioned  by  much  to- 
bacco ;  a  land  of  chambers,  billiard-rooms,  supper-rooms,  oysters ; 
a  land  of  song ;  a  land  where  soda-water  flows  freely  in  the  morn- 
ing; a  land  of  tin-dish  covers  from  taverns,  and  frothing  porter  ; 
a  land  of  lotos-eating  (with  lots  of  cayenne-pepper),  of  pulls  on 
tha  river,  of  delicious  reading  of  novels,  magazines,  and  saun- 
terings  in  many  studios ;  a  land  where  men  call  each  other  by 
their  Christian  names;  where  most  are  poor,  where  almost  all 
are  young,  and  where  if  a  few  oldsters  do  enter,  it  is  because  they 
have  preserved  more  tenderly  and  carefully  than  other  folks  their 
youthful  spirits,  and  the  delightful  capacity  to  be  idle.  I  have 
lost  my  way  to  Bohemia  now,  but  it  is  certain  that  Prague  is  the 
most  picturesque  city  in  the  world. 

Having  long  lived  there,  and  indeed  only  lately  quitted  the 
Bohemian  land  at  the  time  whereof  I  am  writing,  I  could  not 
quite  participate  in  Dr.  Firrajn's  indignation  at  his  son  persisting 
in  his  bad  courses  and  wild  associates.  When  Firmiri  had  been 
wild  himself,  he  had  fought,  intrigued,  and  gambled  in  good  com- 
pany. Phil  chose  his  friends  among  a  banditti  never  heard  of 
in  fashionable  quarters.  Perhaps  he  liked  to  play  the  prince  in 
the  midst  of  these  associates,  and  was  not  averse  to  the  flattery 
which  a  full  purse  brought  him  among  men  most  of  whose  pockets 
had  a  meagre  lining.  He  had  not  emigrated  to  Bohemia,  and 
settled  there  altogether.  At  school  and  in  his  brief  university 
career  he  bad  made  some  friends  who  lived  in  the  world,  and 
with  whom  he  was  still  familiar.  "  These  come  and  knock  at  my 
front  door,  my  father's  door,"  he  would  say,  with  one  of  his  old 
laughs ;  "  the  Bandits,  who  have  the  signal,  enter  only  by  the 
dissecting-room.  I  know  which  are  the  most  honest,  and  that  it 
is  not  always  the  poor  Freebooters  who  best  deserve  to  be 
hanged." 

Like  many  a  young  gentleman  who  has  no  intention  of  pur- 
suing legal  studies  seriously,  Philip  entered  at  an  inn  of  court, 
and  kept  his  terms  duly,  though  he  vowe4  ^^'^i  bis  conscience 
would  not  allow  him  to  practice  (I  am  not  defending  the  opinions 
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of  this  squeamish  moralist — only  stating  them).  His  acquaintance 
here  lay  amonj;  the  Temple  Bohemians.  He  had  part  of  a  set 
of  chambers  in  Parchment' Buildings,  to  be  sure,  and  you  might 
read  on  a  door,  "  Mr.  Cassidy,  Mr.  P.  Firmin,  Mr.  Vanjohn ;" 
but  were  these  gentlemen  likely  to  advance  Phili})  in  life  ?  Cas- 
sidy was  a  newspaper  reporter,  and  young  Vanjohn  a  betting 
man  who  was  always  attending  races.  Dr.  Firmin  had  a  horror 
of  newspaper  men,  and  considered  they  belonged  to  the  danger- 
ous classes,  and  treated  them  with  a  distant  affability. 

"  Look  at  the  governor,  Pen,"  Philip  would  say  to  the  present 
chronicler.  "  He  always  watches  you  with  a  secret  suspicion, 
and  has  never  got  over  his  wonder  at  your  being  a  gentleman. 
I  like  him  when  he  does  the  Lord  Chatham  busmess,  and  con- 
descends toward  you,  and  _gives  you  his  hand  to  kiss.  He  con- 
eiders  he  is  your  better,  don't  you  see  ?  Oh,  he  is  a  paragon  of 
a  pere  noble,  the  goWnor  is !  and  I  ought  to  be  a  young  Sir 
Charles  Grandison."  And  the  young  scapegrace  would  imitate 
his  father's  smile,  and  the  doctor's  manner  of  laying  his  hand  to 
his  breast  and  putting  out  his  neat  right  leg,  all  of  which  move- 
ments or  postures  were,  I  own,  rather  pompofis  and  affected.  _ 

Whatevfer  the  paternal  faults  were,  you  will  say  that  Philip 
was  not  the  man  to  criticise  them ;  nor  in  this  matter  shall  I  at- 
tempt to  defend  him.  My  wife  has  a  little  pensioner  whom  she 
found  wandering  in  the  street,  and  singing  a  little  artless  song. 
The  child  could  not  speak  yet — only  warble  its  little  song;  and 
had  thus  strayed  away  from  home,  and  never  once  knew  of  her 
danger.  We  kept  her  for  a  while,  until  the  police  found  her 
parents.  Our  servants  bathed  her,  and  dressed  her,  and  sent  her 
home  in  such  neat  clothes  as  the  poor  little  wretch  had  never 
seen  until  fortune  sent  her  in  the  way  of  those  good-natured 
folks.  She  pays  them  frequent  visits.  When  she  goes  away 
from  us  she  is  always  neat  and  clean ;  when  she  comes  to  us  she 
is  in  rags  and  dirty.  A  wicked  little  slattern  !  And,  pray,  whose 
duty  is  it  to  keep  her  clean  ?  and  has  not  the  parent  in  this"case 
forgotten  to  honor  her  daughter  ?  Suppose  there  is  some  reason 
which  prevents  Philip  from  loving  his  father — that  the  doctor  has 
neglected  to  cleanse  the  boy's  heart,  and  by  carelessness  and  in- 
difference has  sent  him  erring  into  the  world.  If  sot  woe  be  to 
that  doctor  !  If  I  take  my  little  son  to  the  tavern  to  dinner,  shall 
I  not  assuredly  pay  ?  If  I  suffer  him  in  tender  youth  to  go 
astray,  and  harm  comes  to  him,  whose  is  the  fault  V 

Perhaps  the  very  outrages  and  irregularities  of  which  Phil's 
father  complained  were  in  some  degree  occasioned  by  th^elder's 
own  faults.  He  was  so  laboriously  obsequious  to  great  men  that 
the  son  in  a  rage  defied  and  avoided  them.  He  was  so  grave 
so  polite,  so  complimentary,  so  artificial,  that  Phil,  in  revolt  at 
such  hypocrisy,  chose  to  be  frank,  cynical,  and  familiar.  The 
grave  old  bigwigs  whom  the  doctor  loved  to  assemble,  bland  and 


ON  HIS  WAY  THROUGH  THE  WORLD. 


55 


solemn  men  of  the  ancient  school,  who  dined  solemnly  with  each 
other  at  their  solemn  old"  houses — such  men  as  old  Lord  Botley, 
Baron  Bumpsher,  Cricklade  (who  published  "  Travels  in  Asia 
Minor,"  4to,  1804),  the  Bishop  of  St.  Bees,  and  the  like — wag- 
ged their  old  heads  sadly  when  they  collogued  in  clubs,  and 
talked  of  poor  FirmiA's  scapegrace  of  a  son.  He  would  come 
to  no  good ;  he  was  giving  his  good  father  much  pain ;  he  had 
been  in  all  sorts  of  rows  and  disturbances  at  the  university,  and 
the  master  of  Boniface  reported  most  unfavorably  of  him.  And 
at  the  solemn  dinners  in  Old  Parr  street — the  admirable,  costly, 
silent  dinners — he  treated  these  old  gentlemen  with  a  familiarity 
which  caused  the  old  heads  to  shake  with  surprise  and  choking 
indignation.  Lord  Botley  and  Baron  Bumpsher  had  proposed 
and  seconded  Firmin's  boy  at  the  Megatherium  club.  The  pal- 
lid old  boys  toddled  away  in  alarm  when  he  made  his  appearance 
there.  He  brought  a  smell  of  tobacco-smoke  with  him.  He  was 
capable  of  smoking  in  the  drawing-room  itself.  They  trembled 
befoi'e  Philip,  who,  for  his  part,  used  to  relish  their  senile  anger  ; 
and  loved,  as  he  called  it,  to  tie  all  their  pigtails  together. 

In  no  place  was  Philip  seen  or  heard  to  so  little  advantage  as 
in  his  father's  house.  "  I  feel  like  a  humbug  myself  among  those 
old  humbugs,"  he  would  say  to  me.  "  Their  old  jokes,  and  their 
old  compliments,  and  their  virtuous  old  conversation  sickened 
me.  Are  all  old  men  humbugs,  I  wonder  ?"  It  is  not  pleasant 
to  hear  misanthft)py  from  young  lips,  and  to  find  eyes  that  ara 
scarce  twenty  years  old  already  looking  out  with  distrust  on  the 
world. 

In  other  houses  than  his  own  I  am  bound  to  say  Philip  was 
much  more  amiable,  and  he  carried  with  him  a  splendor  of  gayety 
and  cheerfulness  which  brought  sunshine  and  welcome  into  many 
a  room  which  he  frequented.  I  have  said  that  many  of  his  com- 
panions were  artists  and  journalists,  and  their  clubs  and  haunts 
were  his  own.  Ridley  the  Academician  had  Mrs.  Brandon's 
rooms  in  Thornhaugh  street,  and  Philip  was  often  in  J.  J.'s  studio, 
or  in  the  widow's  little  room  below.  He  had  a  very  great  tender- 
ness and  affection  for  her ;  her  presence  seemed  to  purify  him ; 
and  in  her  company  the  boisterous,  reckless  young  man  was  in- 
variably gentle  and  respectful.  Her  eyes  used  to  fill  with  tears 
when  she  spoke  about  him ;  and  when  he  was  present,  followed 
and  watched  him  with  sweet  motherly  devotion.  It  was  pleasant 
to  see  him  at  her  homely  little  fireside,  and  hear  his  jokes  and 
prattle  with  a  fatuous  old  father,  who  was  one  of  Mrs.  Brandon's 
lodgers.  Philip  would  play  cribbage  for  hours  with  this  old  man, 
frisk  about  him  with  a  hundred  harmless  jokes,  and  walk  out  by 
his  invalid  chair,  when  the  old  captain  went  to  sun  himself  in 
the  New  Road.  He  was  an  idle  fellow,  Philip,  that 's  the  truth. 
He  had  an  agreeable  perseverance  in  doing  nothing,  and  would 
pass  half  a  day  in  perfect  contentment  over  his  pipe,  watching 
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Ridley  at  his  easel.  J-  J-  painted  that  charming  head  of  Philip 
which  bancs  in  Mrs.  Brandon's  little  r«om — with  the  fair  hair, 
the  tawny  beard  and  whiskers,  and  the  bold  blue  eye. 

Phil  had  a  certain  after-supper  song  of  "  Garryowen  na  Gloria," 
which  it  did  you  good  to  hear,  and  which,  when  sung  at  his  full  pitch, 
you  might  hear  for  a  mile  round.  One  night  I  had  been  to  dine 
in  Russell  square,  and  was  brought  home  in  his  carnage  by  Dr. 
Firmin,  who  was  of  the  party.  As  we  came  through  Soho  the 
windows  of  a  certain  club-room  called  the  "  Haunt"  were  open, 
and  we  could  hear  Philip's  song  booming  through  the  night,  and 
especially  a  certain  wild  Irish  war-v"':oop  with  which  it  concluded, 
amidst  universal  applause  and  enthusiastic  battering  of  glasses. 

The  poor  father  sank  back  in  the  carriage  as  though  a  blow 
had  struck  him.  "  Do  you  hear  his  voice he.  groaned  out. 
"  Those  are  his  haunts.  My  son,  who  might  go  anywhere,  pre- 
fers to  be  captain  in  a  pot-house,  and  sing  songs  in  a  tap-room!" 

I  tried  to  make  the  best  of  the  case.  I  knew  there  was  no 
harm  in  the  place  ;  thatclever  men  of  considerable  note  frequent- 
ed it.  But  the  wounded  father  was  not  to  bo  consoled  by  sucii 
commonplaces  ;  and  a  deep  and  natural  grief  oppressed  him,  in 
consequence  of  the  faults  of  his  son. 

What  ensued  by  no  means  surprised  me.  Among  Dr.  Fir- 
min's  patients  was  a  maiden  lady  of  suitable  age  aud  larn-e  for- 
tune, who  looked  upon  the  accomplished  doctor  with  favorable 
^yes.  That  he  should  take  a  companion  to  cheer  him  in  his  sol- 
itude was  natural  enough,  and  all  his  friends  concurred  in  think- 
ing that  he  should  marry.  Every  one  had  cognizance  of  the 
quiet  little  courtship,  except  the  doctor's  son,  between  whom  and 
his  father  there  were  only  too  many  secrets. 

Some  man  in  a  club  asked  Philip  whether  he  should  condole 
with  hini  or  ^ngratulate  on  his  father's  approaching  marria-e  ? 
His  what  ?  The  younger  Firmm  exhibited  the  grealest  surprise 
and  agitation  on  hearing  of  this  match.  He  ran  home  ;  he  aiait- 
ed  his  father  s  return  When  Dr.  Firmin  came  home  and  be- 
took himself  to  his  study  Philip  confronted  him  there,  "  this 
'         '^^^^  '^-'^y"  the  young  Sn 

"A  lie!  what  lie,  Philip?"  asked  the  father.    They  were 
both^ery  resolute  and  courageous  men  ^ 

"  That  you  are  going  to  marry  Miss  Benson  ?" 
Do  you  make  my  house  so  happy  that  I  don't  need  any  oth 
er  companion      asked  the  father  ^ 

"That's  not  the  question,"  said  Philip,  hotly.  "You  can't 
and  must  n  t  marry  that  lady,  sir."  -"-ou  can  t 

"And  why  not,  sir  ?" 

"  Because  in  the  eyes  of  God  and  Heaven  vou  arp  ,v,     •  j 
already,  sir.    And  I  swear  I  will  tell  Miss  B^Ln  the  sror^to 
morrow,  it  you  persist  m  your  plan."  ' 
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So  you  knosv  that  story?"  groaned  the  father. 
"  les.  God  forgive  yon."  said  the'son. 

"  It  was  a  fault  of  my  youth  that  has  been  bitterly  repented  " 
"     fault— a  crime said  Philip. 

"  Enough,  sir  !  Whatever  my  fault,  it  is  not  for  you  to  charge 
me  with  it."  ^ 

•  n»-"''^y°^  won't  guard  your  own  honor.  I  must.  I  shall  fo  to 
Miss  Benson  now." 

"  If  you  go  out  of  this  house  you  don't  pretend  to  return  to 
U  ^ 

"  Be  it  So.    Let  us  settle  our  accounts  and  part,  sir." 
"  Philip,  Philip  !  you  break  my  heart,"  cried  the  father. 
"  You  don't  suppose  mine  is  very  light,  sir  ?"  said  the  sou. 
Philip  never  had  Miss  Benson  for  a  mother-in-law.    But  father 
and  son  loved  each  other  no  better  after  their  dispute. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

BRANDON'S. 

Th'ornhaugh  street  is  but  a  poor  place  now,  and  the  houses 
look  as  if  they  liad  seen  bitter  days ;  but  that  house  with  the 
cut  centre  di-awiiig-room  window,  which  has  the  name  of  Bran- 
don on  the  door,  is  as  m-at  as  any  bouse  in  the  quarter,  and  the 
brass  plate  always  shines  like  burnislied  gold.  About  Easter 
time  many  fine  carriages  stop  at  that  door,  and  splendid  peo- 
ple walk  in,  introduced  by  a  tidy  little  m  lid,  or  else  by  an  ath- 
letic Italian  with  a  glossy  black  bcai'd  and  gold  car-rings,  who 
conducts  them  to  the  drawing-room  floor,  where  Mr.  Ridley,  the 
))ain(:er,  lives,  and  where  his  pictures  are  privately  exhibited 
before  they  go  to  the  Royal  Academj'. 

As  the  cai  riages  drive  up,  you  will  often  see  a  rod-faced  man, 
in  an  olive-green  wig,  smiling  blandly  over  the  blinds  of  the  par- 
lor on  the  ground  Hoor.  That  is  Criptain  Gann,  the  father  of 
the  lady  who  keeps  tlie  iiouse.  .1  don't  know  how  he  came  by 
the  rank  of  captaiti,  but  he  has  borne  it  so  long  and  gallantly 
that  there  is  no  asf.  in  any  lon^'er  questioning  the  title.  He 
does  not  claim  it,  neither  does  he  deny  it.  But  the  wags  who 
call  upon  Mrs.  BraiKion  can  always,  as  the  phrase  is,  "draw" 
her  father  by  speakins  of  Prussia,  France,  Waterloo,  or  battles 
in  general,  until  the  Little  Sister  s^ys,  "Now,  never  mind  about 
the  Battle  of  Waterloo,  piipa  "  (-.he  says  pa — her  h's  are  irregu- 
lar— I  can't  help  it) — ••  N<;ver  inind  about  Waterloo,  papa; 
you  ve  told  them  all  about  it.  Ajid  dou't  gp  on,  Mr.  Beans, 
don't,  pteasc,  go  on  in  that  way." 

Young  Beans  has  already  drawn  "  Captain  Gann,  (assisted  by 
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t;er;  at  Wa:r:^:-(. ••  Captid'  Gai:'.  dv:vr.  ^:r-j  Ki;.;:j^c:::iriCBt.'" 
■  Cajt^n  Gatj-.  called  uj-c-n  t^-  ^17;!;;-  B:.ii_apJ^e  to  .ax 
GCK"]-  Lis  iTxii.  savir.;.  A  !_5ri.-i:.  c:  ir.:-::^.a  dk-.  h;:  Zv'rr 
renderi.'  '    -  Tie  Ihie  c:  Wt  ::;-£-;c:i  ^ci-'lz.^      the  a-i'.  az:,- 
lEg  Old-Grard.  ard  r£:irg.  '177-.  G ft  TLti2.""_  A=a 
:h-:5f  'keioLe; 'are  ^o  drcii  test  txer:  ite  Lirde  ?:;t--7,  l-r^zi- ^ 
r-^n  da-Titter.  :£r.'T  he'ii  ..Trrr:i:r  it  Titir.    T:- be  iure.  sse 
loves         the  L:T:le  Sister:  IiUi.Lf  t'er  crcli  •.•Dcks:  "ar;!;  to 
herself,  jn  her  ."i'.tJe.  cuitT  ccrr.er  j-.t  -n-oTi  :  .ict;  r^er  j:,— re- 
sud,  at  the  rij:!:  T-3L-e.  'atishs  S2ii  s^rTiTlijej  tco;  R:^e;i 
sa^^  he  ir-tr-        l.enci  CTitiTf  cf  -TtTtirei  :h3D  ilr?.  Erar.dor 
.She  has  a  rf^eet  tearr'-er.  i  Ererrr  ?eE~e  of  hT.rrc*.  T;:at  makes 
:he  -heeii  ciinLplc  ara  the  eje  siirre  ;  ara  3  k'zi  heart,  that 
Las  beei:  jcre'v  Trrei  acd  ■s-otrtfcc.  tt:  is        sttT  ard  ^trur. 

CDTCT  their  hcaith.  S:r::e  tsTe  i-iT  -:;i.;-  :rcm  "tm.a  tt  tTc  :i  r.,":' 
irC'T-'^ery.  and  '.zrc's-gz  zi:e  a:'er^ara  iLaTi:iea  tz::  ::;Tf,;:'_T. 

E:::  -idi  ^Litt.c  Sister.  I:a".:i:g  t'een  szHettea  :r.  _^och  10  ,=. 
dreadfaZ  trial  ar.dsc::  -tt.  ia^^td  OTit  or  ii  hy  a  kind  Pr-o^idri.:  e. 
ard  i?  rc-tv  sr  ThcrTr.^h'v  restored  as  to  l'"!.  that  she  i-  h.':r'T:'s\ 
and  TO  thairt  Gcc  ti^at  s_e  .  aa  r-e  irraTefTii  arid  i.*_TT:i.  '''^-.cii 
X'C'OT  Mci.^dt';rrT  ctea  ;re  nursed  hfia  :hj«:T;r.  his  i&i.ss  a;  trii- 
der^y  as  his  izccd  -a-iTe  herseif.  Li  the  days  o:  her  c'R'h  chief 
grief  and  EiisfcrrT:re  ber  laTber.  ■="ho  ■="ai  rrT^j  dontir.-.TiTr 
of  his  ■orire.  a  cruel  and  hiuiidrrirg  tTcrrar..  tbrcsl  ;cr  r-'-rr  littie 
Cardisie  from  his  doar.  trhen  she  reTumed  tc  it.  the  "~rckvr:-3ean- 
ed  viitini  of  a  s-c-otiEdrtf 5  sedneticr  ;  and  -a-hen  The  «^  oar-tain 
•was  hiajseif  ia  -waBt  acd  h  luseirss,  she  had  rzuTid  Lie:.  sheitWed. 
and  fed  hdm.  And  it  —3^  from  that  day  her  ■w  -nR.ils  had  h'e.rar  to 
heal.  and.  frcin  graTiTsde  ror  Tris  immense  r;;:^  c:  cc-t-i  fcrrime 
Tonchsafcd  to  her.  th.at  her  harpiress  ai  d  /aeerrair-Tss  rvTr-ne  i. 
BetTTrr;ea  ?    There  "^as  an  ola  serx^:  ct  the  •rhL*  co^ild 

2-Ot  sTav  izii  the  — tti5e  hecans?  she  "was  sc  aT'Oiumshlv  di^"  -^"v^-- 
foi  TO  the  csptsia.  arid  this  ■!r;rcan  said  she  bad  never  "kh/irn 
Miss.  Caroline  so  cheeriiil,  cor  s~  harpy,  nor      ;ccd-i  -•--k'-^  -■ 
dre  was  Eow.  ^  " 

So  Captain  Gaan  .:&me  to  livr  — ;:h  iiis  daughter-  s-r.-l 
ized  her  -with  mneli  dignity.    Ee  had  a  verr  {^-k-  -s var'v  po-^r-^fii, 
which  served  to  pay  Ms  cinb  expenses,  and  a  -ordor  •-f 
clothes.    His  dub,  I  need  not  say.  was  at  the  •'Aomirai  Brn~^ 
Tottenham  C^^irt  Soa49  and  here  the  eaciair  2:-^  jj.^^-- 
pleasant  liLtie  sodety,  and  craved  anc-easiniriv  abc.^r  hll "-n^* 
jMVEpenty.  " '  " 

I  hare  heard  that  the  co-^mn r-hcn^e  in  S-n-  of  v 
boistca.  -was  a  inat-ty  i.rt.e  .oigmg-iotise  a.:  Mar^ar-.  ^  wV-'eh 
the  iuiidtere  was  »:id  m  tsejiidon  ;  hut  if  i:  haa^i*^  a 
tJ»  captein  ■woald  i  Jt  h»v&  beea  am  of  pJace  tiiere,  oas  or  ^ 
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people  sfill  ratlier  fondly  thought.  His  daughter,  among  others, 
had  trleil  to  fancy  all  sorts  of  good  of  lu;r  father,  and  especially 
that  he  was  a  man  of  remarkably  good  manners.  But  she  had  seen 
one  or  two  gentlemen  since  she  knew  the  poor  old  father — gentle- 
men with  rough  coats  and  good  hearts,  like  Dr.  Goodenough  ; 
gentlemen  with  superfine  coats  and  superfine  double-milled  man- 
ners, like  Dr.  Firmin,  and  hearts — well,  never  mind  about  that 
point ;  gentlemen  of  no  h's,  like  the  good,  dear,  faithful  benefac- 
tor who  had  rescued  her  at  the  brink  of  despair;  men  of  genius, 
like  Ridley;  great,  hearty,  generous,  honest  gentlemen,  like 
Philip  ;  and  this  illusion  about  pa,  I  suppose,  had  vanished  along 
with  some  other  fancies  of  her  poor  little  maiden  youth.  The 
truth  is,  she  had  an  understanding  with  the  "Admiral  Byng:" 
the  landlady  was  instructed  as  to  the  supplies  to  be  furnished  to 
the  captain  ;  and  as  for  his  stories,  poor  Caroline  knew  them  a 
great  deal  too  well  to  believe  in  them  any  more.. 

I  would  not  be  understood  to  accuse  the  captain  of  habitual 
inebriety.  He  was  a  generous  officer,  and  his  delight  was,  when 
in  oash,  to  order  "glasses  round"  for  the  company  at  the  club, 
to  whom  he  narrated  the  history  of  his  brilliant  early  days,  when 
he  lived  in  some  of  the  tip-toe  society  of  this  city,  sir — a  society 
in  which,  we  need  not  say,  the  custom  alwa3S  is  for  gentlemen 
to  treat  other  gentlemen  to  rum-and-water.  Never  mind — I 
wish  we  were  all  as  happy  as  the  captain.  I  see  his  jolly  face 
now  before  me  as  it  blooms  throuah  the  window  in  Thornhaugh 
street,  and  the  wave  of  the  somewhat  dingy  hand  which  sweeps 
me  a  gracious  recognition. 

The  clergyman  of  the  neighboring  chapel  was  a  very  good 
friend  of  the  Little  Sister,  and  has  taken  tea  in  her  parlor;  to 
■which  circumstance  the  captain  frequently  alluded,  pointing  out 
the  very  chair  on  which  the  divine  sate.  Mr.  Gann  attended 
his  ministrations  regularly  every  Sunday,  and  brought  a  rich, 
though  somewliat  worn,  bass  voice  to  bear  upon  the  anthems 
and  hymns  at  the  chapel.  His  style  was  more  florid  than  is 
general  now  among  church  singers,  and,  indeed,  had  been  ac- 
quired in  a  former  age  and  in  the  performance  of  rich  Baccha- 
nalian chants,  such  as  delighted  the  contemporaries  of  our  In- 
cledons  and  Brahams.  With  a  very  little  entreaty,  the  captain 
could  be  induced  to  sing  at  the  club  ;  and  I  must  own  that  Phil 
Firmin  would  draw  the  captain  out,  and  extract  from  him  a 
song  of  ancient  days;  but  this  must  be  in  the  absence  of  his 
daughter,  whose  little  face  wore  au  air  of  such  extreme  terror 
and  disturbance  when  her  father  sang,  that  he  presently  ceased 
from  exercising  his  musical  talents  in  her  hearing.  He  hung  up 
his  lyre,  whereof  it  must  be  owned  that  time  had  broken  many 
of  the  once  resounding  chords. 

With  a  sketch  or  two  contributed  by  her  lodgers — with  a  few 
gimcracka  from  the  neigbbciiiug  Wardour  stieet  piesenited  by 
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otVitrs  of  her  friends — with  tlie  chairs,  table?,  and  bureaus  as 
briijat  as  beeswax  anil  nibbing  poiJJ  make  th^m — the  Little 
Sister's  room  was  a  cheery  little  plat  e.  and  receiveJ  not  a  Hnle 
company.  She  allowed  pa's  pipe.  ■'  It  s  companr  to  him,"  she 
said.  "A  man  can't  be  doirsr  much  harm  when  he  is  smoking 
his  pipe."  And  she  allowed  Phil's  cigar.  Annhin  ^ -n-as  allotvud 
to  Phil,  the  other  lodgers  declared,  who  professed  to  -be  quite 
jealous  of  Philip  Firniin.  She  bad  a  ve:  v  few  books.  •■  When 
I  was  a  girl  I  used  to  be  always  reading  novels.''  she  said  ;  •■  but 
la,  t'uey  'fe  mostly  nonsense.  There  's  ilr.  Pendennis.  who 
comes  to  see  Mr.  Ridlev.  I  wonder  how  a  married  man  can  go 
on  writing  abon:  love.  aiiJ  all  that  stutTl''  And.  indeed,  it  is 
rather  absurd  for  elderly  fingers  to  be  srill  twanging  Dan  Cu- 
pid's toy  bow  and  arrows.  Yesterday  is  gou!- — yes.  but  very 
well  remembered:  and  we  think  of  it  the  more  now  we  know 
that  to-morrow  is  not  going  to  bring  ns  much. 

Into  Mrs.  Brandon's  parlor  Mr.  Ridlev's  old  father  would 
sometimes  enter  of  evenings,  and  share  the  bit  of  bread  an  1 
cheese,  or  the  modesr  supper  of  Mrs,  Br?,ndon  and  the  '-aptain. 
The  homely  little  meal  has  almost  vanished  out  of  our  life  now, 
but  in  former  days  it  assembled  many  a  family  round  its  kindly 
board.  A  litrle  modesr  suijper-n  ay — a  little  quiet  prattle — a  lit- 
tle kindly  glass  that  cheered  and  never  inebriated.  I  can  ;ee 
friendly  faces  smiling  round  such  a  meal,  at  a  period  no:  far 
gone,  but  how  distant !  I  wonder  whether  there  are  anv  old 
folks  now  in  old  quarters  of  old  country  towns,  who  come  to 
each  other's  houses  in  sedan-chairs  at  six  o'clock,  and  play  at 
quadrille  until  supper-tray  time,-'  Of  evenings  Eidlev  and  the 
captain,  I  say,  would  have  a  solemn  game  at  cribbaje.  and  the 
Little  Sister  would  make  up  a  jug  of  something  good  for  the  two 
oldsters.  She  liked  ilr.  Ridley  to  come,  lor  he  alway  s  Ueated 
her  father  so  respectful,  and  was  quite  the  seiitleman.  And  as 
for  Mrs.  Ridley.  Mr.  R.  s  "good  lady" — was  she  not  also  Grate- 
ful to  the  Little  Sister  for  having  nursed  her  son  during  his 
malady  ?  T4irough  their  coanection  they  were  enabled  to  oro- 
cure  Mrs.  Brandon  many  valuable  tiieiids  :  and  always  were 
pleased  to  pass  an  evening  with  the  captain,  and  were"  as  civil 
to  him  as  they  coold^  have  been  had  he  been  at  the  very  h,Aaht 
of  his  prosperity  and  splendor.  My  private  opinion  of"  the  old 
captain,  you  see.  is  that  he  was  a  wwthless  old  captain,  but  most 
fortjnate  in  his  early  ruin,  after  which  he  had  lived  very  much 
admired  and  comfortable,  suiScient  whiskey  beinw  almost  alwars 
provided  for  him. 

Old  Sir.  Ridley  s  respect  for  her  father  afforded  a  most  pre- 
cioEs  consolation  to  the  Little  Sister.  Ridley  liked  to  have  the 
paper  read  to  him.  He  was  never  quite  easy  with  print,  and 
to  his  last  days  many  words  to  be  met  with  in  newspapers  and 
elsewhere  used  to  occasion  the  good  butler  mnch  mteUectual 
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trouble.  The  Little  Sister  made  his  lodfrer's  bills  out  for  him 
(Mr.  R.,  as  well  as  the  eaptaiu  s  daughter,  strove  to  increase  a 
small  iin-orae  by  the  letting  of  furnished  apartments),  or  the 
captain  himself  would  take  these  documents  in  ehartje  ;  he  wrote 
a  noble  mereaiiliie  hand,  rendered  now  somewhat  sbakv  by 
time,  but  still  very  fine  in  Nourishes  and  capitals,  and  very  mucli 
at  worthy  Mr.  Ridley  's  service.  Time  was,  when  his  son  was  a 
boy,  that  J.  J.  himself  liad  prepared  these  accounts,  which 
neither  his  father  nor  his  mother  wo  e  very  competent  to  ar- 
range. •'  We  were  not  in  our  young  lime,  Mr.  (xann,"  Ridley 
remarked  to  his  friend,  "  brought  uj)  to  much  seholarslnp  ;  and 
very  little  book  learning  was  given  to  persons  in  my  rank  of  life. 
It  was  necessary  and  proper  for  you  gentlemen,  of  course,  sir." 
"  Of  course,  Mr.  Ridley,"  winks  the  other  veteran  over  hi?  pip*^ 
"  But  I  can't  go  and  ask  my  son  John  James  to  keep  his  old 
father's  books  now  as  he  used  to  do — which  to  do  so  is,  on  the 
part  of  3  0U  and  Mrs.  Brandon,  the  part  of  true  friendship,  and 
1  value  it,  sir,  and  so  do  my  sou  John  James  reckonize  and  val- 
ue it,  sir."  Mr.  Ridle}'  had  served  gentlemen  of  the  bonne  ecole. 
No  nobleman  could  bo  mo^e  courtly  and  grave  than  he  was. 
In  Mr.  Gann's  manner  there  was  more  humorous  playfulness, 
which  in  no  way,  however,  diminished  the  captain's  high-breed- 
ing. As  he  continued  to  be  intimate  with  Mr.  Ridley,  he  be- 
came loftier  and  more  majestic.  I  think  each  of  these  elders 
acted  ou  the  otl^er,  and  for  good ;  and  I  hope  Ridley's  opinion 
was  correct,  that  Mr.  Gann  was  ever  the  gentleman.  To  see 
these  two  good  fogies  together  was  a  spectacle  for  edification. 
Their  tumblers  kissed  each  other  on  the  table.  Their  elder!}- 
I'riendship  brought  comfort  to  themselves  and  their  families.  A 
little  matter  of  money  once  created  a  coolness  between  the  two 
old  gentlemen.  But  the  Little  Sister  paid  the  outstanding  ac- 
count between  her  father  and  Mr.  Ridley:  there  never  was  any 
i'urtlier  talk  of  pecuniary  loans  between  them  ;  and  when  tlwjy 
went  to  the  ''Admiral  Byng,"  each  paid  lor  himself 

Phjl  often  heard  of  that  nightly  meeting  at  the  "Admiral's 
Head,"'  and  longed  to  be  of  the  company.  But  even  when  he 
saw  the  old  gentlemen  in  the  Little  Sister"s  parlor,  they  felt 
dimly  tli.it  he  was  making  fun  of  them.  The  captain  would  not 
have  been  able  to  brag  so  at  ease  had  Phil  been  continually 
watching  him.  "I  have  'ad  the  honor  of  waiting  on  your  worthy 
father  at  my  Lord  Todaiorden's  table.  Our  little  club  ain't 
no  place  for  you,  Mr.  Philip,  nor  for  my  son,  though  he 's  a  good 
son,  and  proud  me  and  his  mother  is  ot  him,  which  he  have  nev- 
er ga\'e  US  a  moment  s  pain,  except  wlifn  he  ^va-  ill.  since  he 
have  came  to  m  ur',-;  estate,  mo.-t  thankful  am  1,  and  with  my 
hand  ou  my  heart,  for  tti  be  able  to  say  so.-  But  wliat  is  g.ioa 
lor  me  and  Mr.  Ganti,  won't  suit  you  young  gentlemen.  Yon 
ain't  a  tradesman,  sir,  else  I'm  mistaken  in'  the  family,  which  I 
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thought  the  Ringwoodg  one  of  the  best  in  England,  and  the 
Firnilns  a  good  one  likewise."  Mr.  Ridley  lo'/'?d  tlse  sound  ot' 
his  own  voice.  At  the  festive  meetings  of  she  c-lub  seldom  a 
nisflit  passed  in  wliich  he  did  not  compliment  his  brother  Byngs 
an"d  air  his  own  oratory.  Under  this  reproof  Phil  blushed,  and 
hung  his  conscious  head  with  shame.  "Mr.  Ridley,"  says  he, 
"  you  shall  find  I  won't  come  where  I  am  not  welcome  ;  and  if 
I  come  to  annoy  vou  at  the  'Admiral  Bynfj,'  may  I  be  taken  out 
on  the  quarter-deck  and  shot."  On  which  Mr.  Ridley  pro- 
nounced Philip  to  be  a  "  most  sing'lar,  astrornary,  and  asentric 
young  man.  A  good  heart,  sir.  Most  generous  to  relieve  dis- 
tress. Fine  talent,  sir ;  but  I  fear— I  fear  thc\'  won't  come  to 
uiuch  good,  Mr.  Gann — saving  your  presence,  Mrs.  Brandon,, 
m'm,  which,  of  course,  you  always  stand  up  for  him." 

When  Philip  Firmin  had  had  his  pipe  and  his  talk  with  the 
Little  Sister  in  her  parlor,  he  would  ascend  and  smoke  his 
second,  third,  tenth  pipe  in  J.  J.  Ridley'-i  studio.  He  would 
pass  hours  bt-fore  J.  J.'s  easel,  pouring  out.  talk  about  politics, 
about  religion,  about  poetry,  about  women,  about  the  dreadful 
slavishness  ami  meanness  of  the  world — unwearied  in  talk  and 
idleness,  as  placid  J.  J.  was  in  listening  and  labor.  The  paint- 
er had  been  too  busy  in  life  over  hi.s  easel  to  read  many  books. 
His  ignorance  of  literature  smote  liim  with  a  fi-equent  sh.ame. 
Ho  admired  book-writers,  and  young  men  of  the  university  who 
quoted  their  Greek  and  their  Horace  glibly.  He  listeneil  with 
deference  to  their  talk  on  such  matters  ;  no  doubt  got  good  hints 
from  some  of  them ;  was  always  secretly  pained  and  surprised  when 
the  university  gentlemen  wei'e  beaten  in  argument,  or  loud  and 
coarse  in  conversation,  as  sometimes  they  would  be.  "J.  J.  is  a 
very  clever  fellow,  of  course,"  Mr.  Jarman  would  say  of  him, 
"and  the  luckiest  man  in  Europe.  He  loves  painting,  and  he 
is  at  work  all  day.  He  loves  toadying  fine  people,  and  he  goes 
to  a. tea-party  ever}'  night."  You  all  knew  Jarman,  of  Charlotte 
street,  the  miniature-painter  '1  He  was  one  of  the  kings  of  the 
Haunt.  His  tongue  spared  no  one.  He  envied  ail  success,  and 
the  sight  of  prosperity  made  him  furious:  but  to  the  unsuccess- 
ful he  was  kind  ;  to  the  poor  eager  with  help  and  prodiiral  of 
compassion  and  that  old  talk  about  nature's  noblemen  and  the 
glory  of  labor  was  very  fiercely  and  eloquently  wasred  by  him. 
His  friends  admired  him  ;  he  was  the  soul  of  iridepoTidence,  and 
thought  most  men  sneaks  who  wore  clean  linen  and  frequented 
gentlemen's  society  :  but  it  must  be  owned  his  landlords  had  a 
bad  opinion  of  him,  and  I  have  heard  of  one  or  two  of  his  pecu- 
niary transactions  which  certainly  were  not  to  Mr.  Jarmans 
credit.  Jarman  was  a  man  of  remarkable  humor.  He  was  fond 
of  the  widow,  and  jyould  speak  of  her  goodness,  usefulness,  and 
honesty  with  tears  in  his  eyes.  She  was  poor  and  stru2giin<T 
yet.  Had  she  beeivwealthy  and  prosperous,  Mr.  Jarman  "would 
not  have  been  so  alive  to  her  merit. 
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We  asjiai  to  the  room  oa  the  fi«t  flaor,  where  the  centre 
•Kindow  has  been  heijtheiiei  50  as  to  aiFord  aa  upper  light,  aud 
under  that  ^^treriui  of  raiianje  we  bihold  the  head  of  an  old 
friend,  Mr.  J.  J.  Ridier.  liie  R.  Academician.  Time  has  some- 
what thinned  hi?  oi^-n  ,opiou5 'iocs.?,  and  premuurely  streaked 
the  head  wich  silver.  H'S  faoe  is  rather  wan;  the  ea^er.  sensi- 
tive hand  which  poises  brush  and  pa'let.  and  quivers  over  the 
pioture,  is  very  thin  :  round  his  eyes  are  many  of  ill-health 
and.  perhaps,  tare,  bat  the  eves  are  as  bright  as  ever,  and.  when 
they  look  at  the  canvas,  or  the  model  which  he  transfers  to  it, 
clear,  ai;d  j^een,  and  happ v.  He  has  a  verv  s  .veet  singing  voice, 
and  warbles  at  his  work,  or  whistles  at  it,  smiling.  He  sets  his 
hand  lirJe  teats  of  skill  to  perform,  aud  smiles  with  a  boyish 
pleasure  at  hi=  own  matchless  dexterity.  I  have  seen  him,  with 
an  old  pewter  mustari-pot  for  a  model,  fashion  a  splendid  silver 
flagon  in  one  of  his  piorures:  .p\;n:  the  hair  of  an  anitnal,  the 
f  jids  and  flowers  of  a  bit  of  brocade,  aid  so  forth,  with  a  perfect 
delight  in  the  work  he  w.vs  performing  :  a  delight  lasting  from 
morning  till  sundown,  during  whieh  time  he  was  too  busy  to  touch 
the  biscuit  and  gl  if s  of  water  which  was  prepared  for  his  u>aj ?.! 
luncheon.  He  is  greedy  of  the  last  minute  of  light,  and  never 
can  be  got  from  his  darling  pictures  without  a  regret.  To  be  a 
painter,  and  to  have  your  hand  in  perfect  command.  I  hold  to  be 
one  of  life's  sumrna  bona.  The  lappy  mixture  of  hand  and  head 
work  m»st  render  the  occupation  supremely  pleasant.  In  the 
day's  work  must  occur  endless  delightful  difficulties  and  occa- 
sions for  ski'i.  Over  the  details  of  that  armor,  that  drapery,  or 
what  not,  liic  sparkle  of  that  eye,  the  dowuy  blush  of  that  cheek, 
the  jewel  oa  that  neck,  there  are  battles  to  be  fought  and  victo- 
ries to  be  wo;i.  Each  day  there  must  occur  critical  moments  of 
supreme  striiLijle  and  triumph,  when  stri'.igle  and  victory  must 
be  both  invigorating  and  exquisitely  pleasing — as  a  burst  across 
countrv  is  to  a  fine  rider  perfectly  mounted,  who  knows  that  his 
cou' jje  and  his  horse  will  never  fail  him.  There  is  the  excite- 
ment of  the  frame,  and  the  gallant  delijht  in  winning  it.  Of 
this  sort  of  admirable  reward  for  their  labor,  no  men,  I  think, 
have  a  irreatcr  share  than  painters  (perhaps  a  violin-player,  par- 
fecth'  and  triumphantly  performivig  his  own  beautiful  composi- 
tion, mar  be  e q  ; all v  happy).  Here  is  occupation  :  here  is  ex- 
citement :  hero  is  struggle  and  victory:  and  here  is  profit.  Can 
man  ask  more  from  fortune  ?  Dukes  and  Rothschilds  may  be 
envious  of  such  a  man.  . 

Though  Ridley  has  had  his  trials  and  troubles,  as  we  shall 
presently  learn,  his  art  has  mastered  tjiem  all.  Black  care  may 
l;ave  S  it  ia  crupper  on  that  Pegasus,  but  has  never  unhorsed  the 
rider.  In  eertaiu  mic  Is  art  is  dominant  and  superior  to  all  be- 
sides— stroii^rer  than  love,  stronger  than  hate,  or  care,  or  penury. 
As  soon  as  liie  fever  leaves  the  hand  ti^e  it  is  seizing  and  fond- 
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iirg  the  r-  c  :'     Lore  may  frcTrri  ard       false.  tTrt  the  c-'JEt- 

fr;.^  r  d. '  rrLf  31  icL  'r.>->:  r.     'e;  t  r-':  «t-     ~   -J-It--'  '^"^-'^  ' 
s*-.  at  1:5  -ii*^!  -r.-.m  tr*s>>^-  tIJl  srj  •:o>  t.  ?.i  o  letx  £-s 

wcrk  quire  wSi.irc'.}  I  -rn:--t'--  et  '■:  c'l-f  "^'--^  » 
etiircre-j  c!  li-:;;:  w?-  Itr  -■«}-i!-f  i  p  "-■  ■^''.-v  -C' 
CBr'-icg  r^pcTt^:  rrirr  r.i.-  j"  tr  •■ht  u  A --.^  si^'^  iiik-'iZ''-  'o 
sccltu  .  10  tr^r  . =r.  • ;  tkar  h  r  r  1  tare  ^et.  to  n*r,  m 
lile  IcViT2  tl-t-h-  f  ret.  -r  ci  ~o  n  ciL  j-Eii.Ter-.  -X-  -;t.  p-rrLsp^. 
actors.  wLc.  wlcn  ro-  '•  •  1 .  Bt.-eU     alw^.v?  gc  :o  the 

B^foi-e  li  :5  'b-t  ,  3Hr';  P  .1  -FCi-Vi  rir  :c-r  Lgbt^.  a»d  jc'-r  cut 
eT!fi!»-5s  ian<  31  f!  t(1  8'  f  f--n  rie.    B:-  ]:r^5*ri  a       sr:  :  'o 

Eidley  ;  sen] :  Lis  t  b  Vl  r-^  :  ! ''c:  -  '  O^wl-  ^' 
linsitl-'.  EJiu  a-'ci':?-  irf :  e.  tl  t<:C}  ,  f^  .-l  iti:Kt;..irifci  trtiLiilctiSiT 
keen,.  Tie  peiter  icci:  acnirv.d  SELice  !r-=:t  i-r-iigth.  hca-Sii- 
gccd  spiriii.  g':c'i-rriTe<i;nir.  Or  t'l-r-r.  :r.  £:i  ;-ct;"ii.  p£:-:p  had 
a  weaiLh  of  etdc-wirent :  ard  I  Lopt  L^ie  p:  c  .:'  |".:"5  •::  rort- 
ur-  have  ncr  ie'.'t  Lkn  in  his  irr-."-Lr>rr  sjc  I  rc"  547  rr 
wItIi  all  men  PL;I  r  wa?  ~j  r  pilar.  TTrTc  £--t  s^b.-;  ^bc  ntTer 
est  pardcn  £C-:d  -c  u:e.  src  :r-  'l*  -_  mlj- ar.;.  ck  gcttlrin^n  art 
on  the  ■^b-j.'h  :or  i-C-  r->  ^- :  sr  fL  rio  dcc'f  ■".  in  hi*  •  •-^Jr-r  t  rough 
Kfe.  tC'Cr  I'cwr/r  .1:'  Fill  :  -n|  iiJ  d|OI:  >  "  i-  --r' •  o"  r! --^ 
vl    n  rt  I'm  rr  i  ;-  V.     .    ■■  !••  >tu  li-f  *  Pi.  .  - t        :o  ;d 

ct  ri:ii.:r.  "r^  srk  J- mai  B- •  f  i--^^  F  n  i.  s  :  >  r.tr  L  .? 
cn  to  the  rct-ili'v  t  \  '1  c  ;  l  -e  vLik-  R  iij.  '  cn  ;•  i  "**-.  ct.ii- 
raited  -witL  tl.-  E.  If  rcu^i  It  -  loh'd  ~  >'  J^Tc  arj  tiad  the 
dccble  tcBTs  fox  l:^  £d\»T^sr_\  :  le  ictilil  > p>c  a  ican  Mr  noc 
t-e'.tg  a  gtfl'-niEr.  :^^b■L  i.m  lor  h»-'i:i  cne.  I  haie  n.'-: 
■witt  i-cflc  ic  lLc  iro-id  irhi_m  thr  ".it---  cS-- ;<r  is  an  tm- 
p-axticnailc  ir  rcf — a  caui*-  c:  11  lr^^  dci^!".  ri;i~zciL.  aiid  iij- 
pi.kii.  "What  cere  crnLH-cn  cr  i.£-'_ral.  Bu  o,  -a  aii  to  hate 
arc'tter  tor  r-;rr'wkaE  \cu  are  rc>:r  Xit-r  jtcry  is  as  old  as 
frogs.  huT-i.  airti  crH. 

Then,  to  le  itirr.  tti'de?  votir  fr.T:-r;  in  th^r^r  art  tcsr 
admirers.  Btjcnii  tsttt.  i^^hit-b  v-nd-rT^'Gcl — r-eyorid  ueritii, 
which  lie  had — Eict.ey  acruirfi  ^'i-:'^  ic^z;  ana  maniier!;.  &iid 
aiwajs  kepi  Kme  simple  heio  ■whcm  he  lo  .  fd  ^e-iret'T  to  crteri^a 
and  ■worsLip.  He  loved  to  be  trm^  t-eautiftl  ■w.-rr-n  ir  i  sris- 
tocraticai  mtn.  Ptilip  T'.rm'.r..  -  ;  1  h.;  rtptiblicai;  rodor.i  and 
dowTiright  Ll-nttess  of  teLarior  to  all  mer  of  rari  stin—rt-jr  to 
him,  had  a  grand  hij':  mar  iier  c-r  Lii  cwr  r  and  it  te  had  scarte 
two-pence  in  bis  pcu  ker,  wr-j\;  j ---       h-.r"??  in  them  w'-L 

as  mnch  indeterd.-i- ■  ~  she  ii-.  •-  ?  dai  -r-.  -to  tver  ss-L^r^-r-d 
OD  Pall  iJa.i  pavtiTB-nl.    Wl^t .  .  ^  ;  -r  ^.^ .i. 

nt-f.  ma;.,  r'-t  ni  r»  nsS  \ .  i;f  tb<-.i,:-  ;  r  p»f5»-rutv-  i- 
ihi'y.r.t.'Ki'.  K:':-f}.  T-.-  Iw- ^lu  it  a  Hi-:  :  j-^vc 1  s  f.-in- 
anc  ELSuner;  10  W  aLic  10  .^..i  -....i^rr.  lu  in..c.  i.ap  ii  cHr  tii.e 
dunilder.  if  ^ot;  were  s-;  ntind-d.  and  hold  it  hv  the  cuttirr — 
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•"•hit  ^c'j'd  ir'  BidJej  g-ire  for  ?t:ch  ptowers  and  acconsplisb- 

n-vr's  >  Toil  'wi'i  p]t3_sr  to  btar  ::.  iri;",d.  I  am  Eot  5?.T;i;i;  tb'it 
J.  J  "K-f-i  riirhr.  oti-t  that  te  vrjs  r,5  ht^  i^-aj.  1  hope  we  ;tail 
Lavr  Eofc:  jv  in  t-  Jv  sterv  -w-i': ti;  }irvc  famVi  and  petnbari- 
T;-i  Jarnirin  w a?  quite  li^tt  ■Rfc-r.  te  f;.  d  Ric^fv  loved  fine 
conipatiy.    I  c^jj^ve  r's  jj-jdigree  £sve  him  ferret  ariguiihes. 

-iToul.i  :*atter  hit^  -r  Luren  gri.:'t-r-an  than  iTcr-ius  t-vrT  fo  great : 
bur  itt  vc^::  'tY.u  n.e.  ■kLo  b^ve  noTreaknesses  of  onr  own,  try  and 
look  charilablT  on  ihis  ccE:<rSfirti  foible  of  my  friend. 

J.  J.  r.-ver  iloxigbt  of  r-lnkitj  Philip  icr  b-riDg  idle.  Phil 
■sr?,;  as  ibe  liiie*  of  the  fit-Id.  in  the  pairrtr";  opinion.  He  was  not 
caj'.t  1  cpon  to  toii  "'T  spin  :  but  ro  take  his  ease,  and  grow  and 
bask  in  jisii^hine.  srd  hie  arrayed  li,  g-Oiy.  The  little  elique  of 
psicrers  knew  ifhat  Finnin's  nteans  were.  Thirty  ihonsand 
p<  "Jtui  of  his  own.  Thirty  thousand  j  o-inds  dcwn,  sir  :  and  the 
inLcriiance  of  his  fatbex  s  immense  foriute  A  rplendor  ema- 
nated frtHn  this  sirtt  d  \cue2  man.  His  opinions,  his  jokesi,  his 
lacghier.  his  sorir.  bad  the  fre'gtt  of  ti  irty-  ttonsand  down,  sir; 
L-.T.d  er.  .  .  What  oril.  had  r.c  to  work".'  WoTiId  yon  t-et  a 
yotiiig  nofcVmar;  :o  be  an  apprei  iice  V  Philip  wss  free  to  be  as 
idle  ?.i  ;.riv  iord.  if  ]  r  jiktd.  He  cr^hi  to  wear  fine  clothes,  ride 
fir.e  hoTScS,  ■li'.-r  clt""  plait,  and  driik  thf.mva^ue  every  day.  J. 
J.  wcuiJ  wc:":  quire  irheeriiilly  ti"!  surset.  and  bare  an  eight- 
i-er.ry  plate  '4:  m-a:  ir.  Waidor-i  street  rrd  a  g'assof  porter  for 
ti;  Lumr'e  cirner.  A"  it  r  Hrxtnt.  p^du  -imiilar  placis  cf  Bohe- 
n  iii:  resort,  a  ii.Li;  placc  near  the  fire  ^as  always  found  for 
FirmiE.  Tier',  t- il]  ublican  as  he  was.  Jaimari  bad  a  smile  for 
his  ;0-->'sl  i}..  and  nscJ  to  adtpt  parrlonlai'ly  dai:dificd  airs  when 
Lc-  had  btren  invite^  to  O.d  Parr  ^trtet  to  dinner.  1  dare  say 
PLi  ip  liked  flaitery,  I  ovm  il.a:  he  y>as  a  little  weak  in  this 
rr-V'^  :,  ar.d  that  ^  cu  and  I.  my  dear  sir.  are,  of  ceurte.  far  his 
suri-:iors  J.  J  .  who  loved  lim,  wonld  have  had  Lim  follow  his 
annt's  ai.  1  ^ott^in's  acvite.  eji^  .ive  jd  Letter  L-om.psny ;  but  I 
thick  the  painter  -would  not  have  likra  h's  pt-:to  soil  his  har»ds 
vtith  too  mncii  -B-ork,  M.d  rather  admired  Mr.  Phil  for  beiitir  idle. 
Tie  Little  ^:r  r:  ^ave  him  advit-e,  to  he  sure,  tcih  as  to  the  c«ai- 
pattv  he  ^honkl  krep  sr.^l  the  oc-ttpation  -wnieh  w;vs  ■ffholesoaie 
for  iiini.  Bnt  wher;  f'thers  of  hi;  o^iai:  -aree  hinSiXl  that  his 
idler.;  Si  -wcn'd  do  I  tm,  i 't  ct,  s;  e    ould  rot  hear  ot'  tL*  ■  c-ensnre. 

WJyr  shotted  he  ^trk  it  he  cen  t  thooseV  she  asked.  "He 
has  CO  call  to  b--  scrtl.b.'rg  and  s.rattiir.g.  Toi:  wc^uld  n't  have 
lim  ^irtiru  all  dayp4-r''t";  Itnle  dohs'  hero-  on  canTas.  and 
•»-crsi;  J  like  a  slave.  A  r''t<'y -dea.  !i,dee'1 !  His  uiiele  will 
ire*  idir.  an  ay ptintitt-, i»  T-  ai  V  tbe  thijiir  f,t  sbonld  hate. 
sbordd  L%e  ■  ■  ctary  io  "tt  ?i5.--"t.-sa<k.' abtoa*:!.  ar  d  bo  triM  bed"' 
I  t  id'  .  Pi!«l.  ai  la:-  ;^  rt  t-  .  t  i.  ,  to  at  I  cttsice  Ids  vrj^h  to  t-it-r-r 
the  dp.  _itt_'.t:j  :rr'..-i-.  ir.d  L  s  Loj«r  ibat  Lord  Pkii.^wood  would 
farther  his  ^ic'STS  :n  that  respect.    Mesn-a-hiie  be  was  t;ie  kiB^ 
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of  Thornhaugh  sti-eet.    He  might  be  as  idle  as  lie  chose,  aud 
Mrs.  Brandon  had  alwa}'3  a  smile  for  liiin.    He  might  smoke 
a  great  deal  too  much,  but  slie  worked  dainty  little  cigar-cases 
for  hini.    She  hemaicd  him  fine  cambric  pocket-handkerchiefs, 
and  embroidered  his  crest  at  the  corners.    She  worked  him  a 
waistcoat  so  splendid  that  he  almost  blushed  to  wear  it,  gorgeous 
as  he  was  in  apparel  at  this  p^^riod,  and  sumptuous  in  chains, 
sttids,  and  haberdashery.    I  fear  Dr.  Firmin,  sighing  out  liis  dis- 
appointed hopes  in  respect  of  his  son,  has  rather  good  cause  for 
his  dissatisl'actiou.    But  of  these  remonsirances  the  Little  Sister 
would  not  hear.  "  Idle,  why  not  ?   Why  .should  he  work  V  Boys 
will  be  boys.    I  dare  say  his  grumbling  old  pa  was  not  better 
than  Philip  when  he  was  .young !"    And  this  she  spoke  with  a 
heightened  color  in  her  litlile  face,  and  a  defiant  toss  of  her  head, 
of  which  I  did  not  understand  all  the  significance  then  ;  but  at- 
tributed her  eager  partisanship  to  that  admirable  injustice  which, 
belongs  to  all  good  women,  and  for  which  let  us  be  daily  thank- 
ful.   I  know,  dear  ladies,  you  are  angry  at  this  statement.  But, 
even  at  the  risk  of  displeasing  yon ,  we  must  tell  the  truth.  You 
would  wish  to  represent  yourselves  as  equitaide,  logical,  and 
strictly  just.    So,  1  dare  say,  Dr.  Johnson  would  have  liked  Mrs. 
Thrale  to  say  to  him,  "  Sir,  your  manners  are  graceful ;  your 
person  elegant,  cleanly,  and  eminently  pleasing  ;  your  appetite 
small  (especially  for  tea),  and  your  dancing  equal  to  the  Vio- 
letta's;"  which,  you  perceive,  is  merely  ironical.     Women  equi- 
table, logical,  and  strictly  just  I    Mercy  upon  us  !    If  they  were, 
population  would  cease,  the  world  would  be  a  howling  wilder- 
ness.   Well,  in  a  a  word,  this  Little  Sister  petted  and  coaxed 
Philip  Firmin  in  such  an  absurd  way  that  every  one  reiparked 
it — those  who  bad  no  friends,  no  sweethearts,  no  mothers,  no 
daughters,  no  wives,  and  those  who  were  petted,  and  coaxed, 
and  spoiled  at  home  themselves ;  as  I  trust,  dearly  beloved,  is 
your  case. 

Now,  again,  let  us  admit  tlmt  Philip's  father  had  reason  to  be 
angr}-  with  the  boy,  and  deplore  his  son's  taste  for  low  company ; 
but  e.xcuse  the  young  man,  on  the  other  hand,  somewliat  lor  his 
fierce  revolt  and  profound  distaste  at  much  in  his  home  circle 
which  annoyed  him.  "  By  Heaven  !"  (be  would  roar  out,  pull- 
ing his  hair  and  whiskci's,  and  with  many  fierce  ejaculations,  ac- 
cording to  his  wont)  "  th.;  solemnitj'  of  those  humbugs  sickens 
me  so,  that  T  should  like  to  crown  the  V)ld  bishop  with  the  soup 
tureen,  and  box  Baron  Bumpsher's  ears  with  the  saddle  of  mut- 
ton. At  my  aunt's  the  humbug  is  just  the  same.  It  s  better 
done,  perhaps  ;  but  oh,  Pendennis  !  if  you  could  but  knowdhe 
pangs  which  tore  into  my  iieart,  sir,  the  vulture  which  gnawed 
at  this  confounded  liver,  when  1  saw  women — women  who  ought 
to  be  pure — women  who  ought  to  be  like  angels— women  who 
Qught  to  know  no  art  but  that  of  coaxing  our  griefs  away  and 


ON  HIS   WAY  THROUGH  THE  WORLD. 


67 


soothing  our  sorrows — fawning,  jind  cringing,  and  scheming  ; 
cold  to  this  person,  humble  to  that,  flattering  to  the  rich,  and  in- 
different to  the  humble  in  station.  I  tell  you  I  have  seen  ail  this, 
Mrs.  Pendennis  !  I  won't  mention  names,  but  I  have  met  with 
those  v/ho  have  made  me  old  before  my  time — a  hundi'ed  years 
old  !  The  zest  of  life  is  passed  from  mo  "  (here  Mr.  Phil  would 
gulp  a  bumper  from  the  nearest  decanter  at  hand).  "  But  if  I 
like  what  your  husband  is  pleased  to  call  low  society,  it  is  be- 
cause I  have  seen  the  other.  I  have  dangled  about  at  fine  par- 
ties, and  danced  at  fashionable  balls.  1  have  seeu  mothei's  bring 
their  virgin  daughters  up  to  battered  old  rakes,  and  ready  to 
sacrifice  their  innocence  for  fortune  or  a  title.  Tiie  atmosphere 
of  those  polite  drawing-rooms  stifles  me.  I  can 't  bow  the  knee 
to  the  horrible  old  Mammon.  I  walk  about  in  the  crowds  as 
lonely  as  if  I  was  in  a  wilderness ;  and  don't  begin  to  breathe 
freely  until  I  get  some  honest  tobacco  to  clear  the  air.  As  for 
your  husband  "  (meaning  the  writer  of  this  memoir),  "  he  can  not 
help  himself ;  he  is  a  worldling,  of  the  earth,  earthy.  If  a  duke 
were  to  ask  him  to  dinner  to-morrow,  the  parasite  owns  that  ho 
would  go.  Allow  me  my  friends,  my  freedom,  my  rough  com- 
panions, in  their  work -day  clothes.  I  don't  hear  such  lies  and 
flatteries  come  from  behind  pipes  as  used  to  pass  from  above 
white  chokers  when  I  was  in  the  vrorld;"  And  he  would  tear  at 
his  cravat  as  though  the  mere  thought  of  the  world's  conven- 
tionality well-nigh  strangled  him. 

This,  to  be  sure,  was  in  a  late  stage  of  his  career,  but  I  take 
up  the  biography  here  and  there,  so  as  to  give  the  best  idea  I 
may  of  my  friend's  character.  At  this  time — he  is  out  of  the 
country  just  now,  and  besides,  if  he  saw  his  own  likeness  staring 
him  in  the  face,  I  am  confident  he  would  not  know  it — Mr. 
Philip,  in  some  things,  was  as  obstinate  as  a  mule,  and  in  others 
as  weak  as  a  woman.  He  had  a  childish  sensibility  for  what 
was  tender,  helpless,  pretty,  or  pathetic  ;  and  a  mighty  scorn  of 
imposture,  wherever  he  found  it.  He  had  many  good  pur- 
poses, which  were  often  very  vacillating,  and  wer.e  but  seldom 
performed.  He  had  a  vast  number  of  evil  habits,  whereof  you 
know,  idleness  is  said  to  be  the  root.  Many  of  t,hese  evil  pro- 
pensities he  coaxed  and  cuddled  with  much  care ;  and  though 
he  roared  out  peccaui  most  frankly  when  charged  with  his  sins, 
tliis  criminal  would  fall  to  peccation  very  soon  after  promising 
amendment.  What  he  liked  he  would  have.  What  he  dis- 
liked he  could  with  the  greatest  difficulty  be  found  to  do.  Ho 
liked  good  dinners,  good  wine,  good  horses,  good  clothes,  and 
late  hours  ;  and  in  all  these  comforts  of  life  (or  any  olliers  which 
he  fancied,  or  whiidi  were  v.'it'hin  his.  means)  he  indulged  himself 
with  perfect  freedom.  He  hated  hypocrisy  on  his  own  part,  and 
hypocrites  in  general.  He  said  everything  that  came  into  his 
miud  about  things  and  people ;  and  of  course  was  often  wrong 
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and  often  prejudiced,  and  often  occasioned  howls  of  indignation 
or  malijrnant  whispers  of  hatrtd  bv  his  free  ^peakiiig.  He  be- 
Ifeved  ^■^ erything  that  was  said  to'hiin  until  his  informant  Lad 
inish>d  biin  on'je  or  twice,  after  which  lie  would  believe  nothing. 
And  here  I'ouwill  sec  that  his  imp'  tuous credulity  was  asaiisurd 
as  the  subsequent  obstinacy  of  his  unbelief  ily  dear  younfr 
irieiid,  the  profitable  way  in  life  i.-  the  nvd,ile  way.  Don't 
quite  believe  anybody,  ior  he  may  uiislead  you;  neither  disbe- 
lieve him,  for  that  is  uncomplimentary  to  yourjriend.  Black  is 
not  so  very  black  :  and  as  for  white,  bon  Dieu  '  in  our  climate 
what  paint  will  remain  white  lonf;  ?  If  Pliilip  was  stlf-Indulirent, 
I  suppose  other  people  are  se]f-indu!i:eht  likewise  :  and  besides, 
you  know,  your  faultless  heroes  have  ever  so  long  gone  out  of 
fashion.  To  be  young,  to  be  good-looking,  to  be  healthy,  to  be 
hungry  three  times  a  day,  to  have  plenty  of  money,  a  great 
alacrity  of  sleeping,  and  nothing  to  do — all  these,  I  dare  say,  are 
very  dangerons  temptations  to  a  man  ;  but  I  think  T  know  some 
who  would  like  to  undergo  the  dangers  of  the  trial.  Suppose 
there  be  holidays,  is  there  not  work  time  too  ?  Suppose  to-day 
is  feast-day,  may  not  tears  and  repL-ntanee  come  to-morrow  V 
Such  limes  arc  in  store  for  Master  Plii!,  and  so  please  to  let  him 
have  rest  and  comfort  for  a  chapter  or  two. 


CHAPTER  yn. 

IMPLETUR  VKTFJ'.IS  BACCHI. 

That  time,  that  merry  time,  of  Brandon's,  of  Bohemia,  of  oys- 
ters, of  idleness,  of  smoking,  of  song  at  night  and  pro!'use*soda- 
water  in  the  morning,  of  a  pillow— lonely  and  bachelor,  it  is 
true,  but  with  lew  cares  for  bedfellows — of  plenteous  pocket- 
money,  of  ease  Ibr  to-day  and  little  heed  for  to-morrow,  was 
often  remembered  by  Philip  in  aitef-days.  Mr.  Phil's  views  of 
life  were  not  very  exalted,  were  they  ?  The  fruits  of  this  world 
which  he  devoured  with  such  gusto,  I  must  own,  were  of  the 
common  kitchen-garden  sort ;  and  the  lazy  rogue's  ambition 
went  no  farther  than  to  stroll  along  the  sunshiuv  wall,  eat  his 
fill,  and  then  repose  comfortably  in  the  arbor  under  the  arched 
vine.  Why  did  Phil's  mother's  parents  leave  her  thirty  thousand 
pounds  ?  I  dare  say  some  misguided  pi  ojjle  would  be  glad  to 
do  as  much  for  theii;  sons:  but,  ii  J  ba-se  ten,  I  am  deterniinctl 
they  shall  either  have  a  hundred  thousand  apiece,  or  else  bare 
bread  and  cheese.  Man  was  made  to  labor,  and  to  be  \az\." 
Pi-,il  would  affirm,  with  his  usual  cnerjiy  of  e;qiression.  ■•  "\A'lu  n 
the  Indian  warrior  goes  on  ihe  hunting-path  Le  is  sober,  active, 
indomitable.    No  dangers  flight  him,  and  no  labois  tire.  He 
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pndures  the  cold  of  tlic  v-  inter ;  he  couches  on  the  foreat  leaves  ; 
he  subsists  on  frugal  ro6ts,  or  the  casual  spoil  of  his  how.  When 
he  returns  to  his  villaje  he  gor<Tes  to  repletion  ;  he  sleeps,  per- 
haps, to  excess.  AV^hen  the  game  is  devoured,  and  the  fire-water 
exhausted,  again  he  sallies  ibrth  into  the  wilderness ;  he  out- 
elimbs  the  possum,  and  he  throttles  the  bear.  I  am  the  Indian  ; 
and  this  haunt  is  my  wigwam  !  Barbara,  my  squaw,  bring  me 
oysters;  bring  me  a  jug  of  the  frothing  blaek-beer  of  the  pale- 
faces, or  I  will  hang  up  th}'  scalp  on  my  tent-polft."  And  old 
Barbara,  the  good  old  attendant  of  this  Haunt  of  Bandits,  would 
say,  "  Law,  Mr.  Philip,  how  \ou  do  go  on,  to  be.sure  !"  Where 
is  the  Haunt  now  V  and  where  are  the  merry  men  all  who  there 
assembled?  The  sign  is  down;  the  song  is  silent;  the  sand  is 
swept  from  the  floor;  tlie  pipes  are  biokeu,  and  the  ashes  are 
scattered. 

A  little  more  gossip  about  his  merry  days,  and  we  have  done. 
Hi^,  Philip,  was  called  to  the  bar  in  due  course,  and  at  his  call- 
supper  he  assembled  a  dozen  of  his  elderly  and  youthful  friends. 
The  chambers  in  Parchment  Buildings  were  given  up  to  him  for 
this  day.  Mr.  Van  John,  I  think,  was  away  attending  a  steeple- 
chase ;  but  Mr.  Cassidy  was  with  us,  and  several  of  Philip  s 
acquaintances  of  school,  college,  and  the  world.  There  was 
Philip's  father,  and  Philip's  uncle  Twysden,and  I,  Phil's  revered 
and  respe<;table  school  senior,  and  others  of  our  ancient  semina- 
ry-. There  was  Burroughs,  the  second  wrangler  of  his  year, 
great  in  metaphysics,  greater  with  the  knife  and  fork.  There 
was  Stackpole,  Eblanas  favorite  child — the  glutton  of  all  learn- 
ing, the  master  of  many  languages,  who  stuttered  and  blushed 
when  he  spoke  his  own.  There  was  Pinkcrton,  who  albeit  an 
ignoramus  at  the  university,  wa<  already  winnintc  prodigious 
triumphs  at  ihe  parliamentary  bar,  and  investing  in  consols  to 
the  admiration  of  all  his  contemporaries.  There  was  Rosebury 
Ihe  beautiful,  the  May-fair  pet  and  delight  of  Almaek's,  the 
cards  on  whose  mantel-piece  made  all  men  open  the  eyes 
of  wonder,  and  some  of  us  dart  the  scowl  of  envy.  There 
was  my  Lord  Ascot,  Lord  Egbam's  noble  son.  There 
was  Tom  Dale,  who  having  carried  on  his  university  career  too 
splendidly,  had  come  to  grief  in  the  midst  of  it,  and  was  now 
meekly  earning  his  bread  in  the  reporter's  gallery,  alongside  of 
Cassidy.  There  was  Macbride,  who  having  thrown  up  his  fel- 
lowship and  married  his  cousin,  was  now  doing  a  brave  battle 
with  poverty,  and  making  literature  feed  him  until  law  should 
reward  him  more  splendidly-.  There  was  Haythorn,  the  country 
gentleman,  who  ever  remembered  his  old  college  chums,  and 
kept  the  m(^mory  of  that  friendship  up  by  constant  reminders  of 
i)heasauts  and  game  in  the  season.  "There  were  Raby  and 
Maynard  from  the  Guards'  Club  (Maynard  sleeps  now  under 
Crimean  snows),  who  preferred  arms  to  the  toga,  but  cariied 
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into  their  milirary  life  the  love  of  their  old  books,  the  aflfection 
of  their  old  friends.  Most  of  these  must  be  mute  personages  in 
our  little  drama.    Could  any  chronicler  remember  the  talk  of  all 

of  them  ?  ,  ■    T  " 

Several  of  the  jniests  present  were  members  of  tee  Inn  ot 
Court  (the  Upper  Temple),  which  had  confen-ed  on  Philip  tne 
degree  of  Barrister-at-Law.  He  had  dined  in  his  -rfig  :ind 
gown  (Blaokmore's  wig  ^nd  gown)  in  the  inn  haU  that  day.m 
company  witfi  other  members  of  his  inn  :  and,  dinner  over,  vre 
adjourned  to  PLil's  chambers  in  Parchment  Buildings,  where  a 
dessert  was  served,  to  which  ]Mi-.  Firmin's  friends  were  convoked. 

The  wines  came  from  Dr.  Firmin  s  cellar.  His  servants  were 
in  attendance  to  wait  upon  the  i  orepany.  Father  and  son  both 
loved  splendid  hospitalities,  and  as  lar  as  creature  comforts  went 
Philip's  feast  was  richly  provided.  ••  A  supper — I  love  a  supper, 
of  ali'tLinssI  And  in  order  tbat  I  might  enjoy  yours,  1  only 
took  a  siugTe  mutton-chop  for  dinner  I"  cried  Mr.  Twysden,  as  he 
greeted  Philip.  Indeed,  we  found  him,  as  we  arrived  from  tlie- 
hall,  already  in  the  chambers,  and  eating  the  young  barrister's 
dessert.  "  He  s  been  here  ever  so  long,"  savs  Mr.  Brice,  who  of- 
ficiated as  butler,  •■  pegging  away  at  the  olives  and  macaroons. 
Should  n't  wonder  if  he  has  pocketed  some."  There  was  small 
respect  on  the  part  of  Brice  for  !Mr.  Twysden,  whom  the  worthy 
butler  frankly  pronounced  to  be  a  stingy  umbug.  -Meanwhile, 
Talbot  believed  that  the  old  man  respected  him,  and  always 
conversed  with  Brice,  and  treated  him  with  a  cheerftil  cordiality. 

The  outer  Philistines  quickly  arrived,  and  but  that  the  wine 
and  men  were  older,  one  might  have  fancied  one's  self  at  a  col- 
lege wine-party.  Mr.  Twysden  talked  for  the  whole  company. 
He  was  radiant.  He  felt  himself  in  high  spirits.  He  did  tie 
honors  of  Philip's  table.  Indeed,  no  man  was  more  hospitable 
with  other  folks'  wine.  Philip  himself  was  silent  and  riervous. 
I  asked  him  if  the  awful  ceremony  which  he  had  just  undergone 
was  weighing  on  h;s  mind 

He  was  looking  rather  anxiously  toward  the  door ;  and,  know- 
ing somewhat  of  the  state  of  aftairs  at  home.  I  thought  that  prob- 
ahly  he  and  his  father  had  had  one  of  the  disputes  which,  of  late 
days,  had  become  so  frequent  between  them. 

The  company  were  near)  v  all  assembled,  and  busy  with  their 
talk,  and  driiiking  the  doctor's  excellent  claret,  when  Brice  en- 
tering announced  Dr.  Firmin  and  Mr.  Tufton  Hunt. 

"Hang  Mr.  Tufton  Hunt!"  Philip  was  going  to  sav  ;  but  he 
started  up,  went  forward  to  his  fatier,  and  greeted  him  verv  re- 
spectfully. He  then  gave  a  bow  to  the  gentleman  introduced  as 
Mr.  Hunt,  and  they  found  places  at  the  table,  the  doctor  takinw 
his  with  his  usual  handsome  grace.  ° 

The  conversation,  which  had  been  pretty  brisk  until  Dr.  Fir- 
u&B  came-,  drooped  a  Utda  aiber  his  appearance.   "  We  had  an 
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aivful  row  two  days  a<io,"  Philip  whispered  to  me.  We  shook 
hands  and  are  reconciled,  as  you  see.  He  won't  stay  long.  He 
will  be  sent  for  in  half  an  hour  or  so.  He  will  say  he  has  been 
sent  for  by  a  duchess,  and  go  and  have  tea  at  the  club." 

Dr.  Pirniin  bowed,  and  smiled  sadly  at  me,  as  Philip  was  speak- 
ing. I  dare  say  1  blushed  somewhat,  and  felt  as  if  the  doctor 
knew  what  his  son  was  saying  to  me.  He  presently  engaged  in 
conversation  with  Lord  Ascot;  he  hoped  his  good  father  was 
well? 

"  You  keep  him  so,  doctor.  You  don't  give  a  fellow  a  chance," 
bays  the  young  lord. 

"  Pass  the  bottle,  you  young  men  !  Hey  !  We  intend  to  see 
you  all  out  I"  cries  Talbo:  Twysden,  on  pleasure  bent  and  of  the 
frugal  mind. 

"  Well  said,  sir,"  says  the  stranger  introduced  as  Mr.  Hunt; 
"  and  right  good  wine.  Ha,  Firuiin  !  I  think  I  know  the  tap  I" 
and  ho^smacked  his  lips  over  the  claret.  •'  It 's  your  twenty-five' 
and  no  mistake." 

The^red-nosed  individual  seems  a  connoisseur,"  whispered 
Rosebury  at  my  side. 

The  stranger's  nose,  indeed,  was  somewl^at  rosy.  And  to  this 
I  may  add  that  his  clothes  were  black,  his  face  pale  and  not  well 
shorn,  his  white  neckcloth  dingy,  and  his  eyes  bloodshot. 

■'  He  looks  as  if  lie  had  gone  to  bed  in  his  clothes,  and  carries 
a  plentiful  flue  about  his  person.  Who  is  your  father's  esteemed 
friend  ?"  continues  the  wag,  in  an  under  voice. 

'■  You  heard  his  naine,  llosebury,"  says  the  young  barrister, 
gloomily.  :  - 

"  I  should  suggest  that  your  father  is  in  difficulties,  and  attend- 
ed by  arr  officer  of  the  sheriff  of  London,  or  perliaps  subject  to 
mental  aberration,  and  placed  under  the  control  of  a  keeper." 

"  Leave  me  alone,  do  groaned  Philip.  And  here  Twysden. 
who  was  longing  for  an  opportunity  to  make  a  speech,  bounced 
up  from  his  chair,  and  stopped  the  facetious  barrister's  further 
remarks  "by  his  own  eloquence.  His  discourse  was  in  praise  of 
Philip,  the  new-made  barrister.  "What!  if  no  one  else  will  give 
that  toast  your  uncle  will,  and  many  a  heartfelt  blessing  go  with 
vou,  too,  my  boy  1"  cried  the  little  man.  Hp  was  prodigal  of 
benedictions.  He  deishBd  aside  the  tear-drop  of  emotion.  He 
spoke  with  perfect  fluency,  and  for  a  considerable  period.  He 
yeally  made  a  good  speech,  and  was  greeted  with  deserved  cheers 
when  at  length  he  sat  down. 

Phil  stammered  a  few  words  in  reply  to  his  uncle's  voluble 
compliments;  and  then  Lord  Ascot,  a  young  nobleman  of  much 
familiar  humor,  proposed  Phil's  father,  his  health,  and  song.  The 
physician  made  a  neat  speech  from  behind  his  ruffled  shirt.  He 
was  agitated  by  the  tender  feelings  of  a  paternal  heart,  he  said, 
glaucicg  benignly  at  Phil,  who  was  ccacking  filbertit.    To  see  his 
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soH  happy  ;  to  si  e  liim  surrouiirled  by  such  friends  ;  to  know  him 
(.'inbarkc'l  this  d;iy  in  a  profession  which  gave  thy  greatest  scope 
for  talents,  the  noblest  reward  for  industry,  was  a  proud, and 
happy  moment  to  him,  Dr.  Finnin.  WhatTiad  the  poet  observ- 
ed y  '  '-Ingenuas  didicisse  fdeliter  arles''  [hear,  hear!]  "  emoUil 
mores  " — ves,  emoUit  mores.  '  He  drauk  a  bumper  to  the  young 
barrister  (he  waved  his  rin?,  with  a  thimbleful  of  wine  in  his 
class).  .He  pledged  the  yaung  friends  whom  he  saw  assembled  to 
dieer  his  son  cm  his  onward  path.  He  thanked  them  with  a 
father's  heart !  He  passed  liis  emerald  ring  across  bis  eyes  for  a 
moment,  and  lifted  them  to  the  ceiling,  from  which  quarter  he  re- 
quested a  blessins  on  his  boy.  As  thou«h  spirits  (of  whom,  per- 
haps, you  have  read  in  the  colaiuus  of  this  magazine)  approved 
of  his  invocation,  immense  thumps  came  from  above,  along  with 
the  plaudits  which  saluted  the  doctors  speech  from  the  gentle- 
men l  ouud  the  table.  But  the  upper  thumps  were  derisory,  and 
came  from  Mr.  Buffers,  of  the  third  floor,  who  chose  this  method 
of  mocking  our  harmless  little  festivities. 

1  think  these  cheers  from  the  facetious  Buffers^  though  meant 
in  scorn  of  our  partv,  served  to  enliven  it  and  make  us  laugh. 
Spite  of  all  the  talking,  we  were  dull;  and  I  could  not  but  allow 
the  ibrcc  of  my  neighbor's  remark,  that  we  were  sate  upon  and 
smothered  by  the  old  men.  One  or  two  of  the  younger  gentle- 
men chafed  at  the  license  for  tobacco-.--moking'not  being  yet  ac- 
corded.   But  Philip  interdicted  this  amusement  as  yet. 

"Don't,"  he  said;  "my  father  don't  like  it.  He  has  to  see 
patients  to-niglit;  and  they  can't  bear  the,  smell  of  tobacco  by 
their  bedsides." 

The  impatient  youths  waited  with  their  cigar-cases  by  their 
sides.  They  longed  for  the  withdrawal  of  the  obstacle  to  their 
happiness. 

"  He  won't  go,  I  tell  you.  He  '11  be  sent  for,"  growled  Philip 
to  me. 

The  doctor  was  engaged  in_  conversation  to  the  right  and  left 
of  him,  and  seemed  not  to  think  of  a  move.  But,  sure  ent)ugh,  at 
Bi  few  minutes  after  ten  o'clock,  Dr.  Firmin's  footman  entered 
the  room  with  a  note,  which  Firm'in  opened  and  read,  as  Philip 
looked  at  me,  wit^  a  grim  humor  in  his  face.  I  think  Phil's 
father  knew  that  we  knew  he  was  acting.  However,  he  went 
through  the  comedy  quite  gravely. 

"A  physician's  time  is  not  his  own,"  he  said,  shaking  his  hand- 
some, melancholy  head.  "  Good-by,  ray  dear  lord  !  Prav  re- 
member me  at  home  !  Good-ni^»ht,  Philip,  my  bo^-,  and  good- 
speed  to  you  in  your  career  !    Pray,  pray,  don't  move."  " 

And  he  is  gone,  waving  the  fair  hand  and  the  broad -brimmed 
hat,  with  the  beautiful  white  lining.  Phil  conducted  him  to  the 
door,  and  heaved  a  sigh  as  it  closed  upon  his  father — a  sio-h  of 
relief,  I  think,  that  he  was  gone. 
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"  Exit  governoi'.  What 's  the  Latin  for  governor  ?"  says  Lord 
Ascot,  who  possessed  miloh  native  humor,  but  not  very  profound 
scholarship.  "A  most  venerable  old  parent,  Pirniiu.  That  hat 
and  appearance  wouid  command  any  sum  of  money." 

"  Excuse  me,"  lisps  Rosebury,  "  but  why  did  n't  he  take  his 
elderly  friend  with  him — the  dilapidated  clerical  gentleman  who 
is  drinking  claret  so  freely  ?  And  also,  why  did  he  not  remove 
your  avuncular  orator  ?  Mr.  Twysden,  your  interesting  young 
neophyte  has  provided  us  with  an  excellent  specimen  of  th6 
cheerful  produce  of  the  Gascon  grape." 

"  Well,  then,  now  the  old  gentleman  is  gone,  let  us  pass  the 
bottle  and  make  a  niarht  of  it.    Hey,  niy  loi  d  ?"  cries  Twysden. 

Piiilip,  your  clan't  is  ir"i>d!  I  sav,  do  you  reni'^mber  some 
Chateau  ^Jargaux  I  had,  which  Winton  liked  soV  It  must  be  good 
if  he  praised  it,  I  can  tell  you.  I  imported  it  myself,  and  gave  him 
the,  address  of  the  Bordeaux  mercliant;  and  he  said  he  had  sel- 
dom tasted  any  like  it.  Those  were  his  very  words.  I  must  get 
you  fellows  to  come  and  taste  it  some  day." 

"  Some  day !  What  day  V  Name  it,  generous  Amphitryon  !" 
cries  Rosebury. 

"  Some  day,  at  seven  o'clock.  With  a  plain,  quiet  dinner — a 
clear  soup,  a  bit  of  fi-<h,  a  couple  of  little  entrees,  and  a  nice  little 
roast.  That  s  iny  kind  of  dinner.  And  we  '11  tn^te  that  claret, 
j'ounij  men.  It  i.s  not  a  heavy  wine.  It  is  not  a  first-class  wine. 
I  don't  mean  cvi^n  to  say  it  i<  a  dear  wine,  but  it  has  a  bouquet 
and  a  j)uri'ni'ss.     Wliaf.  you  will  .^makc.  vou  fellows'?" 

Wf  iri/l  <lo  it,  Twysden.  B  ^tter  do  ai  the  rest  of  us  do. 
Try  one  of  thrsi^" 

The  lit-le  niui  ;u'cf]its  tin-  i.rofi'^M-i'd  cigar  from  the  young 
noljleman'fi  box,  li.'ljts  it,  li>  in-i  and  liawks,  afnd  lapses  into  silence. 

'■  I  thouLrlit  thai  would  ih)  for  him,"  murmurs  the  facetioiis  As- 
cot. '•  It,  is  stroll;;  enouirli  to  blow  his  old  head  off,  and  I  wish  it 
would.  That  cigar, '  he  continues,  "  was  given  to  my  father  by 
the  Duke  of  Medina  Sidonia,  who  had  it  out  of  the  Queen  of 
Spain's  own  box.  She  smokes  a  good  deal,  but  naturally  likes 
'em  mild.    I  can  give  you  a  stronger  one." 

"  Oh,  no.  I  dare  say  this  is  very  fine.  Thank  you !"  says' 
poor  Talbot. 

"  Leave  him  alone,  can't  you  '?"  says  Philip.  "  Don't  make  a 
fool  of  him  before  the  )'oung  men.  Ascot." 

Philip  still  looked  very  di.smal  in  the  midst  of  the  festivity.  He 
was  thinking  of  his  differences  with  his  absent  parent. 

We  might  ail  have  been  easily  consoled,  if  the  doctor  had  tak- 
en away  with  him  the  elderly  companion  whom  he  had  introduced 
to  Phil's  feast.  Hij  could  not  hive  been  very  welcome  to  our 
host,  for  Phil  scowled  at  his  guest,  and  whispered,  "  Hang  Hunt," 
to  his  neighbor. 

"  Hang  Hunt" — the  Rev.  Tufton  Hunt  was  his  name — was  in 
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no  wise  disconcerted  by  the  coolness  of  his  reception.  He  drank 
his  wine  very  freely ;  addressed  himself  to  his  neighbors  affably ; 
and  called  out  a  loud  "Hear,  hear!"  to  Twysden,  when  that 
gentleman  announced  his  intention  of  making  a  night  of  it.  As 
Mr.  Hunt  warmed  with  wine  he  spoke  to  the  table.  He  talked 
a  great  deal  about  the  Ringwood  family ;  had  been  very  intimate 
at  Wingate,  in  old  days,  as  he  told  Mr.  Twydsen,  and  an  intimate 
friend  of  poor  Cinqbars,  Lord  Ringwood's  only  son.  Now,  the 
memory  of  the  late  Lord  Cinqbars  was  not  an  agreeable  recollec- 
tion to  the  relatives  of  the  house  of  Ringwood.  He  was  in  life  a 
dissipated  and  disreputable  young  lord.  His  name  was  seldom 
mentioned  in  his  family;  never  by  his  father,  with  whom  he  had 
had  many  quarrels. 

"  You  know  I  introduced  Cinqbars  to  your  fatlier,  Philip  V" 
calls  out  the  dingy  clergyman. 

"  I  have  heard  you  mention  the  fact,"  says  Philip. 

"  They  met  at  a  wine  in  my  rooms  in  Corpus.  Briimmell  Fir- 
min  we  used  to  call  your  father  in  those  days.  He  was  the  great- 
est buck  in  the  university — always  a  dressy  man,  kept  himters, 
gave  the  best  dinners  in  Cambridge.  We  were  a  wild  set. 
There  was  Cinqbars,  Brand  Firniin,  Beryl,  Toplady,  about  a 
dozen  of  us,  almost  noblemen  or  fellow-Lommoners — fellows  who 
all  kept  their  horses  and  had  their  private  servants." 

This  speech  was  addressed  to  the  company,  who  yet  did  not 
seem  much  edified  by  the  college  recollections  of  the  dingy 
elderly  man. 

"  Almost  all  Trinity  men,  sir  i  We  dined  T^th  each  other  week 
about.  Many  of  them  had  their  tandems.  Desperate  fellow 
across  country  your  father  was.  And — but  we  won't  tell  tales 
out  of  school,  hey  ?" 

"No;  please  don't,  sir,"  said  Philip,  clenching  his  fists  and 
biting  his  lips.  The  shabby,  ill-bred,  swaggering  man  was  eatin<r 
Philip's  salt ;  Phil's  lordly  ideas  of  hospitality  did  not  allow  him 
to  quarrel  with  the  guest  under  his  tent. 

"  When  he  went  out  in  medicine  we  were  all  of  us  astonished 
Why,  sir,  Brand  Firmin,  at  one  time,  was  the  greatest  swell  in 
the  university,"  continued  Mr.  Hunt,  "  and  such'a  plucky  fellow  I 
So  was  poor  Cinqbars,  though  he  had  no  stamina.  He.  I  and 
Firmin  fought  for  twenty  minutes  before  Caius'  Gate  with  about 
twenty  bargemen,  and  you  should  have  seen  your  father  hit  out ! 
I  was  a  handy  one  in  those  days,  too,  with  my  fingers.  We 
learned  the  noble  art  of  self-defence  in  my  time,  young  gentle 
men  !  We  used  to  have  Glover,  the  boxer,  dowil  from  London" 
who  gave  us  lessons.  Cinqbars  was  a  pretty  sparrer  bu  t  no  stam- 
ina. Brandy  kilied  him,  sir — brandy  killed  him!  Why  this  is 
some  of  your  governor's  wine  I  He  and  I  have  been  drinking  it 
to-night  in  Parr  street,  and  talking  over  old  times." 

"  I  am  glad,  sir,  you  found  the  wine  to  your  taste,"  says  Philip 
gravely.  ^' 
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"  I  did,  Philip,  my  boy  !  And  when  your  father  said  he  vrna 
corning  <o  your  wine,  I  said  I 'd  eome  too." 

"  I  wisli  somebody  woulii  fling  him  out  of  the  window,"  groaned 
Phih'p. 

"  A  most  potent,  gi-ave,  and  reverend  senior,"  ivhispered  Rose- 
burj'  to  me.  "  I  ri^ad  billiards,  Boulogne,  gambling-liouses  in  his 
noble  lineaments.  Has  he  long  adorned  your  family  circle.  Fir- 
minV" 

"  I  ionnd  him  at  home  about  a  month  ajro,  in  my  father's  ante- 
room, in  the  ."iame  clothes,  with  a  pair  of  manjiv  mustaches  on  hia 
face  ;  and  he  has  been  at  our  house  every  day  since." 

"  Ecliappe  de  Toulon,"  says  Eosebury,  blandly,  Jookina  toward 
the  stranger.  '■^Cela  se  voil.  Homme  parfaiiement  disiirif/iie. 
You  are  quite  riijht,  sir.  I  was  speakinp;  of  you  ;  and  asking  our 
friend  Pliilip  .wiiere  it  was  1  hhi]  the  honor  of  meeting  you  abroad 
last  year?  Thio  courte-y,"  he  gently  added,  "will  disarm 
tig"'-s." 

"  J        abroad,  sir.  last  \?ca\"  said  the  otlier,  nodding  his  head. 

''  Three  to  one  he  was  iu  Bouiogne  jail,  or  perhaps  officiating 
chaplain  at  a  panibling- house.  Stop,  1  have  it  !  Baden  Baden, 
sir  V" 

'•I  wiis  there,  safe  enough,"  says  the  clergyman.  "It  is  a 
verv  pvetty  place  ;  but  the  air  of  the  A  pi  en  kills  you.  Ha  !  ha  I 
Your  t'lflicr  used  to  shake  his  elbow  when  he  was  a  youngster 
too,  Phiilip  !  I  can't  help  calling  you  Philip.  I  'vc  known  your 
father  these  thirty  years.     We  were  college  chums,  you  know." 

"  Ah  1  what  woulfl  1  give,"  siijhs  Rosebury,  "  if  that  venerable 
being  would  but  address  me  by  ray  Christian  name  !  Philip,  do 
something  to  make  your  party  go.  The  old  gentlemen  are 
throttlinc;  it  ?  Sing  something,  somebody!  or  let  us  drown  our 
melancholy  in  wine.  You  expressed  your  approbation  of  this 
claret,  sir.  and  claimed  a  previous  acquaintance  with  it?" 

"  T 've  drunk  two  dozen  of  it  in  the  last  month,"  says  Mr. 

Hunt,  with  a  grin.  ,  -r,  •  •  ,-1 

"  TwiD  dozen  and  four,  sir,"  remarks  Mr.  Brice,  putting  afresh 

bottle  on  the  table. 

Well  said,  Brice  1  I  make  the  Firmm  Arras  my  head-quar- 
ters ;  and  honor  the  landlord  with  a  good  deal  of  my  company," 
remarks  Mr.  Hunt.  ,  ,    ,  . 

"  The  Firmin  Arms  are  honored  by  having  sucli  supporters  ! 
gjj.^.g  pi,ip  glaring,  and  with  a  heaving  chest.     At  each  moment 
he"  was  jvrowiiig  more  and  more  angry  with  that  parson. 

A!  a'f:ertaiTi  sta^e  of  coiivivialitj'  Phil  was  fond  of  talking  of 
his  pedigree  ;  and,  though  a  professor  of  very  liberal  opinions, 
was  not  a  little  proud  of  some  of  his  ancestors. 

"  Oh,  come,  1  say  !  Sink  the  heraldry  !"  cries  Lord  Ascot. 

"  I  am  very  sorry  1  I  would  do  anything  to  oblige  you,  but  I 
can't  help  being  a  gentleman  !"  growls  Philip. 
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"  Oh,  I  sav  '  If  you  intend  to  come  King  Richard  III  over  us — " 
breaks  out  my  lord. 

"  Ascot !  your  ancestors  were  sweeping  counters  when  mine 
stood  by  Kins  Richard  in  that  riiihteous  fighr  1"  shouts  Philip.  , 

That  monarch  had  conferred  lands  upon  the  Ringwood  family. 
Richard  III  was  Piiilip's  battle-horse ;  when  he  trotted  it  after 
dinner  he  was  splendid  in  his  chivalry. 

"  Oh,  I  say!  If  you  are  to  saddle'  White  Surrey,  fight  Bos- 
worth  Field,'  and  murder,  the  kids  in  the  Tower  I '  continues 
Lord  Ascot. 

"  Serve  the  little  brutes  right  1"  roars  Phil.  "  They  were  no 
more  heirs  of  the  blood  royal  of  England  than — " 

"  I  dare  jay  !  Only  I 'd  rather  have  a  song,  now  the  old  boy  is 
gone.  I  say,  you  fellows,  chant  something,  do  now  !  Bar  all  this 
row  about  Bosworth  Field  and  Richard  the  Third  !  Always  does 
it  when  he 's  beer  on  board — always  does  it,  give  you  my  honor  1" 
whispers  the  young  nobleman  to  liis  neighbor. 

'■  I  am  a  fool !  I  am  a  fool !"  cries  Phil,  smacking  his  forehead. 
"  There  are  moments  when  the  wrong.'!  of  my  race  k;("z7  intervene. 
It 's  not  your  fault,  Mr.  What-d'ye-call-'em,  that  you  alluded  to 
mi'  arms  in  a  derisive  manner.  I  bear  you  no  malice  !  Xay,  I 
ask  your  pardon!  Xay!  I  pledge  you  in  this  claret,  wliich  is 
good,  though  it 's  my  governor's.  In  our  house  everything  i?  n't 
hum — Bosh  I  it's  twenty-five  claret,  sir  !  Ascot's  father  gave  him 
a  pipe  of  it  for  saving  a  life  which  might  be  better  spent ;  and  I 
believe  the  apothecarj'  would  have  pulled  j'ou  through.  Ascot, 
just  as  well  as  my  governor.  But  the  wine 's  good  !  Good  !  Brice, 
some  more  claret !  A  song !  Who  spoke  of  a  song  !  Warble  us 
something,  Tom  Dale  !  A  song,  a -song,  a  song  I" 

Whereupon  the  exquisite  ditty  of  '•  Moonlight  on  the  Tiles  " 
was  given  by  Tom  Dale  with  all  his  aecuitomed  humor.  Then 
politeness  demanded  that  our  host  should  sing  one  of  bis  songs, 
and  as  I  have  beard  him  perform  it  many  times  I  have  the  privi- 
lege of  here  reprinting  it — premising  that  the  tune  ani]  -i.  •  . 
were  taken  from  a  German  song-book,  wliich  used  to  lie^-gh,  i;< 
melodious  youth  in  by-gone  days.  Philip  accordingly  lifted  up 
his  great  voice  and  sang  : 

DOCTOR  LUTHEB. 

^ToT  the  souls'  edification 
Of  this  de<:ent  congi-e^ation. 
Worthy  people ;  by  vcBr  glTillt, 
I  -will  sins  a  holy  chant, 

I  ■nill  sin-;  a  holy  chant. 
If  the  ditty  suninl  but  odiy. 
'Tnas  a  father,  wise  and  godly. 
Sang  it     l-jug  :t^:i. 

Thea  eing     Doctor  Lnther  sang. 

As  D  jctor  Lnther  sang. 

Who  loTes  not  trine,  w.:.xiian.  and  *  >ng. 

He  is  a  fool  hi?  whole  life  long. 
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"  He  by  custom  patriarclial. 
Loved  to  see  the  beaker  sparkle. 
And  he  thought  the  wine  improved, 
Tasted  by  the  wife  he  loved, 

By  the  kindly  lips  lie  loved. 
Friends!  I  wish  this  custom  pious 
Billy  were  adopted  by  us. 
To  combine  love,  song,  wine  : 

And  sing  as  Doctor  Luther  sang. 

As  Doctor  Luther  sang. 

Who  loves  not  wine,  womari.  and  song. 

He  is  a  fool  his  whole  life  long. 

Who  refuses  this  our  credo. 
And  demurs  to  drink  as  we  do. 
Were  he  holy  as  John  Knox. 
I 'd  pronounce  him  hetcrodo.x, 

I 'd  pronounce  him  heterodox. 
And  from  out  this  congregation, 
With  a  solemn  commination. 
Banish  quick  the  heretic. 

Who  would  not  sing  as  Luther  sang. 

As  Doctor  Ltither  sang. 

Who  loves  not  wine,  woman,  and  song. 

He  is  a  fool  his  whole  life  long." 

The  reader's  humble  servant  was  older  than  most  of  the  party 
assembled  at  this  symposium,  which  may  have  taken  place  some 
score  of  years  back  ;  but  as  I  listened  to  the  noise,  the  fresh 
laughter,  the  songs  remembered  out  of  old  university  days,  the 
talk  and  cant  phrases  of  the  old  school  of  which  most  of  us  had 
been  disciples,  dear  me,  I  felt  quite  young  a;;ain,  and  when  cer- 
tain knocks  came  to  the  door  about  midnight,  enjoyed  quite  are- 
freshing  pang  of  anxious  interest  for  a  moment,  deeming  the 
'proctors  were  rapping,  having  heard  our  shouts  in  the  court  be- 
low. The  late  comer,  however,  was  only  a  tavern-waiter,  bear- 
ing a  supper-tray  ;  and  we  were  free  to  speechify,  shout,  quarrel, 
and  be  as  young  as  we  liked,  with  nobody  to  find  fault,  except, 
perchance,  the  bencher  below,  who,  I  dare  say,  was  kept  awake 
with  our  noise. 

When  that  supper  arrived,  poor  Talbot  Twysden,  who  had 
come  so  far  to  enjoy  it,  was  not  in  a  state  to  partake  of  it.  Lord 
Ascot's  cigar  had  proved  too  much  for  him  :  and  the  worthy  gen- 
tleman had  been  lying  on  a  sofa,  in  a  neighboring  room,  for  some 
time  past,  in  a  state  of  hopeless  collapse.  He  had  told  us,  while 
yet  capable  of  speech,  what  a  love  and  regard  he  had  for  Philip  ; 
but  between  him  and  Philip's  father  there  was  but  little  love. 
They  had  had  that  worst  and  most  irremediable  of  quarrels,  a 
dilFcrencc  about  two-pence  half-penny  in  the  division  of  the 
property  of  their  late  fat!ier-in-law.  Firmin  still  thouQ-ht  Twys- 
den a  shabby  curmudgeon;  and  Twysden  considered  Firmin  an 
unprincipled  man.  When  Mrs.  Firinin  was  alive  the  two  poor 
sisters  had  had  to  regulate  their  affections  by  the  marital  orders, 
and  to  be  warm,  cool,  moderate,  freezing,  according  to  their  hus- 
bands' state  for  the  time  being.    I  wonder  are  there  many  real 
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reconciliatioTis  ?  Dear  Tomkins  and  I  are  reconciled,  I  know. 
We  have  met  and  dined  at  Jones'.  And  ah  !  how  fond  wp,  are 
of  each  other  !  Oh,  very  I  So  with  Finnin  and  Twysdcn.  They 
met  and  shook  hands  wi'th  perfect  animosity.  So  did  Twysdcn 
iunior  and  Firmin  junior.  Young  Twysden  was  the  elder,  and 
'thrashed  and  bullied  Phil  as  a  lioy,  until  the  latter  arose  and 
pitched  his  cousin  down  stairs.  Mentally,  they  were  always 
kicking  each  other  down  stairs.  Well,  poor  Talbot  could  Jiot 
partake  of  the  supper  when  it  came,  and  lay  in  a  piteous  stale 
or,  the  neighboring  sofa  of  the  absent  Mr.  Van  John. 

Who  v.'ould  go  home  with  him,  where  Lis  wife  must  be  anxious 
about  him  V  I  agreed  to  convo}  him,  and  the  parson  said  lie  was 
going  our  way,  and  would  accompany  us.  We  supported  this 
senior  through  the  Temple,  and  put  him  on  the  Iroiit  seat  of  a 
cab.  The  cigar  had  disgracefully  overeonie  liiai;  and  any  lect- 
urer on  the  eviis  of  smoking  niicrht  Irive  pointed  his  moral  on 
the  helpless  person  of  this  wi  et!  lied  gentlciiiau. 

The  evening's  feasting  had  only  imparted  animation  to  Mr. 
Hunt,  and  occasioned  an  agreeable  ahavdon  in  his  tallc.  I  had 
seen  the  man  before  in  Dr.  Firmin's  house,  and  own  that  Jiis  so- 
eie'y  was  almost  as  odious  to  me  as  to  the  dortor's  son  Philip. 
On  all  subjects  and  persons  Phil  was  accustomed  to  speak  bis 
mind  out  a  great  deal  too  opeidy;  and  Mr.  Hunt  had  been  aTi 
object  of  special  dislike  to  him  ever  since  he  had  known  Hunt. 
1  tried  to  make  the  best  of  the  matter.  Few  men  ofkindly  feel- 
ing and  good  station  are  without  a  dependent  or  two.  Men 
start  together  in  the  race  of  life  ;  and  Jack  wins,  and  Tom  falls 
bv  his  side.  The  successful  man  succors  and  rca(jhcs  a  friendly 
hand  to  the  unfortunate  competitor.  Remembrance  of  early 
times  gives  the  latter  a  sort  of  right  to  call  on  his  luckier  com- 
rade ;  and  a  man  finds  himself  pitying,  then  enduring,  then  em- 
bracing a  companion  for  v.-hom,  in  old  days,  perhaps,  he  never 
l<ad  had  an)'  regard  or  esteem,  A  prosperous  mian  ought  to  have 
ibllowers ;  if  he  has  none,  he  has  a  hard  heart. 

This  philosophizing  was  all  very  well.  It  was  good  for  a  man 
not  to  desert  the  friends  of  his  boyhood.  But  to  live  with  such 
a  cad  as  that — with  that  creature,  lov/,  servile,  swaggering,  be- 
sotted— "  How  could  his  father,  who  had  fine  tastes,  and  loved 
grand  company,  put  up  with  such  a  fellow  V"  asked  Phil,  '•  I 
don't  know  when  the  man  is  the  more  odjous,  when  he  is  famil- 
iar or  v.'hcn'he  is  respectful ;  when  he  is  paying  complimenls  to 
my  father's  guests  in  Parr  sticet,  or  telling  hideous  old  stale 
stories,  as  he'did  at  my  call-f upper." 

The  wine  of  which  Mr.  Hunt  freeh-  partook  on  that  occasion 
made  him,  as  I  have  said,  communicative.  "  Not  a  bad  fellow, 
our  host,"  he  remarked,  on  his  parr,  v,  l:en  we  came  away  to- 
g-ether. "  Bumptious,  good-looking,  speaks  Iiis  mind,  hates  me, 
and  I  don't  care.  He  must  be  well-to-do  in  the  world.  Master 
Philip," 
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I  said  I  hoped  and  thonght  so. 

"  Brummell  Firmiii  mnst  make  four  or  five  thousand  a  year. 
He  iras  a  wOd  fellow  in  my  time,  I  can  tell  yon — ^in  the  days  of 
the  wild  Prince  and  Poyns — stuck  at  nothing,  spent  his  own 
money,  mined  himself,  fell  on  his  legs  somehow,  and  married  a 
fortune.  Some  of  us  have  not  been  so  Incky.  I  had  nobody  to 
pay  my  debts.  I  missed  my  fellowship  by  idling  and  dissipating 
with  those  confounded  hats  and  sUyer-laced  gowns.  1  liked 
good  company  in  those  days — always  did  when  I  could  get  it. 
If  you  were  to  write  my  adyentures  now,  you  would  have  to  tell 
some  queer  stories.  I  'ye  been  erery where ;  1  've  seen  high 
and  low — 'specially  low.  I  ve  tried  schoolmastering.  bear- 
leading,  newspapering,  America,  West  Indies.  I  'ye  been  in 
every  city  in  Europe.  I  have  n"t  been  as  lucky  as  Brummell 
Firmin.  He  rolls  in  his  coach,  he  does,  and  I  walk  in  my  high- 
lows.  Guineas  drop  into  his  palm  every  day,  and  are  uncom- 
monly scarce  in  mine,  Itan  teil  you  :  and  poor  old  Tuflon  Hunt 
is  not  much  better  off  at  fifty  od']  th.an  he  ■srg?  when  he  was  an 
niidergradnate  at  eighteen.  How  do  you  do.  old  gentleman  ? 
Air  do  you  g.^od  ?  ■  Here  we  <are  at  Beaunash  street;  hope 
you 've  got  the  key,  and  misFi?  won't  see  you."  A  large  butler, 
too  well-bred  to  express  astonishment  at  any  event  which  oc- 
curred out  of  doors,  opened  Mr.  Twysden  s  and  let  in  that  la- 
mentable gentleman.  He  was  very  pale  and  solemn.  He 
gasped  out  a  few  words,  intimating  his  intention  to  fix  a  day  to 
ask  us  to  come  and  dine  soon,  and  taste  that  wine  that  Winton 
liked  so.  He  waved  an  unsteady  hand  to  us.  If  Mrs.  Twysden 
was  on  the  stairs  to  see  the  condition  of  her  lord,  1  hope  she 
took  possession  of  the  candle.  Hunt  grumbled  as  we  came  out : 
'•  He  might  have  offered  us  some  refreshment  after  bringing  him 
all  that  way  home.  It 's  only  half-past  one.  There 's  no  good 
in  going  to  bed  so  soon  as  that.  Let  us  go  and  have  a  drink 
Bomewhere.  I  know  a  very  good  crib  close  by.  Xo,  you  won't  V 
I  sav  "  (cere  he  burst  into  a  laugh  which  startled  the  sleeping 
street).  "  I  know  what  you  ve  been  thinking  all  the  time  in  the 
cab.  Ton  are  a  swell — you  are.  too  '  You  have  been  thinking, 
'  This  dreary  old  parson  will  try  and  borrow  money  firom  me.' 
But  I  won't,  my  boy.  I've  got  a  banker.  Look  here!  Fee, 
faw.  fum.  You  understand.  I  can  get  the  sovereigns  out  of 
my  medical  swell  in  Old  Parr  street.  I  prescribe  bleeding  for 
him — I  drew  him  to-night.  He  is  a  very  kind  fellow,  Bmmmell 
Firmin  is.  He  can't  deny  such  a  dear  old  friend  anything. 
Bless  him  '''  And  as  he  turned  away  to  some  midnight  haunt  of 
hh  ovrn.  he  tossed  up  his  hand  in  the  aii>.  I  heai-d  him  laughing 
through  the  silent  street,  and  policeman  X,  tramping  on  Lis 
beat,  turned  round  and  suspiciously  eyed  him. 

Then  I  thought  of  Dr.  Firmin's  dark,  melancholy  face  and 
eves.    Was  a  benevolent  remembrance  of  old  times  the  bond  of 


80 


THE  AJDVESrrtrBES  OF  FHTT.rP 


nnton  between  these  men  ?  All  my  honse  had  Ion»  been  asleep 
when  I  opened  and  gently  closed  my  house  door.  By  the  twink- 
Xinc  night-lamp  I  conld  dimly  see  child  and  mother  softly  breath- 
ing! Oh,  blessed  they  on  whose  pillow  no  remorse  sits  I  Happy 
you  who  have  escaped  temptation ! 

I  may  have  been  encouraged  in  my  suspicions  of  the  dingy 
clergyman  by  Philip's  own  surmises  regarding  him,  which  were 
expressed  with  the  speaker's  nsual  candor.  "  The  fellow  calls 
for  what  he  likes  at  the  Firmin  Arms."'  said  poor  Phil;  "and 
when  my  father's  bigwigs  assemble  I  hope  the  reverend  gentle- 
man dines  with  them.  I  should  like  lo  see  him  hobnobbing 
with  old  Bumpsher.  or  slapping  the  bishop  on  the  back.  He 
lives  in  Sligo  street,  ronnd  the  corner,  so  as  to  be  close  to  our 
house  and  yet  preserve  his  own  elegant  independence.  Other- 
wise, I  wonder  he  has  not  inst.alled  himself  in  Old  Parr  street, 
where  my  poor  mother's  bedroom  is  vacant.  The  doctor  does 
not  care  to  use  that  room.  I  remember  now  how  silent  they 
were  when  together,  and  how  terrified  she  always  seemed  be- 
fore him.  What  has  he  done  ?  I  know  of  one  affair  in  his  early- 
life.  Does  this  Hunt  know  of  any  more  V  They  have  been  ac- 
complices in  some  conspiracy,  sir :  I  dare  say  with  that  yonng 
Cinqbars  of  whom  Hunt  is  for  ever  bragging — the  worthv  son 
of  the  worthy  Ringwood.  I  say,  does  wickedness  mn,  in  the 
blood  ?  My  grandfathers,  I  have  heard,  were  honest  men.  Per- 
haps they  were  only  not  found  out :  and  the  family  taint  will 
show  in  me  some  day.  There  are  times  when  I  feel  the  devil 
so  strong,  within  me  that  I  think  some  day  he  must  have  the 
mastery.  1  m  not  quite  bad  yet;  but  I  tremble  lest  I  should  l'O. 
Suppose  I  were  to  drown,  and  go  down  ?  It  s  nor  a  joUv  thins. 
Pendennis,  to  have  such  a  father  as  mine.  Don't  Immbu"  we 
with  your  charitable  palliations  and  soothing  surmises.  You 
put  me  in  mind  of  the  world  then,  by  Jove,  you  do  !  I  lanah, 
and  I  drink,  and  I  make  meny,  and  sing,  and  smoke  endless 
tobacco;  and  I  tell  you  I  always  feel  as  if  a  little  sword  was 
dangling  over  my  skull  which  wili  fall  some  day  and  split  it. 
Old  Parr  street  is  mined,  sir — mined  !  And  some  morning  we 
shall  be  blown  into  blazes — ^into  blazes,  sir ;  mark  my  words  ! 
That's  why  I'm  so  careless  and  so  idle,  for  which  you  fellows 
are  always  botheriTig  and  scolding  me.  There  s  no  use  in  set- 
tling down  until  the  explosion  is  over,  don't  vou  see  y  Incfdo 
per  ignes  supposito.^,  and,  by  Geor^ze  I  sir.  I  feel  mv  boot  «oles 
already  soorehinsF.  Poor  tbin^ '  poor  mother"  (he  apostro- 
phized his  mother  3  piet are,  whi  .h  huns  in  the  room  where 
were  talking)  were  vou  aware  of  the  secret,  and  was  itt-he 
knowledge  ot  tbat  w inch  made  your  poor  eves  alwavs  look  so 
frightened  ^  She  was  always  fond  of  vou.  Pen.  Do  vou  remem- 
ber how  pretty  an  i  graceful  she  used  to  look  as  she"  lav  on  her 
Hofa  up  Stan-?,  or  smi!  :d  out  of  her  carriage  as  she  kiV^*- d  her 
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hand  to  us  boys  ?  I  say,  what  if  a  woman  marries,  and  is  coaxed 
and  wheedled  by  a  soft  tongue,  and  rans  off,  and  afterward  finds 
her  husband  has  a  cloven  foot 
"  Ah,  PhiUp!" 

"  "What  is  to  be  the  lot  of  the  son  of  sach  a  man  ?  Is  my  hoof 
cloven,  too?"  It  was  on  the  stove,  as  he  talked,  extended  in 
American  fashion.  "  Suppose  there 's  no  escape  for  me,  and  I 
inherit  my  doom,  as  another  man  does  gout  or  consumption? 
Knowing  this  fate,  what  is  the  use,  then,  of  doing  anything  in 
particular  ?  I  tell  yon,  sir,  the  whole  edifice  of  our  present  lifij 
will  crumble  in  aiid  smash."  (Here  he  flings  his  pipe  to  the 
groand  with  an  awful  shatter.)  "-And  until  the  catastrophe 
comes,  what  on  earth  is  the  use  of  setting  to  work,  a?  you  call 
it  ?  Yon  might  as  well  have  told  a  fellow  at  Pompeii  to  select  a 
profession  the  day  before  the  eruption." 

"  If  you  know  that  Vesuvius  is  going  to  burst  over  Pompeii," 
I  said,  somewhat  alarmed,  "  why  not  go  to  Naples,  or  farther,  if 
yon  will  ?  ' 

"  Were  there  not  men  in  the  sentry-boxes  at  the  city  gates," 
asked  Philip,  "  wh6  might  have  run,  and  yet  remain^  to  be 
burned  there  ?  Suppose,  after  all,  the  doom  is  n't  hanging  over 
us,  and  the  fear  of  it  is  only  a  nervous  terror  of  mine  ?  Suppose 
it  comes,  and  I  survive  it  ?  The  risk  of  the  game  gives  a  zest  to 
it,  old  boy.  Besides,  there  is  Honor :  and  some  One  Else  is  iii 
the  case,  fiom  whom  a  man  coidd  not  part  in  an  hoar  of  danger." 
And  here  he  blushed  a  fine  red,  heaved  a  great  sigh,  and  emp- 
tied a  bumper  of  claret. 


CHAPTER  Tin. 

WILL  BE  PROXOrXCED  TO  BE  CTXICAL  BY  THE  BENEVOLENT. 

Grentle  readers  will  not,  I  trust,  think  the  worse  of  their  most 
obedient,  humble  servant  for  the  confession  that  I  talked  to  my 
wife,  on  my  return  home,  regarding  Philip  and  his  afiTairs. 
When  I  choose  to  be  frank,  I  hope  no  man  can  be  more  open 
than  myself:  when  I  have  a  mind  to  be  quiet,  no  fish  can  be 
more  mute.  I  have  kept  secrets  so  ineffably  that  I  have  utterly 
for<rotten  them  until  my  memosj'  was  refreshed  by  people  who 
also  knew  them.  But  what  was  the  use  of  hiding  this  one  from 
the  being  to  whom  I  open  all,  or  almost  all — say  all  exaepting 
just  one  or  two — of  the  closets  of  this  heart  ?  So  I  say  to  her, 
"  Mv  love,  it  is  as  I  suspected.  Philip  and  his  cousin  Agnes  are 
carrying  on  together." 

"  Is  Agnes  the  pale  one,  or  the  very  pale  one  ?"  asks  the  joy 
of  my  existence.' 
8  _ 
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"No,  tbe  eWer  is  Blandie.  Tliey  are  T)oth  older  than  Mr. 
Firmin  :  but  Blanche  is  the  elder  ol'  the  two." 

"  Well,  I  am  not  saying  anything  malicious,  or  contrary  to 
the  fact,  am  I,  sir 

"  No.  Oniy  I  know  by  lier  looks,  when  another  lady  5  name 
is  mentioned,  whether  my  vrife  likes  her  or  not.  And  I  am 
bound  to  say,  tbongh  this  statement  may  meL't  with  a  denial, 
that  her  countenance  does  not  vouchsafe  smiles  at  the  meniJon 
of  all  ladies'  names." 

".Yon  don't  no  to  the  house  ?  Yon  and  ^ilrs.  Twysden  have 
called  on  each  other,  and  there  the  matter  has  stoppeH  V  Oli,  I 
know  1  It  is  because  poor  Talbot  brags  so  about  his  wine,  and 
gives  such  abominable  stuff,  that  you  have  such  an  unchristian 
feeling  for  him  !  ' 

"  That  is  the  reason,  I  dare  say,"  says  the  lady. 

"  No.  It  is  no  fuch  thing.  Thou|tli  you  do  know  sherry  from 
port,  I  believe  upon  my  consxience  you  do  not  avoid  the  Tws- 
dens  because  they  give  bad  wine.  Many  othei-s  sin  in  th;it  way, 
and  you  forgive  them.  You  like  your  (ieirow-creatures  beltt-r 
than  wine — »ome  fellow-creatures — and  you  dislike  M.ime  fellow- 
creatures  worse  than  medii-int-.  You  swallow  them,  ^ladam. 
Ytu  saynothing,  bur  your  looks  are  dreadful.  You  make  wry 
faces:  and  when  you  have  taken  them  you  want  a  pi<_ce  of 
sweetmeat  to  take  the  taste  out  of  your  moiith.*' 

The  lady,  thus  wittily  addres-ed,  shrugs  hiir  lovelv  shonhlers. 
My  wife  exasperates  mt  in  many  things  :  in  irettinij  up  at  in- 
sane hours  to  go  to  early  church,  for  instance  ;  in  lookinir  at  me 
in  a  particular  way  at  dinner,  when  I  am  about  to  eaT  one  of 
those  entre'eg  which  Dr.  G  ooilenough  declares  disPttn'ee  with  me  ' 
in  nothing  more  than  in  that  obstinate  silence  which  si  e  p^-is^'s 
in  maint^aining  sometimes  when  I  am  abusing  people  w;,ijm  I  do 
not  like,  whom  she  does  not  like,  and  who  aouse  me.    This  reti- 
cence makes  me  wild.    What  confidence  can  tht^c  be  I  t  twH^n 
a  man  and  his  wife  if  he  can't  say  to-  !ier.  ■•  Con'oiiiid  Si>and  .So 
I  hate  him  I "  or,  '•  What,  a  prig  Wiiat-il'-yom  ;til-em  is  or 
"  What  a  bloated  aristos  rat  Tliingamy  has  become  since  he  "^ot 
his  place  I"  or  what  you  will.  ^ 

"  No,"  I  continue,  I  know  why  you  hate  the  Twysdens  Mrs. 
Pendenr.is.  You  hate  them  because  thev  moie  in  a  world* 
which  you  can  only  occasionally  visit.  Yoii  enr^-  them  because 
they  arc  hand  in  glove  with  the  great:  because  "thev  rjo-e=>  an 
easy  *race:,  and  a  frank  and  noble  clerranee  with  Which  com- 
mon country  people  and  apothecai  ies'  sons  are  not  endowed  '* 

"  My  dear  Arthur,  I  do  think  you  are  ashamed  of  bein<r  an 
apothecary's  son.  You  talk  about  it  so  often,"  says  the  ladv 
AVbich  was  all  very  well:  but  you  see  she  was  not  ai:^werin<^ 
my  remarks  about  the  Twysdens.  ° 

"  You  are  right,  my  dear,"  I  sav  then.    « I  ousht  not  to  be 
c'enaaricvg,  being  my^f  no  mere  virtuose  thss  cjt  rwigbbc?.'* 
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''I  know  people  abuse  you,  Artlinr:  bnt  I  think  tou  area 
very  good  sort  of  man,"  says  the  lady,  over  her  little  tea-tray. 

'•And  so  are  the  Twysdens  very  good  people — very  nice,  art- 
less, nnseldih,  simple,  generous,  wt- 11-bred  people.  Mr.  Twys- 
den  is  all  heart :  Twysden's  conversational  powers  are  remark- 
able and  pleasing :  and  Philip  is  eminently  fortunate  in  get-ting 
one  of  those  charming  girls  for  a  ■wife." 

"I  've  no  patience  with  theoi,"  cries  my  wife,  losing  that 
quality  to  my  great  satistaction  :  for  then  1  knew  I  had  fonnd 
the  crack  in  Madam  Pendennis'  armor  of  steel,  and  had  smitten 
her  in  a  vulnerable  little  place. 

'•  Xo  patience  with  them  ?  Quiet,  lady-like  yoang  women  I" 
I  cry. 

"Ah  I  '  sighs  my  wife,  what  have  they  got  to  give  Philip  in 
return  for — " 

"  In  return  for  his  thirty  thousand  ?  They  will  have  ten 
thousand  pounds  apiece  when  their  mother  dies." 

Oh!  1  would  n't  have  our  boy  marry  a  woman  like  one  of 
those,  not  if  she  had  a  million.  I  would  n't,  my  child  and  my 
blessing  I"'  (This  is  addressed  to  a  liitle  darling  who  happens 
to  be  eating  sweet  cakes,  in  a  high  chair,  off  the  little  table  by 
his  mother's  side,  and  who.  though  he  certainly  used  to  cry  a 
good  deal  at  the  period,  shall  be  a  mute  personage  in  this  his- 
tory.) 

"  You  are  alluding  to  Blanche's  b'ttlfi  affair  with — 
Xo,  I  am  not,  sir  i'' 

"  How  do  yon  know  which  one  I  meant,  then  ?  Or  that  noto- 
rious disappointment  of  Agnes,  when  Lord  Farintosh  became  a 
widower  ?  If  he  would  n't,  she  could  n't,  yon  know,  my  dear. 
And  I  am  sure  she  tried  her  best :  at  least  everybody  said  so." 

"Ah  !  I  have  no  patience  with  the  way  in  which  yon  people 
of  the  world  treat  the  most  sacred  of  subjects — the  most  sacred, 
sir.  Do  you  hear  me  ?  Is  a  woman's  love  to  be  pledged  and 
withdrawn  every  day  "?  Is  her  faith  and  purity  only  to  be  a 
matter  of  barter,  and  rank,  and  social  consideration  ?  I  am  sor- 
ry, because  I  don't  wish  to  see  Philip,  who  is  good,  and  honest, 
and  generous,  and  true  as  yet — however  great  his  faults  may  be 
— because  I  don't  wish  to  see  him  given  up  to — Oh  !  it 's  shock- 
ing, shocking  1'' 

Given  up  to  what  ?  to  any  thing  dreadful  in  this  world,  or 
the  nest  ?  Don't  imagine  that  Philip's  relations  thotight  they 
were  doing  Phil  any  harm  by  condescending  to  marry  him',  or 
themselves  any  injury.  A  doctor's  son,  indeed !  Why,  the 
Twysilens  were  far  betts-r  placed  in  the  world  than  their  kins- 
men of  Old  Parr  street ;  and  went  to  better  houses,  The  year's 
levee  and  drawing-room  would  have  been  incomplete  without 
Mr,  and  Mrs.  Twys.lc-n.  There  might  be  families  with  higher 
titles,  more  wealth,  higher  positions.:  but  the  worlfl  did  not  con- 
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tain  more  respectable  folks  than  the  Twysdens  :  of  this  every- 
one of  the  family  was  convinced,  from  Talbot  himself  down  to 
his  heir.  If  somebody  or  some  body  of  savans  would  write  the 
history  of  the  harm  that  has  been  done  in  the  world  by  people 
who  believe  themselves  to  be  virtuous,  what  a  queer,  edifying 
book  it  would  be,  and  how  poor  oppressed  rogues  might  look 
up  !  AVho  burns  the  Protestants  V — the  virtuous  Catholics,  to 
be-  sure.  Who  roasts  the  Catholics  ? — the  virtuous  Reformers. 
Who  thinks  I  am  a  dangerous  character,  and  avoids  me  at  the 
club  V — the  virtuous  Squaretoes.  Who  scorns  ?  who  persecutes  ? 
who  does  n't  forgive  ? — the  virtuous  Mrs.  Grundy.  She  remem- 
bers her  neighbor's  pecadilloes  to  the  third  and  fourth  genera- 
tion; and  if  she  finds  a  certain  man  fallen  in  her  path,  gathers 
up  her  affrighted  garments  with  a  shriek,  for  fear  the  muddy, 
bleeding  wretch  should  contaminate  her,  and  passes  on. 

I  do  not  seek  to  create  even  surprises  in  this  modest  history, 
or  condescend  to  keep  candid  readers  in  suspense  about  many 
matters  which  might  possibly  interest  them.  For  instance,  the 
matter  of  love  has  interested  novel-readers  for  hundreds  of  years 
past,  and  doubtless  will  continue  so  to  interest  them.  Almost 
all  young  people  read  love  books  and  histories  with  eagerness, 
as  oldsters  read  books  of  medicine,  and  whatever  it  is — heart 
complaint,  gout,  liver,  palsy — cry,  "  Exactly  so,  precisely  my 
case !"  Phil's  first  love  affair,  to  which  we  are  now  coming, 
was  a  false  start.  I  own  it  at  once.  And  in  this  commence- 
ment of  his  career  I  believe  he  was  not  more  or  less  fortunate 
than  many  and  many  a  man  and  woman  in  this  world.  Sup- 
pose the  course  of  true  love  always  did  run  smooth,  and  every- 
body married  his  or  her  first  love.  Ah !  what  would  marriage 
be  ? 

A  generous  young  fellow  comes  to  market  with  a  heart  ready 
to  leap  out  of  his  waistcoat,  for  ever  thumping  and  throbbing, 
and  so  wild  that  he  can't  have  any  rest  till  he  has  disposed  of  it. 
What  wonder  if  he  falls  upon  a  wily  merchant  in  Vanity  Fair, 
and  barters  his  all  for  a  stale  bauble  not  worth  sixpence  ?  Phil 
chose  to  fall  in  love  with  his  cousin ;  and  I  warn  you  that  noth- 
ing will  come  of  that  passion,  except  the  influence  which  it  had 
up'on  the  young  man's  character.    Though  my  wife  did  not  love 

the  Twysdens,  she  loves  sentiment,  she  loves  love  affairs  all 

women  do.  Poor  Phil  used  to  bore  me  after  dinner  with  end- 
less rhodomontades  about  his  passion  and  his  charmer;  but  my 
wife  was  never  tired  of  listening.  "  You  are  a  selfish,  heartless 
lla&e.  man  of  the  world,  you  are,"  he  would  say.  "Your  own 
immense  and  undeserved  good  fortune  in  the  matrimonial  lot- 
tery has  rendered  you  hard,  cold,  cross,  indifferent.  You  have 
been  asleep,  sir,  twice  to-night,  while  I  was  talking.  I  will  go 
up  and  tell  Madam  everything.  She  has  a  heart."  And  pres- 
ently, engaged  with  my  book  or  my  after-dinner  doze,  I  would 
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Lear  Pbil  striding  and  creaking  overhead,  and  plunging  ener- 
getic pokers  in  the  drawing-room  fire. 

Thirty  thousand  pounds  to  begin  with ;  a  third  part  of  that 
sum  coming  to  the  lady  from  her  mother  ;  all  the  doctor's  savings 
and  property  ;  here  certainly  was  enough  in  possession  and  ex- 
pectation to  satisfy  many  young  couples ;  and  as  Phil  is  twenty- 
two,  and  Agnes  (must  I  own  it  ?)  twenty-five,  and  as  she  has 
consented  to  listen  to  the  warm  outpourings  of  the  eloquent 
and  passionate  youth,  and  exchange  for  his  fresh,  new-minted, 
golden  sovereign  heart,  that  used  little  threepenny-piece,  her 
own — why  should  they  not  marry  at  once,  and  so  let  us  have  au 
end  of  them  and  this  history  ?  They  have  plenty  of  money  to 
pay  the  parson  and  the  post-chaise ;  they  may  drive  ofi'  to  the 
country,  and  live  on  their  means,  and  lead  an  existence  so  hum- 
drum and  tolerably  happy  that  Phil  may  grow  quite  too  fat,  lazy, 
and  unfit  for  his  present  post  of  hero  of  a  novel.  But,  stay — 
there  are  obstacles;  coy,  reluctant,  amorous  delays.  After  all, 
Philip  is  a  dear,  brave,  handsome,  wild,  reckless,  blundering  boy, 
treading  upon  everybody's  dress  skirts,  smashing  the  little 
Dresden  ornaments,  and  the  pretty  little  decorous  gimcracks  of 
society,  life,  conversation — but  there  is  time  yet.  Are  ypu  so 
very  sure  about  that  money  of  his  mother's  ?  and  how  is  it  that 
his  father  the  doctor  has  not  settled  accounts  with  him  yet  ? 
Cest  louche.  A  family  of  high  position  and  principle  must  look 
to  have  the  money  matters  in  perfect  order,  before  they  consign 
a  darling  accustomed  to  every  luxury  to  the  guardianship  of  a 
confessedly  wild  and  eccentric,  though  generous  and  amiable, 
young  man.    Besides — ah  I  besides — besides! 

...."It^s  horrible,  Arthur!  It's  cruel,  Arthur!  It's  a 
shame  to  judge  a  woman,  or  Christian  people  so  !  Oh,  my  loves  ! 
my  blessings  I  would  I  sell  you  ?"  says  this  young  mother,  clutch- 
ing a  little  belaced,  befurbelowed  being  to  her  heart,  infantine, 
squalling,  with  blue  shoulder-ribbons,  a  mottled  little  arm  that 
has  just  been  vaccinated,  and  the  sweetest-red  shoes.  "  Would  I 
sell  you  ?"'  says  mamma.  Little  Arty,  I  say,  squalls ;  and  little 
Nelly  looks  up  from  her  bricks  with  a  wondering,  whimpering 
expression. 

Well,  I  am  ashamed  to  say  what  the  "  besides "  is ;  but  the 
fact  is  that  young  Woolcomb,  of  the  Life  Guards  Green,  who 
has  inherited  immense  West  India  property,  and,  we  will  say, 
just  a  teaspoonful  of  that  dark  blood  which  makes  a  man  natu- 
rally partial  to  blonde  beauties,  has  cast  his  opal  eyes  very 
warmly  iipon  the  golden-haired  Agnes  of  late  ;  has  danced  with 
her  not  a  little  ;  and  when  Mrs.  Twysden's  barouche  appears  by 
the  Serpentine,  you  may  not  unfrequently  see  a  pair  of  the  neat- 
est little  yellow  kid  gloves  just  playing  with  the  reins,  a  pair  of 
the  prettiest  little  boots  just  touching  the  stirrup,  a  magnificent 
horse  dancing,  and  tittuppiug,  and  tossing,  and  performing  the 
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most  graceful  caracoles  and  gambadoes,  and  on  the  magnificent 
horse  a  neat  little  man  with  a  blazing  red  flower  in  his  bosom, 
and  glancing  opal  e_VLS,  and  a  dark  complexion,  and  hair  so  very 
black  and  curly,  that  I  really  almost  think  in  some  of  the  South- 
ern States  of  America  he  would  be  likely  to  meet  with  rudeness 
in  a  railway  car. 

But  in  England  we  know  better.  In  England  Greiiville 
Woolcomb  is  a  man  and  a  brother.  Half  of  Arrowroot  island, 
they  say,  belongs  to  him ;  besides  Mangrove  Hall,  in  Hertford- 
shire ;  ever  so  much  property  in  other  counties ;  and  that  fine 
house  in  Berkeley  Square.  He  is  called  the  Black  Prince  be- 
hind the  scenes  of  many  theatres ;  ladies  nod  at  him  from  those 
broughams  which,  you  understand,  need  not  be  particularized. 
The  idea  of  his  immense  riches  is  confirmed  by  the  known  fact 
that  he  is  a  stingy  Black  Prince,  and  most  averse  to  parting  with 
bis  money  except  for  his  own  adornment  or  amusement.  When 
he  receives  at  his  country  house  his  entertainments  are,  however, 
splendid.  He  has  been  flattered,  followed,  caressed  all  his  life, 
and  allowed,  by  a  fond  mother,  to  have  his  own  way ;  and  as 
this  has  never  led  him  to  learning,  it  must  be  owned  that  his 
literary  acquirements  are  small,  and  his  writing  defective.  But 
in  the  management  of  his  pecuniary  aifairs  he  is  very  keen  and 
clever.  His  horses  cost  him  less  than  any  young  man's  in  Eng- 
land who  is  so  well  mounted.  Xo  dealer  has  ever  been  known 
to  get  the  better  of  him  ;  and,  though  he  is  certainly  close  about 
money,  when  his  wishes  have  very  keenly  prompted  him,  no 
sum  has  been  known  to  stand  in  his  way. 

Witness  the  purchase  of  the —  But  never  mind  scandal.  Let 
by-gones  be  by-gones.  A  young  doctor's  son,  with  a  thousand  a 
year  for  a  fortune,  may  be  considered  a  catch  in  some  circles, 
but  not,  volts  concevez,  in  the  upper  regions  of  society.  And 
dear  woman — dear,  angelic,  highly-accomplished,  respectable 
woman — does  she  not  know  how  to  pardon  many  failings  in  ^ur 
sex  ?  Age  ?  pshaw  !  She  will  crown  my  bare  old  poll  with  the 
roses  of  her  youth  !  Complexion  ?  What  contrast  is  sweeter 
and  more  touching  than  Desdemona's  golden  ringlets  on  swart 
Othello's  shoulder  ?  A  past  life  of  selfishness  and  bad  company  ? 
Come  out  from  among  the  swine,  my  prodigal,  and  I  will  purify 
thee  ! 

This  is  what  is  called  cynicism,  you  know.  Then  I  suppose 
my  wife  is  a  cyiiic,  who  clutches  her  children  to  her  pure  heart, 
and  prays  gracious  Heaven  to  guard  them  from  selfishness,  from 
worldliness,  from  beartlessness,  from  wicked  greed. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

COXTAIKS    OXE   KIDDLE    WHICH    IS    §,OLVED,  AND  PEKIIAPS 
SOME  MORE. 

Mine  is  a  mo'lest  muse,  and  as  the  yjerioil  of  the  stor^-  arrives 
■when  a  description  of  love-ma'Kin<r  is  justly  due,  my  Mnemosyne 
turns  away  from  the  young  couple,  drops  a  little  <;urtain  over 
the  embrasure  where  they  are  whisperini;,  heaves  a  sigh  from 
her  elderly  bosom,  and  lays  a  finger  on  her  lip.  Ah,  MnemoSyne, 
dear !  we  will  not  be  spies  on  the  young  people.  We  will  not 
scold  them.  'We  won't  talk  about  their  doings  much.  When 
we  were  younir,  we  too,  perhaps,  were  taken  in  under  Love's 
tent;  we  have  eaten  of  his  salt,  and  partaken  of  his  bitter,  his 
delicious  bread.  Now  we  are  padding  the  hoof  lonely  in  the  wil- 
derness we  will  not  abuse  our  host,  will  we  ?  We  will  eoucb 
under  the  stars,  and  think  fondly  of  old  times,  and  to-morrow  re- 
sume the  staff  and  the  journey. 

And  yet,  if  a  novelist  may  chronicle  any  passion — its  flames, 
its  raptures,  ii-  whispers  its  assignations,  its  sonnets,  its  quarrels, 
sulks,  reconi'iliations,  and  so  on — the  history  of  such  a  love  as 
tliis  first  of  Piiil's  uny  be  cx'-usabh^  in  print,  hi^-ausi^  I  don"t  be- 
lieve it  was  a  real  love  at  all,  only  a  little  brief  delusion  of  the 
si'novs,  !i-(>ui  wliirh  I  ijive  you  warnTiig  that  our  ln'ro  will  recover 
b  'l'or(!  many  chapters  are  over.  Whjt  I  mv  brave  liov,  shall  wu 
give  your  heart  away  for  tfood  and  all,  Ibr  belter  or  for  worse, 
till  (h'Htli  do  you  j)  u't  ?  W'hat !  m}'  Corydon  and  s^g'iin.'  swain, 
shall  wi'  in-fVocalily  botow  30U  upon  Pliyllis.  who,  all  the  time 
vou  are  pipiiiL'  and  p  lyiiig  court  to  lii'r,  h  is  M  dihcEUs  in  the  eup- 
lioard,  acid  rcadv  to  br  produc  <1  slioiihl  hi-  prove  to  be  a  more 
eligible  shepherd  than  t'  other  V  I  :\m  not  such  a  ravage  toward 
niv  reaileis  or  hero  as  to  make  them  undergo  the  misery  of  such 
a  marriage. 

Pli'li|)  was  very  little  of  a  club  or  society  man.  He  seldom  or 
ever  riiti  red  the  Me^iatherium,  or  when  there  stared  and  scowled 
round  him  savagely,  and  lau^jhed  strangel)'  at  the  ways  of  the 
inhabitants.  He  made  but  a  clumsj'  figure  in  the  world,  though 
in  person  handsome,  active,  and  proi)er  enough  ;  but  he  would 
for  ever  [)ut  his  great  foot  throu-ih  the.  WorM's  fijunced  skirts, 
and  she  would  stare,  ami  cry  out,  and  hati'  him.  He  was  the 
last  man  who  was  aware  of  the  Woolcomb  flirtation,  when  hua- 
dreds  of  people,  I  dare  say,  were  simpering  over  it. 

"  Who  is  that  little  man  %vho  comes  to  your  house,  and  whoaj 
I  sometimes  see  in  the  park,  aunt — that  little  man  wirh  the  very 
white  gloves  and  the  very  tawny  complexion  V'"  asks  Philip. 

"  That  is  Mr.  Woolcomb,  of  the  Lite  Guards  Gi-een,"  aunt  re- 
members. 

"An  officer  is  he  ?"  says  Philip,  turning  rouud  to  the  girls. 
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"  I  should  have  thought  he  would  have  done  better  for  the  tur- 
ban and  cymbals."  And  he  laughs,  and  thinks  he  has  said  a 
very  clever  thin<i.  Olf,  those  good  things  about  people  and 
against  people  !  Never,  my  dear  young  friend,  say  them  to  any- 
body— not  to  a  stranger,  for  he  will  go  away  and  tell ;  not  to 
the  mistress  of  your  affections,  for  you  may  quarrel  with  her,  and 
then  she  will  tell;  not  to  your  son,  for  the  artless  child  will  re- 
turn to  his  school-fellows  and  say,  "  Papa  says  Mr.  Blenkinsop 
is  a  muff."  My  child,  or  what  not,  praise  everybody:  smile  on 
everybody :  and  everybody  will  smile  on  you,  in  return — a  sham 
smile,  and  hold  you  out  a  sham  hand  ;  and,  in  a  word,  esteem 
you  as  you  deserve.  No.  I  think  you  and  I  will  take  the  ups 
and  the  downs,  the  roughs  and  the  smooths  of  this  daily  exist- 
ence and  conversation.  We  will  praise  those  whom  we  like, 
though  nobody  repeat  our  kind  sayings;  and  say  our  say  about 
those  whom  Ave  dislike,  though  we  are  pretty  sure  our  words 
will  be  carried  by  tale-bearers,  and  increased,  and  multiplied, 
and  remembered  long  after  we  have  forgolten  them.  We  drop 
a  little  stone — a  little  stone  that  is  swallowed  up,  and  disappears, 
but  the  whole  pond  is  set  in  commotion,  and  ripples  in  continu- 
ally-widening circles  long  after  the  original  little  stone  has  pop- 
ped down  and  is  out  of  sight.  Don't  your  speeches  of  ten  years 
ago — maimed,"  distorted,  bloated,  it  may  be  out  of  all  recognition 
— come  strangely  back  to  their  author  '? 

Phil,  five  minutes  after  he  had  made  the  joke,  s&  entirely  for- 
got his  saying  about  the  Black  Prince  and  the  cymbals,  that, 
when  Captain  Woolcomb  scowled  at  him  with  his  fiercest  eyes, 
young  Firmin  thought  that  this  was  the  natural  expression  of 
the  captain's  swarthy  countenance,  and  gave  himself  no  further 
trouble  regarding  it.  "  By  George  !  sir,"  said  Phil  afterward, 
speaking  of  this  officer,  "I  remarked  that  he  grinned,  and  chat- 
tered, and  showed  his  teeth ;  and  remembering  it  was  the  nature 
of  such  baboons  to  chatter  and  grin,  had  no  idea  that  tliis  chim- 
panzee was  more  angry  with  me  than  with  any  other  gentlemai). 
You  see.  Pen,  I  am  a  white-skinned  man  ;  I  am  pronounced  even 
red-whiskered  by  the  ill-natured.  It  is  not  the  prettiest  color.  But 
I  had  no  idea  that  I  was  to  have  a  mulatto  tor  a  rival.  I  am 
not  so  rich,  certainly,  but  I  have  enough.  I  can  read  and  sjjcll 
correctly,  and  write  with  tolerable  fluency.  I  could  not,  you 
know,  could  I,  reasonably  suppose  that  I  need  fear  compctitiOH, 
and  that  the  black  horse  would  beat  the  bay  one  V  Shall  I  toll 
you  what  she  used  to  say  to  me  ?  There  is  no  kissing  and  tell- 
ing, mind  you.  '  No,  by  George  1  Virtue  and  prudence  were  for 
ever  on  her  lips!  She  warbled  little  sermons  to  me;  hinted 
gently  that  I  should  see  to  sale  investments  of  my  property,  and 
that  no  man,  not  even  a  father,  should  be  the  sole  and  uncon- 
trolled guardian  of  it.  She  asked,  me,  sir,  scores  and  scores  of 
little  sweet,  timid,  innocent  questions  about  the  doctor's  proper- 
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ty,  and  how  much  did  I  think  it  was,  and  how  had  he  laid  it  out '? 
What  virtuous  parents  that  angel  had  !  How  they  brought  her 
up,  and  educated  her  dear  blue  eyes  to  the  main  chance  !  She 
knows  the  price  of  housekeeping,  and  the  value  of  railway 
shares;  she  invests  capital  for  herself  in  this  world  and  the  next. 
She  may  n't  do  right  always,  but  wrong  ?  O  fie,  never  !  I  say, 
Pen,  an  undeveloped  angel  with  wings  folded  under  her  dress, 
not  perhaps  your  mighty,  snow-white,  flashing  pinions  that  spread 
out  and  soar  up  to  the  highest  stars,  but  a  pair  of  good,  service- 
able, drab,  dove-colored  wings,  that  will  support  her  gently  and 
equably  just  over  our  heads,  and  help  to  drop  her  softly  when 
she  condescends  upon  us.  When  I  think,  sir,  that  I  might  have 
been  married  to  a  genteel  angel,  and  am  single  still — oh  1  it 's 
despair ;  it 's  despair  1" 

But  Philip's  little  story  of  disappointed  hopes  and  bootless 
passion  must  be  told  in  terms  less  acrimonious  and  unfair  than 
the  gentleman  would  use,  naturally  of  a  sanguine,  swaggering 
talk,  prone  to  exaggerate  his  own  disappointments,  and  call  out, 
roar — I  dare  say  swear — if  his  own  corn  was  trodden  upon,  as 
loudly  as  some  men  who  may  have  a 'leg  taken  off. 

This  1  can  vouch  for  Miss  Twysden,  Mrs.  Twysden,  and  all 
the  rest  of  the  family — that  if  they,  what  you  call,  jilted  Philip, 
they  did  so  without  the  slightest  hesitation  or  notion  that  they 
were  doing  a  dirty  action.  Their  actions  never  loere  dirty  or 
jiiean  :  they  were  necessary,  I  tell  you,  and  calmly  proper.  They 
ate  cheese-parings  with  graceful  silence ;  they  cribbed  i'rom  board- 
wages  ;  they  turned  hungry  servants  out  of  doors  ;  they  remitted 
no  chance  in  their  own  favor  ;  they  slept  gracefully  under  scanty 
coverlets ;  they  lighted  niggard  fires';  they  locked  the  caddy 
with  the  closet  lock,  and  served  the  teapot  with  the  smallest  and 
least  frequent  spoon.  But  you  don't  suppose  they  thought  they 
were  mean,  or  that  they  did  wrong  V  Ah !  it  is  admirable  to 
think  of  many,  many,  ever  so  many  respectable  faoiilies  of  your 
acquaintance  and  mine,  my  dear  friend,  and  how  they  meet  to- 
gether and  humbug  each  other  !  "  My  dear,  I  have  cribbed  half 
an  inch  of  plush  out  of  James*  smallclothes."  "  My  love,  I  have 
saved  a  half-penny  out  of  Mary's  beer.  Is  n't  it  time  to  dress 
for  the  duchess' ;  and  don't  you  think  John  might  wear  that 
livery  of  Thomas',  who  only  had  it  a  year,  and  died  of  the  small- 
pox 'i  It 's  a  little  tight  for  him  to  be  sure,  but,"  etc.  What  is 
this  ?  I  profess  to  be  an  impartial  chronicler  of  poor  Phil's  fort- 
unes, misfortunes,  friendships,  and  what-nots,  and  am  getting 
almost  as  angry  with  these  Twysdens  as  Philip  ever  was  himself. 

Well,  I  am  not  mortally  angry  with  poor  Traviatta  tramping 
the  pavement,  with  the  gas-lamp  flaring  on  her  poor  painted 
smile,  else  my  indignant  virtue  and  squeamish  modesty  would 
never  walk  Piccadilly  or  get  the  air.  But  Lais,  quite  moral,  and 
very  neatly,  pi  imly,  and  straitly  laced — Phryne,  not  the  least 
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flislii'v  lied,  Ijiit,  will)  ;i  fixai'ii'o  for  licr  liair.  aiiil  tlie  hi'St  '■trivi, 
f'a--tfn(Ml  hy  in:iiiim  I — ytnv  Iliir'i  (.'huroli  or  J'.v,iri_r"lical  A~|):isi.), 
the  iiiodrl  iif  all  |iro|)rietii  >.  an<l  o«'n;T  of  all  \irt>in  purity 
blooms,  reul}'  to  .m11  li'-r  clicck  to  the  oMi  st  oM  t'o.'v  who  lias 
money  aii'l  a  title — iht.-<(:  are  tin-  Untrjrninatfs.  my  (li:,ir  brotluT 
ariil  sister  sinners,  whom  I  slioulil  like  to  -ei>  repentant  and  .-pe- 
eially  trounced  first.  Why,  some  of  llie>c  are  [)ut  infti  reform-i- 
tories  in  (irosverior  Square.  Tliey  wear  a  pi  ison  dre-s  o!  diamonds 
and  Chantiily  laic.  Their  par(>nts  cr\-,  and  thank  Heaven  as 
they  sell  them  ;  and  all  sorts  of  revered  bishops,  elcr;ry,  relations, 
dowagers,  sT<rn  the  book,  and  ratify  tlie  ceremony.  Gome  !  let 
us  eall  a  midnistht  meeting  of  those  who  have  been  sold  in  niar- 
rian;e,  I  say,  and  what  a  respectable,  what  a  ^rented,  what  a 
fashionable,  what  a  brilliant,  what  an  imposiiiLr,  what  a  multi- 
tudinous assembly  we  will  have;  and  where 's  the  room  in  all 
Babylon  big  enough  to  hold  them  ? 

Look  into  that  grave,  solemn,  dingy,  somewhat  naked,  but 
elegant  drawing-room,  in  Beaunash  street,  and  with  a  little  fan- 
ciful opora-giass  you  may  see  a  pretty  little  group  or  two  engaged 
at  different  periods  of  the  day.  It  is  after  lun'  h,  and  betbre 
Kotten  Row  ride  time  (this  story,  you  know,  relates  to  a  period 
ever  so  remote,  and  long  before  folks  thought  of  riding  in  the 
park  in  the  forenoon).  After  lunLh,  and  belbre  Rotten  Row 
time,  saunters  into  the  drawing-room  a  fair-haired  young  fellow 
with  large  feet  and  ehest,  careless  of  gloves,  with  auburn  whisk- 
ers blowing  over  a  loose  collar,  and — must  I  confess  it? — a  most 
undeniable  odor  of  cigars  about  his  person.  He  breaks  out  re- 
garding the  debate  of  the  previous  night,  or  the  pamjihlet  of 
yesterday,  or  the  poem  of  the  day  previous,  or  the  scandal  of  the 
week  before,  or  upon  the  street-sweeper  at  the  corner,  or  the 
Italian  and  monkey  before  the  park — upon  whatever,  in  a  word, 
moves  his  mind  for  the  moment.  If  Philip  has  had  a  bad  din- 
ner yesterday  (and  happens  to  remember  it),  he  growls,  grum- 
bles, nay,  I  dare  say,  uses  the  most  blasphemous  language  against 
the  cook,  against  the  waiters,  against  the  steward,  against  the 
committee,''against  the  whole  society  of  the  elub  where  he  has 
been  dining.  If  Philip  has  met  an  organ-girl  with  pretty  eyes 
and  a  monkey  in  the  street,  he  has  grinned  and  wondered  over 
the  monkey;  he  has  wagged  his  head,  and  sung  all  the  organ's 
tunes;  he  has  discovered'that  the  little  girl  is  the  most  ravishing 
beauty  eyes  ever  looked  on,  and  that  her  scoundrelly  Savoyard 
father  is  most  likely  an  Alpine  miscreant  who  has  bartered  away 
his  child  to  a  pedier  of  the  begiiarly  cheesy  valleys,  who  has  sold 
her  to  a  friend  qui  fait  la  traite  des  hurdjgurdies,  and  has  dis- 
posed of  her  in  England.  If  he  has  to  discourse  on  the  poem, 
pamphlet,  magazinij  article — it  is  written  by  the. greatest  genius, 
or  the  greatest  numskull,  that  the  world  nov-r  exhibits.  He 
■write  1  °A  man  who  makes'fire  rhyme  with  Marire  !    This  vale 
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of  tears  and  world  which  we  inhabit  does  not  contain  such  an 
idiot.  Or  have  you  seen  Dobbins'  poem?  Agnes,  mark  my 
words  for  it — there  is  a  genius  in  Dobbins  which  some  day  will 
show  what  I  have  always  surmised,  what  I  have  always  imagined 
possible,  what  I  have  always  felt  to  be  more  than  probable,  what, 
by  George !  I  feel  to  be  perfectly  cei  tain ;  and  any  man  is  a 
humbug  who  contradicts  it,  and  a  malignant  miscreant,  and  the 
world  is  full  of  fellows  who  will  never  give  another  man  credit, 
and  I  swear  that  to  recognize  and  feel  merit  in  poetry,  painting, 
music,  rope-dancing,  anything,  is  the  greatest  delight  and  joy 
of  myexistence.    I  say — what  was  I  saying  ? 

"  You  were  saying,  Philip,  that  you  love  to  recognize  the 
merits  of  all  men  whom  you  see,"  says  gentle  Agnes,  "  and  I 
believe  you  do.'^ 

"  Yes,"  cries  Phil,  tossing  about  the  fair  locks.  "  I  think  I  do. 
Thank  Heaven,  I  do.  I  know  fellows  who  can  do  many  things 
better  than  I  do — everything  better  than  I  do." 

"  Oh,  Philip !"  sighs  the  lady. 

"  But  I  don't  hate  'em  for  it." 

"  You  never  hated  any  one,  sir.  You  are  too  brave  !  Can 
you  fancy  Philip  hating  any  one,  mamma?" 

Mamma  is  writing,  "  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Talbot  Twysden  request 
the  honor  of  Admiral  and  Mrs.  Davis  Locker's  company  at 
dinner  on  Thursday,  the  so-and-so."  "Philip  what?"  says  mam- 
ma, looking  up  from  her  card.  "  Philip  hating  any  one  !  Philip 
eating  any  one!  Philip!  we  have  a  little  dinner  on  the  24th. 
We  shall  ask  your  father  to  dine.  We  must  not  have  too  many 
of  the  family.    Come  in  afterward,  please." 

"  Yes,  aunt,"  says  downright  Phil,  ''I  '11  come,  if  you  and  the 
girls  wish.  You  know  tea  is  not  in  my  line ;  and  I  don't  care  about 
dinners,  except  in  my  own  way,  and  with — " 

"And  with  your  own  horrid  set,  sir!" 

"  Well,"  says  Sultan  Pliihp,  Hinging  himself  out  on  the  sofa, 
and  lording  on  the  ottoman,  "  I  like  mine  ease  and  mine  inn." 

"  Ah,  Philip  !  you  grow  more  selfish  every  day.  1  mftan  men 
do,"  sighed  Agnes. 

You  will  suppose  mamma  leaves  the  room  at  this  juncture. 
She  has  that  confidence  in  dear  Philip  and  the  deal' girls  that 
she  sometimes  does  leave  the  room  when  Agnes  and  Phil  are  to- 
gether. She  will  leave  IIkubicn,  the  eldest  born,  with  her 
daughters:  but  my  poor  dear  little  younger  son  of  a  Joseph,  if 
you  Suppose  she  will  leave  the  room  and  you  alone  in  it — O  my 
dear  Joseph,  you  may  just  jump  down  the  well  at  once ! 
Mamma,  I  say,  has  left  the  room  at  last,  bowing  with  a  perfect 
sweetness  and  calm  grace  and  gravity ;  and  she  has  slipped 
down  tlie  stairs,  scarce  more  noisy  tlian  the  shadow  that  slants 
over  the  faded  carpet — (dli !  the  faded  shadow,  the  faded  sun- 
shine !) — mamma  is  gone,  I  say,  to  the  lower  regions,  and  with 
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perfect  good-breeding  is  torturing  the  butler  on  his  bottle-rack — 
is  squeezing  the  housekeeper  in  her  jam-closet — is  watching  the 
three  cold  cutlets  shuddering  in  the  larder  behind  the  wires — is 
blandly  glancing  at  the  kitchen-maid  until  the  poor  wench  fan- 
cies the  piece  of  bacon  is  discovered  wluch  she  gave  to  the  cross- 
ing-sweeper— and  calmlj  penetrating  John  until  he  feels  sure  his 
inmost  heart  is  revealed  to  her,  as  it  throbs  within  his  worsted- 
laced  waistcoat,  and  she  knows  about  that  pawning  of  master's 
old  boots  (beastly  old  high-lows !),  and — and,  in  fact,  all  the  most 
intimate  circumstances  of  his  existence.  A  wretched  maid,  who 
has  been  ironing  collars,  or  what  not,  gives  her  mistress  a  shud- 
dering courtesy,  and  slinks  away  with  her  laces ;  and  meanwhile 
our  girl  and  boy  are  prattling  in  the  drawing-room. 

About  what  ?  About  everything  on  which  Philip  chooses  to 
talk.  There  is  nobody  to  contradict  him  but  himself,  and  then 
his  pretty  hearer  vows  and  declares  he  has  not  been  so  very  con- 
tradictory. He  spouts  his  favorite  poems.  "  Delightful !  Do, 
Philip,  read  us  some  Walter  Scott  I  He  is,  as  you  say,  the  most 
fresh,  the  most  manly,  the  most  kindly  of  poetic  writers — not  of 
the  first-class,  certainly ;  in  fact,  he  has  written  most  dreadful 
bosh,  as  you  call  it  so  drolly ;  and  so  has  Wordsworth,  though  he 
is  one  of  the  greatest  of  men,  and  has  reached  sometimes  to  the 
very  greatest  height  and  sublimity  of  poetry ;  but  now  j-ou  put 
it,  I  must  confess  he  is  often  an  old  bore,  and  I  certainly  should 
have  gone  to  sleep  during  the  '  Excursion,'  only  you  read  it  so 
nicely.  You  don't  think  the  new  composers  as  good  as  the  old 
ones,  and  love  mamma's  old-fashioned  playing  ?  Well,  PhDip, 
it  is  delightful,  so  lady-like,  so  feminine !"  Or,  perhaps,  Philip 
has  just  come  from  Hyde  Park,  and  says,  "As  I  passed  by  Aps- 
ley  House  I  saw  the  Duke  come  out,  with  his  old  blue  frock  and 
white  trowsers  and  clear  face.  I  have  seen  a  picture  of  him  in 
an  old  European  Magazine,  which  I  think  1  like  better  than  all 
■ — gives  me  the  idea  of  one  of  the  brightest  men  in  the  world. 
The  brave  eyes  gleam  at  you  out  of  the  picture ;  and  there  a 
smile  on  the  resolute  lips  which  seems  to  insure  triumph.  Agnes, 
Assaye  must  have  been  glorious! " 

"  Glorious !  Philip  !"  says  Agnes,  who  had  never  heard  of  As- 
saye before  in  her  life.  "  Arbela,  perhaps ;  Salamis,  Marathon, 
Agincourt,  Blenheim,  Busaco — where  dear  grandpapa  was  kill- 
ed— "V^'aterloo,  Armageddon  ;  but  Assaye  ?    Que  voulez-vous  ?" 

"  Think  of  that  ordinarily  prudent  mdn,  and  how  greatly  he 
knew  how  to  dare  when  occasion  came  !  I  should  life  to  have 
died  after  winning  such  a  game.  He  has  never  done  anything 
so  exciting  since." 

"  A  game  ?  I  thought  it  was  a  battle  just  now,"  murmurs  An-nes 
in  her  mind ;  but  there  may  be  some  misunderstanding.  "''Ah, 
Philip,"  she  says,  "  I  fear  excitement  is  too  much  the  life  of  all 
young  men  now.    When  will  you  be  quiet  and  steady,  sir  '?" 
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"  And  go  to  an  office  every  day,  like  my  nncle  and  cousin  ; 
and  read  the  newspaper  for  three  hours,  and  trot  back  and  see 
you." 

'•  Well,  sir !  that  ouo[ht  not  to  be  such  very  bad  amusement," 
says  one  of  the  ladies. 

"  What  a  ciumsy  wretch  T  am  I  Mj'  foot  is  always  trampling 
on  something  or  somebody !"  groans  Phil. 

"  Yon  must  come  to  us,  and  we  will  teach  you  to  dance, 
Bruin  1"  says  gentle  Agnes,  smiling  on  him.  I'  think,  when 
very  much  agitated,  her  pnlse  must  have  gone  up  to  forty.  Her 
blood  must  have  been  a  light  pink.  The  heart  that  beat  under 
that  pretty  white  chest,  which  she  exposed  so  liberally,  may 
have  throbbed  pretty  quickly  once  or  twice  with  waltzing,  but 
otherwise  never  rose  or  fell  beyond  its  ifttural  gentle  undula- 
tion. It  may  have  had  throbs  of  grief  at  a  disappointment  occa- 
sioned by  the  milliner  not  bringing  a  dress  home  ;  or  have  felt 
some  little  fluttering  impulse  of  youthful  passion  when  it  -was  in 
short  frocks,  and  Slaster  Grimsby  at  the  dancing-school  showed 
some  preference  for  another  young  pupil  out  of  the  nursery. 
But  feelings,  and  hopes,  and  blushes,  and  passions  now  ? 
Pshaw  !  They  pass  away  like  nursery  dreams.  Xow  there  are 
only  proprieties.  What  is  love,  young  heart  ?  It  is  two  thou- 
sand a  year  at  the  very  lowest  computation  ;  and  with  the  pres- 
ent rise  in  wages  and  house-rent,  that  calculation  can't  last  very 
long.  Love  ?  Attachment  ?  Look  at  Frank  Maythom,  with 
his  vernal  blushes,  his  leafy  whiskers,  his  sunshiny,  laughing 
face,  and  all  the  birds  of  spring  caroling  in  his  jolly  voice  ;  and 
old  Greneral  Pinwood  hobbling  in  on  his  cork-leg,  Tvith  his  stars 
and  orders,  and  leering  round  the  room  from  under  his  painted 
eyebrows.  Will  my  modest  nympli  go  to  Maythorn,  or  to  yon- 
der leering  Sat)T,  who  tott«rs  toward  her  in  his  white  and- 
ronge  ?  Xonsense.  She  give*  her  garland  to  the  old  man,  to  be 
sure.  He  is  ten  times  as  rich  as  tae  j.  oun.g  one.  And  so  they 
went  on  in  Arcadia  itself,  really.  Not  in  that  nair.b3-pamby 
ballet  and  idyll  world,  where  they  tripped  up  to  each  other  in 
rhythm,  and  talked  hexameters ;  but  in  the  real,  downright,  no- 
mistake  country — Arcadia — where  Tityrns,  fluting  to  Amaryllis 
in  the  shade,  had  his  pipe  very  soon  put  out  when  Meliboeus 
(the  great  grazier)  performed  on  his  melodious,  exquisite,  irre-» 
gistible  cow-horn ;  and  where  Daphne's  mother  dressed  her  up 
with  ribbons  and  drove  her  to  market,  and  sold  her,  and  swapped 
her,  and  bartered  her  like  any  other  lamb  in  the  fair.  This  one 
has  been  trotted  to  the  market  so  long  now  that  she  knows  the 
ways  herself  Her  baa  has  been  heard  for — do  not  let  us  count 
how  many  seasons.  She  has  nibbled  out  of  countless  hands ; 
frisked  in  many  thousand  dances ;  come  quite  harmless  away 
from  goodness  knows  how  many  wolve?.  Ah !  ye  lambs  and 
raddled  innocents  of  our  Arcadia !    Ah,  old  Eve  !    Is  it  of  your 
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ladysliip  tliis  fable  is  narrated?  I  say  it  is  as  old  as  Cadmus, 
and  man  and  mutton  kind.' 

So  when  Pliilip  comes  to  Beaunash  street  Apnes  listens  to  him 
most  kindly,  sweetly,  gently,  and  affectionately.  Her  pulse 
goes  up  very  nearly  half  a  beat  when  the  echo  of  his  horse's 
heels  is  heard  in  the  quiet  street.  It  undergoes  a  corresponding 
depression  when  the  daily  grief  of  parting  is  encountered  and 
overcome.  Blanche  and  Agnes  don't  love  each  other  very  pas- 
sionately. If  I  may  say  as  much  regarding  those  two  lambkins, 
they  butt  at  each  other — they  quarrel  with  each  other — but 
they  have  secret  understandings.  During  Phil's  visits  the  girls 
remain  together,  you  understand,  or  mamma  is  with  the  young 
people.  Female  friends  may  come  in  to  call  on  Mrs.  Tivysden, 
and  the  matrons  whisper  together,  and  glance  at  the  cousins,  and 
look  knowing.  "  Poor  orphan  boy !"  mamma  says  to  a  sister 
matron.  "  I  am  like  a  mother  to  him  since  my  dear  sister  died. 
His  own  home  is  so  blank,  and  ours  so  merry,  so  affectionate ! 
There  may  be  intimacy,  tender 'regard,  the  utmost  confidence 
between  cousins — there  may  be  future  and  even  closer  ties  be- 
tween them — but  you  understand,  dear  Mrs.  Matcham,  no  en- 
gagement between  them,  lie  is  eager,  hot-headed,  impetuous, 
and  imprudent,  as  we  all  know.  Slie  has  not  seen  the  world 
enough — is  not  sure  of  herself,  poor  dear  child.  Therefore,  every 
circumspection,  every  caution,  is  necessary.  There  must  be  no  en- 
gagement— no  letters  between  them.  My  darling  Agnes  does  not 
w)-ite  to  ask  him  to  dinner  without  showing  the  note  to  me  or  hej" 
father.  My  dearest  girls  respect  themselves."  "  Of  course,  my 
dear  Mrs.  Twysden,  they  are  admirable,  both  of  them.  Bless  you, 
darlings  !  Agnes,  you  look  radiant!  Ah,  Rosa,  my  child,  I  wish 
you  had  dear  Blanche's  complexion  !" 

"  And  is  n't  it  monstrous  keeping  that  poor  boy  hanging  on 
until  Mr.  Woolcomb  has  made  up  his  mind  about  coming  for- 
ward V"  says  dear  Mrs.  -Matcbam  to  her  own  daughter,  as  her 
brougham-door  closes  on  the  pair.  "  Here  he  comes  !  Here  is 
his  cab  !  Maria  Twysden  is  one  of  the  smartest  women  in  Eng- 
land— that  she  is." 

"  How  odd  it  is,  mamma,  that  the  heau  cousin  and  Captain 
Woolcomb  are  always  calling,  and  never  call  together  1"  re- 
marks the  ingenue. 

"  They  might  quarrel  if  they  met.  They  say  young  Mr.  Fir- 
min  is  very  quarrelsome  and  impetuous  I"  says  mamma. 

"  But  how  are  they  kept  apart  ?" 

"  Chance,  my  dear !  mere  chance !"  says'  mamma.  And  they 
agree  to  say  it  is  chance— and  they  agree  to  pretend  to  believe 
one  another.  And  the  girl  and  the  mother  know  everytbinf 
about  Woolcomb's  property,  everything  about  Philip's  property 
and  expectations,  everytliing  about  all  the  young  men  in  Lon- 
don, and  those  coming  on.    And  -Mrs.  Matthani'a  girl  fiabod  for 
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Captain  Woolconib  last  yoar  in  Scotland,  at  Loch-hookey  ;  and 
stalkt'd  him  to  Paris;  and  tlicy  went  down  on  tlicir  knees  to 
Lady  Banbuiy  when  they  heard  of  the  theatricals  at  the  Cross; 
and  pursued  that  man  about  until  he  is  fbi  ced  to  say,  "  Con- 
found me  !  hans  me  !  it  's  too  bad  of  that  woman  and  her  dauiih- 
ter  ;  it  is  now,  I  give  you  niy  honor  it  is  !  And  all  the.  fellows 
chaflf  me  !  And  she  took  a  house  in  Regent's  Park,  opposite  our 
barracks,  and  asked  for  her  daughter  to  learn  to  ride  in  our 
school — I'm  blest  if  she  didn't,  Mrs.  Twysdcn  !  and  I  thought 
my  black  mare  would  have  kicked  her  off  one  day — I  mean  tlie 
daughter — but  she  stuck  on  like  grim  death  ;  and  the  fellows 
call  them  Mrs.  Grim  Death  and  her  daughter.  Our  surgeon 
called  them  so,  and  a  dooeid  rum  fellow — and  they  ehafF  me 
about  it,  you  know — ever  so  many  of  the  fellows  do — and  I'm 
not  going  to  be  had  in  that  way  by  Mrs.  Grim  Death  and  her 
dau^ht.er  !  No,  not  as  I  knows,  if  you  please  ! ' 

"  You  are  a  flreadful  man,  and  you  gave  her  a  dreadful  name, 
Captain  Woolcomb  1"  says  mamma. 

"  It  was  n't  me.  It  was  the  surgeon,  you  know,  Miss  Agnes; 
a  doocid  funny  and  witty  fellow,  Ni.xon  is — and  sent  a  thing 
once  to  Punch,  Ni.xon  did.  I  heard  him  make  the  riddle  in  Al- 
bany Barracks,  and  it  riled  Foker  so!  You've  no  idea  how  it 
riled  Foker,  for  he's  in  it!" 

"  In  it  V"  asks  Agnes,  with  the  gentle  smile,  the  candid  blue 
eyes — the  same  eyes,  expression,  lips,  that"  smile  and  sparkle  at 
Philip. 

"  Here  it  is !  Capital !  Took  it  down  !  Wrote  it  into  my  pock- 
et-book at  once  as  Nixon  made  it.  '  Alt  doctors  like  my  first, 
that 's  clear  !'  Doctor  Pirmin  does  that.  Old  Parr  street  party  I 
Don't  you  see,  Miss  Agnes  V  Fke  !  Don't  you  see  ?" 

"  Fee  !  Oh,  you  droll  thing  !"  cries  Agnes,  smiling,  radiant, 
very  much  puzzled. 

"  '  My  second,'  "  goes  on  the  young  officei- — "  '  My  second 
gives  us  Foktr's  beer.'  "  , 

"  '  My  tvhole 's  the  shortest  month  in  all  the  year  !'  Don't  you 
see,  Mrs.  Tw)  sden  V  Fee-Bkewery,  don  t  you  see  V  Februa- 
ry !  A  doocid  good  one,  is  n't  it  now  ?  and  J  wonder  Punch 
never  put  it  in.  And  upon  my  word,  I  used  to  spell  it  Febua- 
ry  before,  I  did;  and  I  dare  say  ever  so  many  fellows  do  still. 
And  1  know  the  right  way  now,  and  all  from  that  riddle  which 
Nixon  made." 

The  ladies  declare  be  is  a  droll  man,  and  full  of  fun.  Jle  rat- 
tles on,  artlessly  telling  his  little  stories  of  sport,  drink,  advent- 
ure, in  which  the  dusky  little  man  himself  is  a  promint- nt  figure. 
Not  honey-mouthed  Plato  would  be  listened  to  more  kindly  by 
those  three  ladies.  A  bland,  frank  smile  shines  over  Talbot 
Twysden's  noble  face  as  he  comes  in  from  his  office  and  finds  the 
Creole  prattling.    "  What !  jtou  hero,  Woolcomb  ?  Hey  !  GUA 
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to  see  you*!"  And  the  gallant  hand  goes  ont  and  meets  and 
grasps  Woolcomb's  tiny  kid  glove. 

"  He  has  been  so  amusing,  papa  I  He  has  been  making  -as  die 
■with  laughing  !  Tell  papa  that  riddle  von  made,  Captain  Wool- 
comb." 

"  That  riddle  I  made  ?  That  riddle  Nixon,  our  surgeon,  made. 
'  All  doctors  like  mj  first,  that 's  clear,'  "  et«. 

And  da  capo.  And  the  family,  as  he  expounds  this  admirable 
rebus,  gather  Tound  the  ysang  officer  in  a  group,  and  the  curtain 
drops. 

As  in  a  theatre  booth  at  a  fair  there  are  two  or  three  perform- 
ances in  a  day;  so  in  Beaunash  street  a  little  gent«el  comedy 
is  played  twice :  at  four  o'clock  with  Mr.  Firmin,  at  five  o'clock 
■with  Mr.  Woolcomb  ;  and  for  both  young  gentlemen  the  same 
smiles,  same  eyes,  same  voice,  same  welcome.  Ah,  bravo  !  ah, 
encore  ! 


CHAPTER  X. 

WHICH  -WE  VISIT  "  ADMIRAI,  BYHG." 

From  long  residence  in  Bohemia,  and  fatal  love  of  bachelor 
ease  atid  habits,  Master  Philip's  pure  tastes  were  so  destroyed 
and  his  manners  so  perverted  that,  you  will  hardly  believe  it, 
he  was  actually  indifferent  to  the  pleasures  of  the  refined  home 
we  have  just  been  describing ;  and  when  Agnes  was  away, 
sometimes  even  when  she  was  at  home,  was  quite  relieved  to  "et 
ont  of  Beaunash  street  He  is  hardly  twenty  yards  fi-om  the 
door  when  out  of  his  pocket  there  comes  a  case ;  out  of  the  ease 
there  jumps  an  aromatic  cigar,  which  is  scattering  fragrance 
around  as  he  is  marching  briskly  northward  to  his  next  house  of 
call.  The  pace  is  even  more  lively  now  than  when  he  is  hasten- 
ing on  what  you  call  the  wings  of  love  to  Beaunash  street.  At 
the  house  whither  he  is  now  going  he  and  the  cigar  are  always 
welcome.  There  is  no  need  of  munching  orange  chips,  or  chew- 
ing scented  pills,  or  flinging  your  weed  away  half  a  mile  before 
you  reach  Thornhaugh  street — the  low,  vulgar  place  !  I  promise 
you  Phil  may  smoke  at  Brandon's,  and  find  others  doin<»  the 
same.  He  may  set  the  house  on  fire  if  so  minded,  such  a  favor- 
ite is  he  there ;  and  the  Little  Sister,  with  her  kind,  beaming 
smile,  will  be  there  to  bid  him  welcome.  How  that  woman 
loved  Phil,  and  how  he  loved  her,  is  quit«  a  curiosity  ;  and  both 
of  them  used  to  be  twitted  with  this  attachment  by  their  mutual 
friends,  and  blush  as  they  acknowledged,  it.  Ever  since  the 
little  nurse  had  saved  his  life  as  a  sciool-boy  it  was  a  la  vie  a  la 
morl  between  them.  Phil's  father's  chariot  used  to  come  to 
Thornhaugh  street  sometimes — at  rare  times — and  the  doctor 
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descend  thence  and  have  colloquies  with  the  Little  Sister.  She 
attended  a  patient  or  two  of  his.  She  was  certainly  very  much 
better  off  in  her  money  matters  in  these  late  years  since  she  had 
known  Dr.  Firmin.  Do  you  think  she  took  money  from  him  ? 
As  a  novelist  who  knows  everything  about  his  people  I  am  con- 
strained to  say  Yes.  She  took  enough  to  pay  some  little  bills  of 
her  weak-minded-old  father,  and  send  the  bailiff  's  hand  from  his 
old  collar.  But  no  more.  "  I  think  you  owe  him  as  much  as 
that,"  she  said  to  the  doctor.  But  as  for  compliments  between 
them — "  Dr.  Firmin,  I  would  die  rather  than  be  beholden  to 
you  for  anything,"  she  said,  with  her  little  limbs  all  in  a  tremor, 
and  her  eyes  flashing  anger.  "  How  dare  you,  sir,  after  old 
days,  be  a  coward  and  pay  compliments  to  me  ?  I  will  tell  your 
son  of  you,  sir!"  and  the  little  woman  looked  as  if  she  could 
have  stabbed  the  elderly  libertine  there  as  he  stood.  And  he 
shrugged  his  handsome  shoulders ;  blushed  a  little  too,  perhaps ; 
gave  her  one  of  his  darkling  looks,  and  departed.  She  had  be- 
lieved him  once.  She  had  married  him,  as  she  fancied.  He 
had  tired  of  her  ;  forsaken  her  ;  left  her — left  her  even  without 
a  name.  She  had  not  known  his  for  long  years  after  her  trust 
and  his  deceit.  "No,  sir,  I  would  n't  have  your  name  now,  not 
if  it  were  a  lord's,  I  would  n't,  and  a  coronet  on  your  carriage. 
You  are  beneath  me  now,  Mr.  Brand  Firmin  !"  she  had  said. 

How  came  she  to  love  the  boy  so  ?  Years  back,  in  her  own 
horrible  extremity  of  misery,  she  could  remember  a  week  or  two 
of  a  brief,  strange,  exquisite  happiness,  which  came  to  her  in  the 
roifl-t  of  her  degradation  and  desertion,  and  for  a.  few  days  a 
baby  in  her  arms,  with  eyes  like  Philip's.  It  was  taken  from  her 
after  a  few  days — onh'  sixteen  days.  Insanity  came  upon  her, 
as  her  dead  infant  was  carried  away — insanity,  and  fever,  and 
struggle — all!  who  knows  how  dreadful?  She  never  does. 
There  is  a  gap  in  her  life  wliieh  she  never  can  recall  quite.  But 
Georrre  Brand  Firmin,  Esq.,  M.D.,  knows  how  very  frequent  arc 
such  eases  of  mania,  and  that  women  who  don't  speak  about 
them  often  will  cherish  them  for  years  after  they  appear  to  have 
passed  away.  Tfie  Little  Sister  says  quite  gravely,  sometimes, 
"  They  are  allowed  to  cotne  back.  They  do  come  back.  Else 
what 's  the  good  of  little  cherubs  bein'  born,  and  smilin',  and 
happy,  and  beautiful — j:Hy,  for  sixteen  days,  and  then  an  end  ? 
I 've  talked  about  it  to  many  ladies  in  grief  sim'lar  to  miae  was, 
and  it  comforts  them.  And  when  I  saw  that  child  on  his  sick 
bed,  and  he  lifted  his  eyes,  /  knew  him,  I  tell  you,  Mrs.  Ridley. 
I  don't  speak  about  if, ;  but  I  knew  him,  ma'am;  my  angel  came 
back  ajx'iin.  I  know  hifn  by  the  eyes.  Look  at  'em.  Did  you 
ever  see  such  eyes  V  They  look  as  if  they  had  seen  Heaven. 
His  father's  don't."  Mrs.  llidley  believes  this  theory  solemnly, 
and  I  think  I  know  a  lady,  nearly  connected  with  myself,  who 
can't  be  got  quite  to  disown  it.  And  this  secret  opinion  to  women 
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in  grief  and  sorrow  over  their  new-bom  lost  infants  Mrs.  Bran- 
don persists  in  imparting.  "  /  know  a  case,"  the  nurse  murmurs, 
"of  a  poor  mother  who  lost  her  child  at  sixteen  days  old ;  and 
sixteen  years  after,  on  the  very  day,  she  saw  him  again." 

Philip  knows  so  far  of  the  Little  Sister's  story  that  he  is  the 
object  of  this  delusion,  and  indeed  it  very  strangely  and  tenderly 
affects  him.  He  remembers  fitfully  the  illness  through  -which- 
the  Little  Sister  tended  him,  the  wild  paroxysms  of  his  fever,  his 
head  throbbing  on  her  shoulders — cool  tamarind  drinks  which 
she  applied  to  his  lips— great  gusty  ni^ht  shadows  flickering 
through  the  bare  school  dormitory— the  little  figure  of  the  nurse 
glidin"^  in  and  out  of  the  dark.  He  must  be  aware  of  the  recog- 
nition'which  we  know  of,  and  which  took  place  at  his  bedside, 
though  he  has  never  mentioned  it — not  to  his  father,  not  to  Caro- 
line. But  he  clings  to  the  woman,  and  shrinks  from  the  man. 
Is  it  instinctive  love  and  antipathy  ?  The  special  reason  for  his 
quarrel  with  his  father  the  junior  Firmin  has  never  explicitly 
told  me  then  or  since.  I  have  known  sons  much  more  confi- 
dential, and  who,  when  their  fathers  tripped  and  stumbled, 
would  bring  their  acquaintances  to  jeer  at  the  patriarch  in  his 

faU.  ... 

One  day,  as  Philip  enters  Thornbaugh  street,  and  the  Sister's 
little  parlor  there,  fancy  his  astonishment  on  finding  his  father's 
dingy  friend,  the  Rev.  Tufton  Hunt,  at  his  ease  by  the  fireside. 
"  Snrprised  to  see  me  here,  eh  ?"  says  the  dingy  gentleman,  with 
a  sneer  at  Philip's  lordly  face  of  wonder  and  disgust.  "  Mrs. 
Brandon  and  I  turn  out  to  be  very  old  friends." 

"  Yes,  sir,  old  acquaintances,"  says  the  Little  Sister,  very 
gravely. 

"  The  captain  brought  me  tome  from  the  club  at  the  Byngs. 
Jolly  fellows  the  Byngs.  My  service  to  you,  Mr.  Gann  and  Mrs. 
Brandon."  And  the  two  persons  addi-essed  by  the  gentleman, 
who  is  "  taking  some  refreshment,"  as  the  phrase  is,  make  a  bow, 
in  acknowledgment  of  this  salutation. 

"  You  should  have  been  at  Mr.  Philip's  caU-supper,  Captain 
Gann,"  the  divine  resumes.  "  That  was  a  night !  Tip-top 
swells — noblemen — first-rate  claret.  That  claret  of  your  father's, 
PhUip,  is  pretty,  nearly  drunk  down.  And  your  song  was  famous. 
Did  you  ever  hear  him  sing,  Mrs.  Brandon  ?" 

"  \Vho  do  you  mean  by  him  ?"  says  Philip,  who  always  boiled 
with  rage  before  this  man. 

Caroline  divines  the  antinathy.  She  lays  a  little  band  on 
Philip's  arm.  "  Mr.  Hunt  has  been  having  too  much,  I  think," 
she  ^s.    "  I  did  know  him  ever  so  long  a^o,  Philip  !" 

"\Vlia8does  he  mean  by  Him?"  agiin  says  Philip,  stiortin^ 
at  Tufton  Hunt.  .  o         j  f  o 

"  Him  ?— Dr.  Luther's  Hymn  !  '  Wein,  Weiber,  und  Gesancr  ' 
to  be  sure :  cnes  the  clergyman,  humming  the  tune.    "  I  learned 
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it  in  Germany  myself— passed  a  good  deal  of  time  in  Germany, 
Captain  Gann — six  months  in  a  specially  shady  place— Qtiorf 
Strasse,  in  Frankfort-on-tTie-Main — being  persecuted  by  some 
wicked  Jews  there.  And  there  was  another  poor  English  chap 
in  the  place,  too,  who  used  to  chirp  that  song-  behind  the  bars, 
and  died  there,  and  disappointed  the  Philistines.  I 've  seen  a 
deal  of  life,  I  have  ;  and  met  with  a  precious  deal  of  misfortune ; 
and  borne  it  pretty  stoutly,  too,  since  your  father  and  I  were  at 
college  together,  Philip.  You  don't  do  anything  in  this  way  ? 
Not  so  early,  eh  ?  It 's  good  rum,  Gann,  and  no  mistake."  And 
again  the  chaplain  drinks  to  the  captain,  who  waves  the  dingy 
hand  of  hospitality  toward  his  dark  guest. 

For  several  months  past  Hunt  had  now  been  a  resident  in 
London,  and  a  pretty  constant  visitor  at  Dr.  Firmin's  house.  He 
came  and  went  at  his  will.  He  made  the  place  his  house  of  call ; 
and  in  the  doctor's  trim,  silent,  orderly  mansion,. was  perfectly 
free,  talkative,  dirty,  and  familiar.  Philip's  loathing  for  the  man 
increased  till  it  reached  a  pitch  of  frantic  hatred.  Mr.  Phil, 
theoretically  a  Radical,  and  almost  a  Republican  (in  opposition, 
perhaps,  to  his  father,  who  of  course  held  the  highly-respectable 
line  of  politics) — Mr.  Sansculotte  Phil  was  personally  one  of  the 
most  aristocratic  and  overbearing  of  young  gentlemen ;  and  had 
a  contempt  and  hatred  for  mean  people,  tor  base  people,  for 
servile  people,  and  especially  for  too  familiar  people,  which  was 
not  a  little  amusing  sometimes,  which  was  provoking  often,  but 
which  he  never  was  at  the  -least  pains  of  disguising.  His  uncle 
and  cousin  Twysden,  for  example,  he  treated  not  half  so  civilly 
as  their  footmen.  Little  Talbot  humbled  himself  before  Phil, 
and  felt  not  always  easy  in  his  company.  Young  Twysden  hated 
him,  and  did  not  disguise  his  sentiments  at  the  club,  or  to  their 
mutual  acquaintance  behind  Phil's  broad  back.  And  Phil,  for 
his  part,  adopted  toward  his  cousin  a  kick-me-down-stairs  man- 
ner, which  I  own  must  have  been  provoking  to  that  gentleman, 
who  was  Phil's  senior  by  three  years,  a  clerk  in  a  public  office, 
a  member  of  several  good  clubs,  and  altogether  a  genteel  mem- 
ber of  society.  Phil  would  often  forget  Ringwood  Twysden's 
presonce,  and  pursue  his  own  conversation  entirely  regardless  of 
Ringwood's  observation.  He  was  very  rude,  I  own.  Que  voulez- 
vous  ?  We  have  all  of  us  our  little  failings,  and  one  of  Philip's 
was  an  ignorant  impatience  of  boies,  parasites,  and  pretenders. 

So  no  wonder  my  young  gentleman  was  not  very  fond  of  his 
father's  friend,  the  dingy  jail  chaplain.  I,  who  am  the  most  tol- 
erant man  in  the  world,  as  all  my  friends  know,  liked  Hunt  little 
bcttCT  than  Phil  did.  The  man's  presence  made  me  uneasy. 
His  dress,  his  complexion,  his  teeth,  bis  leer  at  women — Que 
fnis-je  'h — every  thing  was  unpleasant  about  this  Mr.  Hunt,  and 
his  gayety  and  familiarity  more  specially  disgusting  than  even 
his  hostility.    The  wonder  was  that  battle  had  not  taken  place 
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between  Philip  and  the  jail  clergyman,  who,  I  suppose,  was  ac- 
customed to  be  disliked,  and  laughed  with  cynical  good-humor  at 
the  other's  disgust.  ,  _  ,  " 

Hunt  was  a  visitor  of  many  tavern  parlors ;  and  one  day, 
strolling  out  of  the  "Admiral  Byng,"  he  saw  his  friend  Dr.  Fir- 
Biin's  well-known  equipage  stopping  at  a  door  in  Thornhaugh 
street,  out  of  which  the  doctor  presently  came.  "  Brandon  "  was 
on  the  door.  Brandon,  Brandon !  Hunt  remembered  a  dark 
transaction  of  more  than  twenty  years  ago — of  a  woman  deceiv- 
ed by  this  Firmin,  who  then  chose  to  go  by  the  name  of  Brandon. 
He  lives  with  her  still,  the  old  hypocrite,  or  he  has  gone  back  to 
her,  thought  the  parson.  Oh  you  old  sinner  1  And  the  next 
time  he  called  in  Old  Parr  street  on  his  dear  old  college  friend, 
Mr.  Hunt  was  specially  jocular,  and  frightfully  unpleasant  and 
familiar. 

"  Saw  your  trap  Tottenham  Court  Road  way,"  says  the  slang 
parson,  nodding  to  the  physician. 

"  Have  some  patients  there.  People  are  ill  in  Tottenham 
Court  Eoad,"  remarks  the  doctor. 

"  Pallida  mors  cequo  pede — hey,  doctor?  What  used  Flaccus 
to  say  when  we  were  undergrads '?" 

"  jSquo  pede,"  sighs  the  doctor,  casting  up  his  fine  eyes  to  the 
ceiling. 

"  Sly  old  foxi>!  Not  a  word  will  he  say  about  her !"  thinks  the 
clergyman.  "  Yes,  yes,  I  remember.  And,  by  Jove !  Gann  was 
the  name." 

Gann  was  also  the  name  of  that  queer  old  man  who  frequent- 
ed the  "  Admiral  Byng,"  where  the  ale  was  so  good — the  old  boy 
whom  they  called  the  Captain.  Yes ;  it  was  clear  now.  That 
ugly  business  was  patched  up.  The  astute  Hunt  saw  it  all.  The 
doctor  still  kept  up  a  connection  with  the — the  party.  And  that 
is  her  old  father,  sure  enough.  "  The  old  fox,  the  old  fox !  I 've 
earthed  him,  have  I?  This  is  a  good  game.  I  wanted  a  littte 
something  to  do,  and  this  will  excite  me,"  thinks  the  clergyman. 

I  am  describing  what  I  never  could  have  seen  or  heard,  and 
can  guarantee  only  verisimiirtude,  not  truth,  in  my  report  of  the 
private  conversation  of  these  worthies.  The  end  of  scores  and 
scores  of  Hunt's  conversations  with  his  friend  was  the  same — an 
application  for  money.  If  it  rained  when  Hunt  parted  from  his 
college- chum,  it  was,  "I  say,  doctor,  I  shall  spoil  my  new  hat, 
and  I  am  blest  if  I  have  any  money  to  take  a  cab.  Thank  you, 
old  boy.  All  revoir."  If  the  day  was  fine,  it  was,  "My  old 
blacks  show  the  white  seams  so  that  vou  must  out  of  your  charity 
rig  me  out  with  a  new  pair.  Not  your  tailor.  He  ie  too  expen- 
sive. Thank  you— a  couple  of  sovereigns  will  do."  And  the 
doctor  takes  two  from  the  mantle-piece,  and  the  divine  retires, 
jingling  the  gold  in  his  greasy  pocket. 

The  doctor  is  going  after  the  few  words  about  pallida  mors, 
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and  has  taken  up  that  well-brushed  broad  hat  with  that  ever-fresh 
lining,  which  we  all  admire  in  him — "  Oh,  I  say,  Firmin  !"  breaks 
out  the  clergyman.  "  Before  you  go  out,  you  must  lend  me  a 
few  sovs,  please.  They 've  cleaned  me  out  in  Air  street.  That 
confounded  roulette  !  It 's  a  madness  with  me." 

"  By  George  I"  cries  the  other,  with  a  strong  execration,  "  you 
are  too  bad,  Hunt.  Every  week  of  my  life  you  come  to  me  for 
money.  You  have  had  plenty.  Go  elsewhere.  I  won't  give  it 
you." 

"  Yes  you  will,  old  boy,"  says  the  other,  looking  at  him  a  ter- 
rible look ;  "  for—" 

"  For  what  ?"  says  the  doctor,  the  veins  of  his  tall  forehead 
growing  very  full. 

"  For  old  times'  sake,"  says  the  clergyman.  "  There  'a  seven 
of  'em  on  the  table  in  bits  of  paper — that  '11  do  nicely."  And  he 
sweeps  the  fees  with  a  dirty  hand  into  a  dirty  pouch.  "  Halloa  I 
Swearin'  and  cursin'  before  a  clergyman.  Don't  cut  up  rough, 
old  fellow  !  Go  and  take  the  air.    It  '11  cool  you." 

"  I  don't  think  I  would  like  that  fellow  to  attend  me  if  I  was 
sick,"  says  Hunt,  shuffling  away,  rolling  the  plunder  in  his  greasy 
hand.  "  I  don't  think  I 'd  like  to  meet  him  by  moonlight  alone, 
in  a  vev!/  quiet  lane.  He 's  a  determined  chap.  And  his  eyes 
mean  miching  malecJio,  his  eyes  do.  Phew !"  And  ho  laughs, 
and  malces  a  rude  observation  about  Dr.  Firmin's  eyes. 

That  afternoon  the  gents  who  used  the  "  Admiral  Byng"  re- 
marked the  reappearance  of  the  party  who  looked  in  last  even- 
ing, and  wlio  now  stood  glasses  round,  and  made  himself  uncom- 
mon agreeable  to  ht:  sure.  Old  IMr.  Ridley  says  he  is  quite  the 
gentleman.  "  Hevidcnt  have  been  in  foring  parts  a  great  deal, 
and  speaks  the  languages.  Probbly  have  'ad  misfortunes,  which 
many  'av  'ad  them.  Drinks  riim-and-water  tremeiijous.  'Ave 
scarce  no  heppytite.  Many  got  into  this  way  from  misfortunes. 
A  plesn  man,  -most  well  informed  on  almost  every  subjeck. 
Think  he 's  a  clergyman.  lie  and  Mr.  Gann  ])avc  made  quite 
a  friendship  together,  he  and  Mr.  Gann  'avo.  Which  t!)ey  talked 
of  Watloo,  and  Gann  is  very  fond  of  that,  Gann  is  most  cortny." 
I  imagine  Ridley  delivering  these  sentences,  and  alternate  little 
volleys  of  smoke,  as  he  sits  behind  his  sober  calumet  and  prattles 
in  the  tavern  parlor. 

After  Dr.  Firmin  has  careered  through  the  town,  standing  by 
sick-beds  with  his  sweet  sad  smile,  fondled  and  blessed  by  tender 
mothers  who  hail  him  as  the  saviour  of  their  children,  touching 
ladies'  pulses  with  a  hand  as  delicate  as  their  own,  patting  little 
fresh  cheeks  with  courtly  kindness — little  cheeks  that  owe  their 
roses  to  his  marvellous  skill ;  after  he  has  soothed  and  comforted 
my  lady,  shaken  hands  with  my  lord,  looked  in  at  the  club,  and 
exchanged  tourtly  salutations  with  brother  bigwigs,  and  driven 
away  in  the  handsome  cax-riage  with  the  noble  horses — admired, 
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respecting,  respectful,  saluted,  saluting — so  that  every  man  says, 
"  Excellent  man,  Firmin.  Excellent  doctor,  excellent  man. 
Safe  man.  Sound  man.  Man  of  good  family.  Married  a  rich 
wife.  Lucky  man."  And  so  on.  After  the  day's  triumphant 
career,  I  fancy  I  see  the  doctor  driving  homeward,  with  those 
sad,  sad  eyes,  that  hagsrai'd  smile. 

He  comes  whirling  up  Old  Parr  street  just  as  Phil  saunters  m 
from  Regent  street,  as  usual,  cigar  in  mouth.  He  flings  away 
the  cigar  as  he  sees  his  father,  and  they  enter  the  house  to- 
gether. 

"  Do  you  dine  at  home,  Philip  ?"  the  father  asks. 

"  Do  you,  sir  ?  I  will  if  you  do,"  says  the  son,  "  and  if  you  are 
alone."  , 

"Alone.  Yes.  That  is,  there '11  be  Hunt,  I  suppose,  whom 
you  don't  like.     But  the  poor  fallow  has  few  places  to  dine  at. 

What  ?  D  Hunt  ?  That  s  a  strong  expression  about  a  poor 

fellow  in  misfortune,  and  your  father's  old  friend." 

I  am  afraid  Philip  had  used  that  wicked  monosyllable  while  his 
father  was  speaking,  and  at  the  mention  of  the  clergyman's  de- 
tested name.  "  I  beg  your  pardon,  father.  It  slipped  out  in 
spite  of  me.    I  can't  help  it.    I  hate  the  fellow.  ' 

"  You  don't,  disguise  your  likes  or  dislikes,  P]?ilip,"  says,  or 
rather  groans,  the  safe  man,  the  sound  man,  the  prosperous  man, 
the  lucky  man,  the  miserable  man.  For  years  and  years  he  has 
known  that  his  boy's  heart  has  revolted  from  him,  and  detected 
him,  and  gone  from  him  ;  and  with  shame,  and  remorse,  and 
sickening  feeling,  he  lies  awake  in  the  night-watches,  and  thinks 
hoy.'  he  is  alone — alone  in  the  world.  Ah  !  Love  your  parents, 
young  ones  1  O  Father  Beneficent !  strengthen  our  hearts : 
strengthen  and  purify  them  so  that  we  may  not  have  to  blush  be- 
fore our  children  ! 

"  You  don't  disguise  your  likes  and  dislikes,  Philip,"  says  the 
father  then,  with  a  tone  that  smites  strangely  and  keenly  on  the 
young  man. 

There  is  a  great  tremor  in  Philip's  voice  as  he  says,  "  No, 
father,  I  can't  bear  that  man,  and  1  can't  disguise  my  feelings. 
I  have  just  parted  from  the  man.    I  have  just  met  him." 

"  Where  ?" 

■"At— at  Mrs.-Brandon's,  father."  He  blushes  like  a  girl  as  be 
speaks. 

At  the  next  moment  he  is  scared  by  the  execration  which 
hisses  from  his  father's  lips,  and  the  awliil  look  of  bate  which  the 
elder's  face  assumes— that  fatal,  forlorn,  fallen,  lost  look  which, 
man  and  boy,  has_  often  frightened  poor  Phil.  Philip  did  not 
like  that  look,  nor  indeed  that  other  one,  which  his  father  cast  at 
Hunt,  who  presently  swaggered  in. 

"  What !  you  dine  here  V'  AVe  rarely  do  papa  the  honor  of  din- 
ing with  him,"  says  the  parson,  with  his  knowing  leer.    "  I  sup- 
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pose,  doctor,  it  is  to  be  fatted-calf  day  now  the  prodigal  has  come 
home.    There 's  worse  things  than  a  good  fillet  of  veal,  eh  ?" 

Whatever  the  meal  might  be,  the  greasy  chfiplain  leered  and 
winked  over  it  as  he  gave  it  his  sinister  blessing.  "The  two  elder 
guests  tried  to  be  lively  and  gay,  as  Philip  thought,  who  took  such 
little  trouble  to  disguse  his  own  moods  of  gloom'  or  merriment. 
Nothing  was  said  regarding  the  occurrences  of  the  morning  when 
my  young  gentleman  had  been  rather  rude  to  Mr.  Hunt ;  and 
Philip  did  not  need  his  father's  caution  to  make  no  mejption  of 
his  previous  meeting  with  their  guest.  Hunt,  as  usual,  talked  to 
the  butler,  made  sidelong  remarks  to  the  footman,  and  garnished 
his  conversation  with  slippery'  double-entendre  and  dirty  old- 
world  slang.  Betting-houses,  gambling-houses,  Tattersall's, fights, 
and  their  frequenters,  were  his  cheerful  themes,  and  on  these  he 
descanted  ps  usual.  The  doctor  swallowed  this  dose,  which  his 
friend  poured  out,  without  the  least  expression  of  disgust.  On 
the  contrary,  he  was  cheerful :  he  was  for  an  extra  bottle  of  claret 
— it  never  could  be^in  better  order  than  it  was  now. 

The  bottle  was  scarce  put  on  the  table,  and  tasted,  and  pro- 
nounced perfect,  when — oh  !  disappointment ! — the  butler  reap- 
pears with  a  note  for  the  doctor.  One  of  his  patients.  He  must  go. 
She  has  little  the  matter  with  her.  She  lives  hard  by,  in  May  Fair. 
"  You  and  Hunt  finish  this  bottle,  unless  I  am  back  before  it  is 
done;  and  if  it  is  done,  we'll  have  another,"  says  Dr.  Firmin, 
jovially.  "  Don't  stir,  Hunt" — and  Dr.  Firmin. is  gone,  leaving 
Philip  alone  with  the  guest  to  whom  he  had  certainly  been  rudo 
in  the  morning. 

"  The  doctor's  patients  often  grow  very  unwell  about  claret 
time,"  growls  Mr.  Hunt,  some  few  minutes  aftei*.  "  Never  mind. 
The  drink 's  good — good  !  as  somebody  said  at  your  famous  call- 
supper,  Mr.  Philip — won't  call  you  Philip,  as  you  don't  like  it. 
You  were  uncommon  crusty  to  me  in  the  morning,  to  be  sure.  In 
ray  time  there  would  have  been  bottles  broke,  or  Avorse,  for  that 
sort  of  treatment." 

"  I  have  asked  your  pardon,"  Philip  said.  "  I  was  annoyed 
about — no  matter  what — and  had  no  right  to  be  rude  to  Mrs. 
Brandon's  guest." 

"  I  say,  did  you  tell  the  governor  that  you  saw  me  in  Thorn- 
haugh  street  ?"  asks  Hunt. 

"  I  was  very  rude  and  ill-tempered,  and  again  I  confess  I  was 
wrong,"  says  Phil,  boggling  and  stuttering,  and  turning  very  red. 
He  remembered  his  father's  injunction. 

"  1  say  again,  sir,  did  you  tell  your  father  of  our  meeting  this 
morning?"  demands  the  clergyman. 

"  And  pray,  sir,  what  riglit  have  you  to  ask  mo  about  my  pri- 
vate conversation  with  my  father  ?"  asks  Philip,  with  towering 
dignity. 

"  You  won't  tell  me  ?  Then  you  Jiave  told  bim.  He 's  a  nice 
man,  your  f;Uhor      for  a  moral  man." 
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"  I  am  not  anxious  for  your  opinion  about  my  father's  morality, 
Mr.  Hunt,"  says  Philip,  gasping  in  a  bewildered  manner,  and 
drumming  the  table.  "  I  am  here  to  replace  him  in  his  absence, 
and  treat  his  guest  with  civility." 

"  Civility !  Pretty  civility !"  says  the  other,  glaring  at  him. 

"  Such  as  it  is,  sir,  it  is  my  best,  and— I— I  have  no  other, 
groans  the  young  man. 

"  Old  friend  of  your  father's,  a  university  man,  a  Master  ot 
Arts,  a  gentleman  born,  by  Jove  !  a  clergj'man — though  I  smk 
that^" 

"  Yes,  sir,  you  do  sink  that,"  says  Philip. 

"  Am  I  a  dog,"  shrieks  out  the  clergyman,  "  to  be  treated  by 
you  in  this  way  ?  Who  are  you  ?   Do  you  know  who  you  are  ?" 

"  Sir,  I  am  striving  with  all  my  strength  to  remember,"  says 
Philip.  h  y  n 

"  Come  !  I  say  !  don't  try  any  of  your  confounded  airs  on  me  !" 
shrieks  Hunt,  with  a  profusion  of  oaths,  and  swallowing  glass 
after  glass  from  the  various  decanters  before  him.  "  Hang  me, 
when  I  was  a  young  man,  I  would  have  sent  one — two  at  your 
nob,  though  you  were  twice  as  tall !  Who  are  you,  to  patronize 
your  senior,  your  father's  old  pal — a  university  man  ;  you  con- 
founded, supercilious — " 

"  I  am  here  to  pay  every  attention  to  ray  father's  guest,"  says 
Pltil ;  "  but  if  you  have  finished  your  wine,  I  shall  be  happy  to 
break  up  the  meeting  as  early  as  you  please." 

"  You  shall  pay  me  ;  I  swear  you  shall !"  said  Hunt. 

"  Oh,  Mr.  Hunt  1"  cried  Philip,  jumping  up,  and  clenching  his 
great  fists,  "  I  should  desire  nothing  better." 

The  man  shrank  back,  thinking  Philip  was  going  to  strike  him 
(as  Philip  told  me  in  describing  the  scene),  and  made  for  the  bell. 
But  when  the  butler  came,  Philip  only  asked  for  cofiee ;  and 
Hunt,  uttering  a  mad  oath  or  two,  staggered  out  of  the  room  after 
the  servant.  Brice  said  he  had  been  drinking  before  he  came. 
He  was  often  so.  And  Pliil  blessed  his  stars  that  he  had  not  as- 
saulted his  father's  guest  then  and  there,  under  his  own  roof- 
tree. 

He  went  out  into  the  air.  He  gasped  and  cooled  himself  un- 
der the  stars.  He  soothed  his  feelings  by  his  customary  conso- 
lation of  tobacco.  He  remembered  that  Ridley,  in  Thornhaugh 
street,  held  a  divan  that  night ;  and  jumped  into  a  cab,  and  drove 
to  his  old  friend. 

The  maid  of  the  house,  who  came  to  the  door  as  the  cab  was 
driving  away,  stopped  it ;  and  as  Phil  entered  the  passage,  he 
found  the  Little  Sister  and  his  father  talking  together  in  the  hall. 
The  doctor's  broad  hat  shaded  his  face  froni  the  hall  lamp,  which 
was  burning  with  an  extra  brightness,  but  IMrs.  Brandon's  was 
very  pale,  and  she  had  been  cryinsr. 

She  gave  a  little  scream  when  she  saw  Phil.  "Ah!  is  it  you, 
dear?''  .-she  said    She  ran  up  to  him:  seized  both  his  hands: 
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dung  to  him,  and  sobbed  a  thousand  hot  tears  on  his  hand.  "  I 
never  wilL    Oh,  never,  never,  never !"  she  mnrmnred. 

The  doctor's  broad  chest  heaved  as  with  a  great  sigh  of  relie£ 
He  looked  at  the  woman  and  at  his  son  with- a  strange  smile — not 
a  sweet  smile. 

"  God  bless  yon,  Caroline,"  he  said,  in  his  pompons,  rather 
theatrical,  wav. 

"  Good-asgh't,  sir,"  said  Mre.  Brandon,  stili  clinging  to  Philip's 
hand,  and  making  the  doc  tor  a  little  hnmble  conrtesy.  And  when 
he  was  gone,  again  she  kissed  Philip's  hand,  and  dropped  her 
tears  on  it,  and  said,  "  Never,  my  decir ;  no,  never,  never 


CHAPTER  XI. 

nf  WHICH  PHILIP  IS  VERY  IIX-TEMPEHED. 

Philip  had  long  divined  a  part  of  his  dear  little  friend's  history. 
An. uneducated  young  girl  had  been  found,  cajoled,  deserted  by 
a  gentleman  of  the  world.  And  poor  Caroline  was  the  victim, 
and  Philip's  own  father  the  seducer.  He  easily  guessed  as  much 
as  this  of  the  sad  little  story.  Doctor  Firmin's  part  in  it  waa 
enough  to  shock  his  son  with  a  thriU  of  disgust,  and  to  increase 
the  mistrust,  doubt,  alienation,  with  which  the  father  had  long 
inspired  the  son.  TTbat  would  Philip  feel  when  all  the  pag^  of 
that  dark  book  were  opened  to  him,  and  he  came  to  hear  of  a 
false  marriage,  and  a  ruined  and  outcast  woman,  deserted  &r 
rears  by  the  man  to  whom  he  himself  was  most  bound  ?  In  a 
word,  Philip  had  considered  this  as  a  mere  case  of  early  Hbertia- 
ism,  and  no  more ;  and  it  was  as  such  in  the  very  few  words 
which  he  may  have  uttered  to  me  respecting  this  matter,  that  he 
had  chosen  to  reaard  it.  I  knew  no  more  than  my  friend  had 
told  me  of  the  story  as  yet;  it  was  only  by  degrees  that  I  learned 
it,  and  as  events,  now  subsequent,  served  to  develop  and  explain 

The  elder  Firmin,  when  questioned  by  his  old  acquaintance, 
and,  as  it  appeared,  a  jcomphce  of  former  days,  r^arding  the  end 
of  a  certain  intrigue  at  Margate,  which  had  occurred  soma  four 
or  five  and  twenty  years  back,  and  when  Firmin,  having  reason 
to  avoid  his  college  creditors,  chcea  to  live  away  and  bear  a  false 
name,  had  told  the  clergvman  a  number  of  falsehoods,  which  ap- 
peared to  satisfy  him.  'What  had  become  of  that  poor  little 
Uun<'  abiut  whom  he  had  made  such  a  fool  of  himself  ?  Oh,  she 
was  "dead,  dead,  ever  so  many  years  before.  Ha  had  pensioned 
her  off.  She  had  married,  and  died  in  Canada— yes,  in  Canada. 
Poor  little  thing !  Yes,  she  was  a  good  little  thing,  and,  at  one 
time,  he  had  been  very  soft  about  her.  I  am  sorry  to  have  to 
10 


106 


THE  ADVENTUKE8  OF  PHILIP 


state  of  a  respectable  gentleman  that  he  told  lies,  and  told  lies 
habitually  and  easily.  But,  you  see,  if  you  commit  a  crime,  and 
break  a  seventh  commandment  let  us  say,  or  an  eighth,  or  choose 
any  mimber  you  will— you  will  probably  have  to  back  the  lie  of 
action  by  the  lie  of  the  tongue,  and  so  you  are  fairly  warned,  and 
I  have  no  help  for  you.  ]f  I  murder  a  man,  and  the  policeman 
inquires,  "  Pray,  sir,  did  you  cut  this  here  gentleman's  throat  V" 
I  must  bear  false  witness,  you  see,  out  of  self-defence,  though  I 
may  be  naturally  a  most  reliable,  truth-telling  man.  And  so  with 
regard  to  many  crimes  which  gentlemen  commit — it  is  painful  to 
have  to  say  respecting  gentlemen,  but  they  become  neither  more 
npr  less  than  habitual  liars,  and  have  to  go  lying  on  through  life 
to  you,  to  me,  to  the  servants,  to  their  wives,  to  their  children, 

to   O  awful  name  1    1  bow  and  humble  myself.    May  we 

kneel,  may  we  kneel,  nor  strive  to  speak  our  falsehoods  before 
Thee  I 

And  so,  my  dear  sir,  seeing  that  after  committing  any  infrac- 
tion of  the  moral  laws,  you  must  tell  lies  in  order  to  back  your- 
self out  of  your  scrape,  let  me  ask  you,  as  a  man  of  honor  and  a  • 
gentleman,  whether  you  had  not  better  forego  the  crime,  so  as  to 
avoid  the  unavoidable,  and  unpleasant,  and  daily  recurring  ne- 
cessity of  the  subsequent  perjury  V  A  poor  young  girl  of  the  low- 
er orders,  cajoled,  or  ruined,  more  or  less,  is  of  course  no  great 
matter.  The  little  baggage  is  turned  out  of  doors — worse  luck 
for  her — or  she  gets  a  place,  or  she  marries  one  of  her  own  class, 
who  has  not  the  exquisite  delicacy  belonging  to  "gentle  blood" 
— and  there  is  an  end  of  her.  But  if  you  marry  her  privately 
and  irregularly  yourself,  and  then  throw  her  off,  and  then  marry 
somebody  else,  you  are  brought  to  book  in  all  sorts  of  unpleasant 
ways.  I  am  writing  of  quite  an  old  story,  be  pleased  to  remem- 
ber. The  first  part  of  the  history  I  myself  printed  some  twenty 
years  ago  ;  and  if  you  fancy  I  allude  to  any  more  modern  period, 
madam,  you  are  entirely  out  in  your  conjecture. 

It  must  have  been  a  most  unpleasant  duty  for  a  man  of  fash- 
ion, honor,  and  good  family,  to  lie  to  a  poor  tipsy,  disreputable 
bankrupt  merchant's  daughter  such  as  Caroline  Gann  •  but 
George  Brand  Firmin,  Esq.,  M,D.,  had  no  other  choice  '  and 
when  he  lied — as  in  severe  cases,  when  he  administered  calomel 
—he  thought  it  best  to-  give  .the  drug  freelv.  Thus  he  lied  to 
Hunt,  saying  that  Mrs.  Brandon  was  long  since  dead  in  Canada- 
and  he  bed  to  Carohne,  prescribing  for  her  the  very  same  niU  as 
it  were,  and  saying  that  Hunt  was  long  since,  dead  in  Canada 
too.  And  I  can  fancy  few  more  painful  and  humiliating  positions 
for  a  man  of  rank,  and  fashion,  and  reputation,  than  to  have  to 
demean  himself  so  far  as  to  tell  lies  to  a  Httle  low-bred  person 
who  gets  her  bread  as  a  nurse  of  the  sick,  and  has  not  the  pron^r 
use  of  her  A  s.  t  "i^*^'^ 

«  Oh,  yes,  Hunt !"  Firmin  had  said  to  the  Little  Sister,  in  one 
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of  those  sad  little  colloquies  which  sometimes  took  place  between 
bim  and  his  victim,  his  wife  of  old  days ;  "  a  wild,  bad  man, 
Hunt  was — in  days  when  I  own  I  was  little  better!  I  have  deep- 
ly repented  since,  Caroline  ;  of  nothing  more  than  of  my  conduct 
to  3'ou ;  for  you  were  worthy  of  a  better  fate,  and  you  loved  me 
truly — madly." 

"  Yes,"  says  Caroline. 

"  I  was  wild,  then  1  I  was  desperate  !  I  had  ruined  my  fort- 
unes, estranged  my  father  from  me,  was  hiding  from  my  credi- 
tors under  an  assumed  name — that  under  which  I  saw  you.  Ah, 
why  did  I  ever  come  to  your  house,  my  poor  child '?  The  mark 
of  the  demon  was  upon  me.  I  did  not  dare  to  speak  of  marriage 
before  my  father.  You  have  yours,  and  tend  him  with  your  ever 
constant  goodness.  Do  you  know  that  my  father  would-not  see 
me  when  he  died  ?  Oh,  it 's  a  cruel  thing  to  think  of!"  And 
the  sufferipg  creature  slaps  his  tall  forehead  with  bis  trembling 
hand  ;  and  some  of  his  grief  about  his  own  father,  I  dare  say,  is 
sincere,  for  he  feels  the  shame  and  remorse  of  being  alienated 
from  his  own  son. 

As  for  the  marriage — that  it  was  a  most  wicked  and  unjustifia- 
ble deceit,  he  owned ;  but  he  was  wild  when  it  took  place,  wild 
with  debt  and  with  despair  at  his  father's  estrangement  from  him 
— but  the  fact  was,  it  was  no  marriage. 

"  I  am  glad  of  that,"  sighed  the  poor  Little  Sister. 

"  Why  V"  asked  the  other,  eagerly.  His  love  was  dead,  but 
his  vanity  was  still  hale  and  well.  "  Did  you  care  for  somebody 
else,  Caroline  ?  Did  you  forget  your  George,  whom  you  used 
to—" 

"  No  !"  said  the  little  woman,  bravely.  "  B«it  I  could  n't  live 
with  a  man  who  behaved  to  any  woman  so  dishonest  as  you  be- 
haved to  me.  I  liked  you  because  I  thought  you  was  a  gentle- 
man. My  poor  painter  was,  whom  you  used  to  despise  and  tram- 
ple to  hearth — and  my  dear,  dear  Philip  is,  Mr.  Firmin.  But 
gentlemen  tell  the  truth  !  Gentlemen  don't  deceive  poor  inno- 
cent girls,  and  desert  'em  without  a  penny  I" 

"  Caroline  !  I  was  driven  by  my  creditors.    I — " 
"  Never  mind.    It 's  over  now.    I  bear  you  no  malice,  Mr. 
Firmin  ;  but  I  would  n't  marry  you — no,  not  to  be  doctor's  wife  to 
the  queen !" 

This  had  been  the  Little  Sister's  language  when  there  was  no 
thought  of  the  existence  of  Hunt,  the  clergyman  who  had  celebrat- 
ed their  marriage  ;  and  I  don't  know  whether  Firmin  was  roost 
piqued  or  pleased  at  the  divorce  which  the  little  woman  pro- 
nounced of  her  own  decree.  But  when  the  ill-omened  Hunt 
made  his  appearance,  doubts  and  terrors'  filled  the  physician's 
mind.  Hunt  was  needy,  greedy,  treacherous,  unscrupulous,  des- 
perate. He  could  hold  this  marriage  over  the  doctor.  He  could 
threaten,  extort,  expose,  perhaps  invalidate  Philip's  legitimacy. 
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The  first  marriage,  almost  certainly,  was  null,  but  tlae  scandal 
would  be  fatal  to  Firmin's  reputation  and  practice.  And  tbe 
quarrel  with  his  son  entailed  consequences  not  pleasant  to  think 
of.  You  see  George  Firmin,  Esq.,  M.D.,  was  ajman  with  a.  great 
development  of  the  back  head  ;  when  he  willed  a  thing,  he  willed 
it  so  fiercely  that  he  must  have  it,  never  mind  the  consequences. 
And  so  he  had  willed  to  make  himself  master  of  poor  little  Caro- 
line :  and  so  he  had  willed,  as  a  young  man,  to  have  horses, 
splendid  entertainments,  roulette,  and  ecartd,  and  so  forth  ;  and 
the  bill  came  at  its  natural  season,  and  George  Firmin,  Esq.,  did 
not  always  like  to  pay.  But  for  a  grand,  prosperous,  highly-bred 
gentleman  in  the  best  society — with  a  polished  forehead  and 
manners,  and  universally  looked  up  to— to  have  to  tell  lies  to  a 
poor,  little,  timid,  uncomplaining,  sick-room  nurse,  it  was  humiliat- 
ing, was  n't  it  ?    And  I  can  feel  for  Firmin. 

To  have  to  lie  to  Hunt  was  disgusting ;  but  somehow  not  so 
exquisitely  mean  and  degrading  as  to  have  to  cheat  a  little,  trust- 
ing, humble,  houseless  creature,  over  the  bloom  of  whose  gentle 
young  life  his  accursed  foot  had  already  trampled.  But  then 
this  flunt  was  such  a  cad  and  ruffian  that  there  need  be  no  scru- 
ple about  humbugging  him;  and  if  Firmin  had  had  any  humor, 
he  might  have  had  a  grim  sort  of  pleasure  in  leading  the  dirty 
clergyman  a  dance  thro'  bush,  thro'  brier.  So,  perhaps  (of 
course  I  have  no  means  of  ascertaining  the  fact),  the  doctor  did 
not  altogether  dislike  the  duty  which  now  devolved  on  him  of 
hood-winking  his  old  acquaintance  and  accomplice.  I  don't  like 
to  use  such  a  vulgar  phrase  regarding  a  man  in  Doctor  Firmin's 
high  social  position,  as  to  say  of  him  and  the  jail-chaplain  that  it 
was  "  Thief  catch  thief ;"  but  at  any  rate  Hunt  is  such  a  low, 
graceless,  friendless  vagabond,  that  if  he  comes  in  for  a  few  kicks, 
or  is  mystified,  we  need  not  be  very  sorry.  When  Mr.  Thurtell 
is  hung  we  don't  put  on  mourning.  His  is  a  painful  position  for 
the  moment ;  but,  after  all,  he  has  murdered  Mr.  William  Weare. 

Firmin  was  a  bold  and  courageous  man,  hot  in  pursuit,  fierce 
in  desire,  but  cool  in  danger,  and  rapid  in  action.  Some  of  his 
great  successes  as  a  physician  arose  from  his  daring  and  success- 
ful practice  in  sudden  emergency.  While  Hunt  was  only  lurch- 
ing about  the  town  an  aimless  miscreant,  living  from  dirty  hand 
to  dirty  mouth,  and  as  long  as  he  could  get  drink,  cards,  and 
shelter,  tolerably  content,  or  at  least  pretty  easily  appeased  by  a 
guinea-dose  or  two— Firmin  could  adopt  the  palliative  system ; 
soothe  his  patient  with  an  occasional  bounty ;  set  him  to  sleep 
with  a  composing  draught  of  claret  or  brandy;  and  let  the  day 
take  care  of  itself.  He  might  die ;  he  might  have  a  fancy  to  go 
abroad  again ;  he  might  be  transported  for  forgery  or  some  other 
rascaldom,  Dr.  Firmin  would  console  himself ;  and  he  trusted  to 
the  chapter  of  accidents  to  wet  rid  of  his  friend.  But  Hunt, 
aware  that  the  woman  was  alive  whom  he  had  actually,  though 
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unlawfully,  married  to  Firmin,  became  an  enemy  whom  it  was 
lecessary  to  subdue,  to  cajole,  or  to  bribe,  and  the  sooner  the 
loctor  put  himself  on  his  defence  the  better.  What  should  the 
lefence  be  ?  Perhaps  the  most  effectual  was  a  fierce  attack  on 
he  enemy ;  perhaps  it  would  be  better  to  bribe  him.  The  course 
0  be  taken  would  be  best  ascertained  after  a  little  previous  rec-" 
innoitring. 

"  He  will  try  and  inflame  Caroline,"  the  doctor  thought,  '.'  by 
■epresentmg  her  wrongs  and  her  righte  to  her.  He  will  show 
ler  that,  as  my  wife,  she  has  a  right  to  my  name  and  a  share  of 
uy  income.  A  less  mercenarj-  woman  never  lived  than  this 
)oor  little  creature.  She  disdains  money,  and,  except  for  her 
ather's  sake,  would  have  taken  none  of  mine.  But  to  punish 
Qe  for  certainly  rather  shabby  behavior  ;  to  claim  and  take  her 
iwn  right  and  position  in  the  world  as  an  honest  woman,  may 
he  not  be  induced  to  declare  war  against  me,  and  stand  by  her 
Qarriage  ?  After  she  left  home,  her  two  Irish  half-sisters  de- 
erted  her  and  spat  upon  her ;  and  when  she  would  have  return- 
ed, the  heartless  women  drove  her  from  the  door.  Oh,  the 
axens  !  And  now  to  drive  by  them  in  her  carriage,  to  claim  a 
Qaintenance  from  me,  and  to  have  a  right  to  my  honcffable 
lame,  would  she  not  have  her  dearest  revenge  over  her  sisters 
)y  so  declaring  her  marriage  '?" 

Firmin's  noble  mind  misgave  him  very  considerably  on  this 
>oint.  He  knew  women,  and  how  those  had  treated  their  Little 
Sister.  Was  it  in  human  nature  not  to  be  revenged  ?  These 
thoughts  rose  straightway  in  Firmin's  mind,  when  he  h«ard  that 
;he  much-dreaded  meeting  between  Caroline  and  the  chaplain 
iad  come  to  pass. 

As  he  ate  his  dinner  with  his  guest,  his  enemy  opposite  to 
him,  he  was  determined  on  liis  plan  of  action.  The  screen  was 
up,  and  he  was  laying  his  guns  behind  it,  so  to  speak.  Of  course 
he  was  as  civil  to  Hunt  as  the  tenant  to  Ids  landlord  when  he 
comes  with  no  rent..  So  the  doctor  laughed,  joked,  bragged, 
talked  his  best,  and  was  thinking  the  while  what  was  to  be  done 
against  the  danger. 

He  had  a  plan  which  might  succeed.  He  must  see  Caroline 
immediately.  He  knew  the  weak  point  of  her  heart,  and  whera 
she  was  most  likely  to  be  vulnerable.  And  he  woullact  against 
her  as  barbarians  of  old  acted  against  their  enemies  when  they 
laought  the  captive  wives  and  children  in  front  of  the  battle, 
and  isade  the  foe  strike  through  them.  He  knew  how  Caroline 
loved  his  boy.  It  was  through  that  love  he  would  work  upon 
her.  As  he  washes  his  pretty  hands  for  dinner  and  bathes  his 
noble  brow,  he  arranges  his  little  ptatn.  He  orders  himself  to 
be  sent  for  soon  after  the  second  bottle  of  claret — and  it  appears 
the  doctor's  servants  were  accustomed  to  .the  delivery  of  these 
messages  from  their  master  to  himself.    The  plan  arranged,  now 
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let  ns  take  our  dinner  and  our  wine,  and  make  oaraelves  com- 
fortable until  the  moment  of  action.  In  his  -wild-oats  days, 
■when  travelling  abroad  with  wild  and  noble  companions,  Firmin 
had  fotight  a  dnel  or  two,  and  was  always  remarkable  for  hia 
gayety  of  conversation,  and  the  fine  appetite  which  he  sho>wed  at 
Breakfast  before  going  on  to  the  field.  So,  perhaps,  Hunt,  had 
he  not  been  stupefied  by  previous  drink,  might  have  taken  the 
alarm  by  remarkincr  Firmin's  extra  courtesy  and  gayety  as  they 
dined  together.    It  was  nunc  vinum,  eras  cequar. 

When  the  second  bottle  of  claret  was  engaged  Dr.  Firmin 
starts.  He  has  an  advance  of  half  an  hour  at  least  on  his  ad- 
versary, or  on  the  man  who  may  be  his  adversary.  If  the  Little 
Sister  is  at  home,  he  will  see  her — he  will  lay  bare  his  candid 
heart  to  her,  and  make  a  clean  breast  of  it  The  Little  Sister 
was  at  home. 

'•  I  want  to  speak  to  you  very  particularly  about  that  case  of 
poor  Lady  Homandhaw,"  says  be,  dropping  his  voice. 

"  I  will  step  oat,  my  dear,  and  take  a  little  fresh  air,"  says 
Captain  Grann  ; .  meaning  that  he  will  be  oS  to  the  "Admiral 
Byng ;"  and  the  two  are  together. 

"  I  have  had  something  on  my  conscience.  I  have  deceived 
you,  Caroline,"  says  the  doctor,  with  the  beautiful  shining  fore- 
head and  hat. 

"Ah,  Mr.  Firmin,"  says  she,  bending  over  her  work,  "  you 've 
used  me  to  that" 

"A  man  whom  you  knew  once,  and  who.  tempted  me  for  "his 
own  selfish  ends  to  do  a  very  wrong  thing  by  you — a  man  whom 
I  thought  dead,  is  alive.  Tufton  Hunt,  who  performed  that — 
that  illegal  ceremony  at  Margate,  of  which  so  often  and  often  on 
my  knees  I  have  repented,  Caroline 

The  beautiful  hands  are  clasped ;  the  beautiful  deep  voice 
thrills  lowly  through  the  room;  and  if  a  tear  or  two  can  be 
squeezed  out  of  the  beaatifhl  eyes,  I  dare  say  the  doctor  will  not 
be  a)rry. 

"  He  has  been  here  to-day.  Him  and  Mr.  Philip  was  here 
and  quarrelled.    Philip  has  told  you,  I  suppose,  sfr  ?" 

"  Before  Heaven,  '  on  the  word  of-  a  gentleman/  wa^n  I  said 
he  was  dead,  Caroline,  I  thought  be  was  dead  !  Tea,  I  declare 
at  our  college.  Maxwell — Dr.  Maxwell — who  had  been  at  Cam- 
bridge with  us,  told  me  that  our  old  friend  Hunt  had  died  in 
Canada."  (This,  my  beloved  friends  and  readers,  may  not  have 
been  the  precise  long  bow  which  George  Firmin,  Ejq.,  M.D., 
pulled;  but  that  he  twanged  a  famous  lie  oat^  whenever  there' 
was  occasion  for  the  weapon,  I  assure  you,  is  an  undoubted  fact) 
"  Yea,  Dr.  Maxwell  told  me  oar  old  'friend  was  dead— our  old 
friend?  My  worst  enemy  and  yours!  Bat  let  that  pass.  It 
was  he,  Care^ne.  who  led  me  into  crimes  which  I  have  never 
eeased  to  depl<we." 
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''Ah^Mr.  Firmin,"  s%bs  the  Little  Sisier,  since  I  Ve  known 
you.  yoa  was  h;  j  enonjh  to  take  care  of  Tonrsalf  in  that  waj-." 

"I  have  not  come  to  ex.'ase  mvself.  Caroline,"  savs  trie  deep 
street  voice.  -I  have  done  joa  enoaja  -sTron::.  and  I  feel  ii 
here — at  this  heart.  I  have  not  come  to  speak  ar  jtit  m_r;elf,  bat 
of  some  one  I  Iotc  the  best  of  aH  the  world — the  only  beini;  I 
do  love — some  one  von  love,  vou  good  and  generous  soil — abont 
Philip." 

••  What  is  it  abont  Philip  ?"  Jisks  Mrs.  Brandon,  very  qaickly. 
••  Do  yo  j  want  harm  to  happen  to  him 

■'  Oh.  my  darling  boy,  nof  cries  the  Little  Sister,  clasping  her 
little  hands. 

'•  Would  yon  keep  him  fkan  harm  V 

"Ah,  sir,  yoa  know  I  wonld.  When  he  had  the  scarlet-fever 
did  n't  I  pour  the  drink^down  his  poor  throat,  and  nurse  him,  and 
tend  hill!,  as  if — as  a  mother  would  her  o^n  child?" 

"  Ton  did,  yon  did.  yon  noble,  noble  woman :  and  Heaven  bless 
}-oa  for  it '  A  father  does.  I  am  not  all  heardess,  Caroline,  as  you 
deem  me,  perhaps." 

"•  I  don't  thir.k  k  s  mneh  merit  yonr  lovin;:  kim,."  says  Caroline, 
resuming  her  sewing.  And  perhaps  she  thinks  within  herself. 
'•What  is  he  a  coming  to '?"  Ton  see  she  was  a  shrewd  litde 
person,  when  her  passions  and  partialities  did  no:  orereome  her 
reason  ;  and  she  had  come  to  the  conclusion  that  this  elegant  Dr. 
Ftrmin,  whom  she  ha.l  admired  so  once,  was  a — not  altogether 
verajious  genriemar..    In  fa<?t,  I  heard  hex  myself  say  afterward. 

La  I  he  used  to  talk  so  fine,  and  slap  his  hand  ori  his  heart,  yoa 
know  :  bnt  I  use3  n"r  to  believe  him.  no  more  than  a  man  in  a 
plav."  ••  It  s  no:  mneh  merit  vour  lo  ring  that  boy."  says  Caroline, 
then.    "Bat  what  abont  him.  sirV" 

Then  Firmin  explained.  Tn:s  man  Hunt  was  capable  of  any 
crime  for  monev  or  reven::e.    Seeing  Caroline  was  aiive — 

"I  s'pose  vou  told  him  I  was  dead  too.  sir."  says  she,  looking 
up  from  the  work. 

••  S•^:!^e  me,  spare  me  !  Tears  ajo.  perhaps,  when  I  had  lost 
si^hr  'o:  yen.  I  may.  perhaps,  have  tao.ijht — " 

And  it  s  no:  to  yon.  G-eorge  Brandon — it 's  not  to  you,"  cries 
Caroline,  starting  np.  and  speaking  with  her  s^eet.  innocent, 
rinji.lj  voice  :  "  i:  's'to  k  nd.  dear  friends — it 's  to  my  goo^i  God 
that  I  owe  mv  life,  which  yon  had  Sang  it  away.  And  I  paid 
vou  bai-k  bv  cnariin::  yonr  Ixdt  s  dear  ii:b.  1  did.  nnder — nnler 
ll-ai  who  g'.veth  and  take th.  And  bless  His  name  :  "  And  she 
cliis-os  iter  aar-is.  and  thanks. 

"  Ton  are  :rooJ  woman,  and  I  am  a  "bad.  sinful  man,  Caro- 
line." sav;  thr  other.  "  Ton  saved  my  Pailip's — oar  Pnilip  s  life, 
a:  the  risk  of  Tonr  o— n.  Xow  I  tell  yoa  that  another  immense 
ilanjer  menacfS  hiai.  and  mav  come  upon  him  any  diy  as  long 
a«  x  onder  s.  onndrel  is  aliFe.  Sappjss  his  charaictsr  is  sssailed  ; 
5j  ':v>?e.  thinking  von  dead,  I  miirried  another," 
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"Ah,  George,  you  never  thought  me  dead;  though,  perhaps, 
you  wished  it,  sir.  And  many  would  have  died,"  added  the  poor 
Little  Sister. 

"  Look,  Caroline  !  If  I  was  married  to  you,  my  wife — Philip's 
mother — was  not  my  wife,  and  he  is  her  natural  son.  Ihe 
property  he  inherits  does  not  belong  to  him.  The  children  of 
his  grandfather's  other  daughter  claim  it,  and  Philip  is  a  bet;- 
gar.  Philip,  bred  as  he  has  been — Philip,  the  heir  to  a  mother's 
Targe  fortune — " 

"  And — and  his  father's,  too  ?"  asks  Caroline,  anxiously. 

"  I  dare  n't  tell  you — though,  no,  by  Heavens  I  I  can  trust 
you  with  everything.  Mj'  own  great  gains  have  been  swallowed 
up  in  speculations  which  have  been  almost  all  fatal.  There  has 
been  a  fate  hanging  over  mc,  Caroline — a  righteous  punishment 
for  having  deserted  you.  I  sleep  with  a  sword  over  my  head, 
which  may  fall  and  destroy  me.  I  wafk  with  a  volcano  under 
my  feet,  which  may  burst  any  day  and  annihilate  me.  And 
people  speak  of  the  famous  Dr.  Firmin,  the  rich  Dr.  Firmin,  the 
prosperous  Dr.  Firmin  !  I  shall  have  a  title  sooii,  I  believe.  I 
am  believed  to  be  happy,  and  I  am  alone,  and  the  wretchedest 
man  alive," 

"  Alone,  are  you  ?"  said  Caroline.  "  There  was  a  woman  once 
would  have  kept  by  you,  only  you — you  flung  her  away.  Look 
here,  George  Brandon.  It 's  over  with  us.  Years  and  years  ago 
it  lies  where  a  little  cherub  was  buried.  But  I  love  my  Philip  ; 
and  I  won't  hurt  him — no,  never,  never,  never  !" 

And  as  the  doctor  turned  to  go  away  Caroline  followed  him 
wistfully  into  the  hall,  and  it  was  there  that  Philip  found  them. 

•  Caroline's  tender  "  never,  never,"  rang  in  Philip's  memory  as 
he  sat  at  Ridley's  party,  amidst  the  artists  and  authors  there  as- 
sembled. Phil  was  thoughtful  and  silent.  He  did  not  laugh 
very  loud.  He  did  not  praise  or  abuse  anybody  outrageously, 
as  was  the  wont  of  that  most  emphatic  young  gentleman.  He 
scarcely  contradicted  a  single  person  ;  and  perh;ips,  v/hen  Lark- 
ins  said  Scumble's  last  picture  was  beautiful,  or  Bunch,  the  critic 
of  the  Connoisseur,  praised  Bowman's  last  novel,  contented  him- 
self with  a  scornful  "  Ho!"  and  a  pull  at  his  whiskers,  by  way  of 
protest  and  denial.  Had  be  been  in  his  usual  fine  spirits,  and 
enjoying  his  ordinary  flow  of  talk,  he  would  have  informed 
Larkins  and  the  assembled  company  not  only  that  Scumble  was 
an  impostor,  but  that  he,  Larkins,  was  an  idiot  for  admirinrr  him. 
He  would  have  informed  Bunch  that  he  was  infatuated  \bout 
that  jackass  Bowman,  that  cockney,  that  wretched  ignoramus 
who  did  n't  know  his  own  or  any  other'  language.  He  would 
have  taken  down,  one  of  Bowman's  stories  from  the  shelf,  and 
proved  the  folly,  imbecility,  and  crass  ignorance  of  that  author. 
(Eidley  has  a  simple  little  stock  of  novels  and  poems  in  an  old 
cabinet  in  his  studio,  and  reads  them  still  with  much  artless  won- 
der and  respect.)    Or,  to  be  sure,  Phil  would  have  asserted 
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propositions  the  exact  contrary  of  those  here  maintained,  and 
declared  that  Bowman  was  a  genius,  and  Scumble  a  most  accom- 
plished artist.  But  then,  you  know,  somebody  else  must  have 
commenced  by  takiiiji  the'other  fide.  Certainly  a  more  para- 
doxieal,  and  provoking,  and  obstinate,  and  contradictory  dis- 
putant than  Mr.  Phil  1  never  knew.  I  never  met  Dr.  Johnson, 
who  died  before  I  came  up  to  town  :  but  I  do  believe  Phil  Fir- 
min  would  have  stood  up  and  argued  even  with  him. 

At  these  Thursday  divans  the"  host  provided  the  modest  and 
kindly  refreshment,  and  Betsy  the  maid,  or  Yirgilio  the  model, 
travelled  to  and  fro  with  glasses  and  water.    Each  guest  brought 
his  own  smoke,  and  I  promise  you  there  were  such  liberal  cou- 
tribufioiis  of  the  article  that  the  studio  was  full  of  it ;  and  new- 
comers used  to  be  saluted  by  a  roar  of  laughter  as  you  heard, 
rather  tlian  saw,  them  entering,  and  choking  in  the  fog.    It  was,- 
"  Holloa,  Prodgers  !  is  that  you,  old  boy  V"  and  the  beard  of 
Prodgcrs  (tliat  famous  sculptor)  would  presently  loom  through 
the  cloud.    It  was,  "  Newcome,  how  goes  ?"  and  Mr.  Clive  New- 
come  (a  mediocre  artist,  I  must  own,  but  a  famous  good  fellow, 
with  an  uncommonly  pretty  villa  and  pretty  and  rich  wife  at 
Wimbledon)  would  make  his  appearance,  and  be  warmly  greet- 
ed by  our  little  host.    It  was,  "  Is  that  you,  F.  B.  ?  would  you 
like  a  link,  old  boy,  to  see  you  through  the  Cog  V    And  the  deep 
voice  of  Frederick  Bayham,  Esquire  (the  eminent  critic  on  Art), 
would  boom  out  of  the  tobacco-mist,  and  would  exclaim,  "  A 
link  ?    I  would  like  a  drink."    Ah,  ghosts  of  youth,  again  yo 
draw  near  !    Old  figures  glimmer  through  the  cloud.    Old  songs 
echo  out  of  the  distance.    What  were  you  saying  anon  about 
Dr.  Johnson,  boys  ?    I  am  sure  some  of  us  must  remember  him. 
As  for  me,  1  am  so  old  that  I  might  have  been  at  Edial  school — 
the  other  pupil  along  with  little  Davy  Garrick  and  his  brother. 

We  had  a  bachelor's  supper  in  the  Temple  so  lately  that  I 
think  we  must  pay  but  a  very  brief  visit  to  a  smoking  party  in 
Thornhaugh  street,  or  the  ladies  will  say  that  we  are  too  fond  of 
bachelor  habits,  and  keep  our  friends  away  from  their  charming 
and  amiable  society.  A  novel  must  not  smell  of  cigiU'S  much, 
nor  should  its  refined  and  centeel  paa;e  be  stained  with  too  fre- 
quent brandy-and-watcr.  I'lease  to  Wagine,  then,  the  prattle 
of  the  artists",  authors,  and  amateurs  assembled  at  Ridley's  divan. 
Fancy  Jarman,  the  niiniatui  e  painter,  drinking  more  liijuor  than 
any  man  present,  asking  his  neighbor  (.-.ub  voce)  why  Ridley  does 
not  ^Ive  his  father  (the  old  butler)  five  shillings  to  wait';  sug- 
gesting that  jierliaps  the  old  man  is  gone  out,  and  is  gettirrg 
sevcii-an.l-sixpence  elsewhere;  praising  Ridley's  picture  aloud, 
and  sneering  at  it  in  an  undertone;  and  when  a  man  of  rank 
happens  to  enter  the  room,  shambling  up  to  him,  and  fawning  ou 
him,  and  cringing  to  him  with  fulsome  praise  and  flattery. 
When  the  gentleman's  back  is  turned,  Jarman  can  spit  epigrams 
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at  it.  I  liope  he  will  never  forgive  Ridley,  and  always  continue 
to  hate  him :  for  hate  him  Jarmy.n  will,  as  long  as  he  is  prosper- 
ous, and  curse  him  as  long  as  the  world  esteems  him.  Look  at 
Pym,  the  incumbent  of  Saint  Bronze  hard  by,  coming  in  to  join 
the  literary  and  artistic  assembly,  and  choking  in  his  white  neck- 
cloth to  the  diversion  oPall  the  company  who  can  see  him  !  Six- 
teen, eighteen,  twenty  men  are  assembled.  Opan  the  windows, 
or  sure  they  will  all  be  stifled  with  the  smoke  !  Why,  it  fills  the 
whole  house  so  that  the  Little  Sister  has  to  open  her  parlor  win- 
dow on  the  ground-floor  and  gasp  for  fresh  air. 

Phil's  head  and  cigar  are  thrust  out  from  a  window  above, 
and  he  lolls  there,  musing  about  his  own  affairs,  as  his  smoke 
ascends  to  the  skies.  Young  Mr.  Philip  Firrain  is  known  to  be 
wealthy,  arid  his  father  gives  very  good  parties  in  Old  Pair  street, 
60  Jarman  sidles  up  to  Phil  and  wants  a  little  fresh  air  too.  He 
enters  into  conversation  by  abusing  Ridley's  picture  that  is  on 
the  easel. 

"Everybody  is  praising  it;  what  do  you  think  of  it,  Mf.  Fir- 
min  ?    Very  queer  drawing  about  those  eyes,  is  n't  there  ?" 
"  Is  there  ?"  growls  Phil. 
"  Very  loud  color." 
"  Oh  f"  says  Phil. 

"  The  composition  is  so  clearly  prigged  from  Raphael." 
"  Indeed  !" 

"  I  beg  your  pardon.  I  don't  think  you  know  who  I  am,"  con- 
tinues the  other,  with  a  simper. 

"  Yes,  I  do,"  says  Phil,  glaring  at  him.  i'  You  're  a  painter, 
and  your  name  is  Mr.  Envy. 'J 

"  Sir  !"  shrieks  the' painter  ;»but  he  is  addressing  himself  to  the 
tails  of  Phil's  coat;  the  superior  half  of  Mr.  Firmin's  body  is 
stretching  out  of  the  window.  Now,  you  may  speak  of  a  man 
behind  his  back,  but  not  to  him.  So  Mr.  Jarman  withdraws, 
and  addresses  himself,  face  to  face,  to  somebody  else  in  the  com- 
pany. I  dare  say  he  abuses  that  upstart,  impudent,  bumptious 
young  doctor's  son.  Have  I  not  owned  that  Philip  was  often 
very  rude  ?  and  to-night  he  is  in  a  specially  bad  humor. 

As  he  continues  to  stare  into  the  street,^  who  is  that  who  has 
just  reeled  up  to  the  railings  below,  and  is  talking  in  at  Mrs. 
Brandon's  window?  Whose  blackguard  voice  and  laugh  are 
those  which  Phil  recognizes  with  a  shudder  ?  It  is  the  voice  and 
laugh  of  our  friend  Mr.  Hunt,  whom  Philip  left,  not  very  long  since, 
near -his  father's  house  in  Old  Parr  street;  and  both  of  those  fa- 
miliar sounds  are  more  vinous,  more  odious,  more  impudent  than 
they  were  even  two  hours  ago. 

"  Holloa  !  I  say  !  '  he  calls  out  with  a  laugh  and  a  curse.  "  Pst ! 
Mi;s.  Whatdyoucallem  !  Hang  itl  don't  shut  the  window.  Let 
a  I'ellow  in  !"  and  as  he  looks  toward  the  upper  window,,  where 
Philip's  head  and  bust  appear  dark  before  the  light,  Hunt  ci-ies 
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©ut,  "Holloa!  what  game  s  up  now,  I  wonder?  Supper  and 
ball.  Should  n't  be  surprised."  And  he  hiccups  a  waltz  tune, 
and  clatters  time  to  it  with  his  dirty  boots. 

"  Mrs.  Whatdyoucall !  Mrs.  B — !"  the  sot  then  recomuiences  to 
shriek  out.  "  Must  see  you — most  particular  busiaess.  Private 
and  confidential.  Hear  of  something  to  your  advantage."  And 
rap,  rap,  rap,  he  is  now  thundering  at  the  door.  In  the  clatter 
of  twenty  voices  few  hear  Hunt's  noise  except  Philip ;  or,  if  they 
do,  only  imagine  that  another  of  Ridley's  guests  is  arriving. 

At  the  hall  door  there  is  talk  and  altercation,  and  the  high 
shriek  of  a  well-known  odious  voice.  Philip  moves  quickly  from 
his  window,  shoulders  friend  Jarman  at  the  studio  door,  and 
hustling  past  him  obtains,  no  doubt,  more  good  wishes  from  that 
ingenious  artist.  Philip  is  so  rude  and  overbearing  that  I  really 
have  a  mind  to  depose  him  from  his  place  of  hero — only,  you 
see,  we  are  committed.  His  name  is  on  the  page  overhead,  and 
we  can't  take  it  down  and  put  up  another.  The  Little  Sister  is 
standing  in  her  hall  by  the  just  opened  door,  and  remonstrating 
with  Mr.  Hunt,  '*vho  appears  to  wish  to  force  his  way  in. 

"  Pooh !  shtufF,  my  dear !  If  he 's  here  I  musht  see  him — par- 
ticular business — get  out  of  that !"  and  he  reels  forward  and 
against  little  Caroline's  shoulder. 

"  Get  away,  you  brute,  you !"  cries  the  little  lady.  "  Go  home, 
Mr.  Hunt;  you  are  worse  than  you  were  this  niornlug."  She 
is  a  resolute  little  woman,  and  puts  out  a  firm  little  arm  against 
this  odious  invader.  She  has  seen  patients  in  hospital  raging 
in  fever  :  she  is  not  frightened  by  a  tipsy  man.  "  La !  is  it  you , 
Mr.  Philip  ?  Who  ever  will  take  this  horrid  man  ?  He  ain't  fi  t 
to  go  up  stairs  among  the  gentlemen;  indeed  he  ain'c." 

"  You  said  Firmin  was  here — and  it  is  n't  the  father.  Ic  'a 
the  cub!  I  want  the  doctor.  Where's  the  doctor?"  hiccups 
the  chaplain,  lurching  against  the  wall ;  and  then  he  looks  at 
Philip  with  bloodshot  eyes  that  twinkle  hate.  "  Who  wantsh 
you,  I  shlike  to  know?  Had  enough  of  you  already^  to-day. 
Conceited  brute.  Don't  look  at  wain  that  sortaway !  I  ain't 
afraid  of  you — ain't  afraid  of  anybody.  Time  was  when  I  was  a 
young  man  fight  you  as  soon  as  look  at  you.    I  say,  Philip  !" 

"  Go  home,  now.  Do  go  home,  there 's  a-  good  man,"  says 
the  landlady. 

"  I  say !  Look  here — hie — hi !  Philip  !  On  your  word  as  a 
gentleman,  your  father's  not  here?  He's  a  sly  old  boots, 
Bruramoll  Firmin  is — Trinity  man — I 'm  not  a  Trinity  man — 
Corpus  man.  I  say,  Philip,  gives  us  your  hand.  Bear  no  mal- 
ice. Look  here— something  very  particular.  After  dinner — 
went  into  Air  street — you  know — rouge  gagne,  el  couleur — cleaned-- 
out.  Cleaned  out,  on  the  honor  of  a  gentlemivn  and  master  of 
arts  of  the  University  of  Cambridge.  So  was  your  fatlier — no, 
he  went  out  in  medicine     I  say,  Philip,  hand  us  out  five  sov- 
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ereigns,  and  let 's  trj-  the  luck  again!  What,  you  won't?  It's 
mean,  I  say.    Don't  be  mean." 

"  Ohf  here 's  five  shillings  !  Go  and  have  a  cab.  Fetch  a  cab 
for  him,  Virgilio,  do  !"  cries  the  mistress  of  the  house. 

"  That 's  not  enough,  my  dear  !"  cries  the  chaplain,  advanc- 
ing toward  Mrs.  Brandon  with  such  a  leer  and  air  that  Philip, 
half-choked  with  passion,  runs  forwai-d,  grips  Hunt  by  the  collar, 
and  crying  out,  "  You  filthy  scoundrel  f  as  this  is  not  my  house, 
I  may  kick  you  out  of  it !" — in  another  instant  has  run  Hunt 
through  the  passage,  hurled  him  down  the  steps,  and  sent  him 
sprawling  into  the  kennel. 

"  Row  down  below,"  says  Eosebury,  placidly,  looking  from 
above.  "  Personal  conflict.  Intoxicated  individual — in  gutter. 
Our  impetuous  friend  has  floored  him." 

Hunt,  after  a  moment,  sits  up  and  glares  at  Philip.  He  is 
not  hurt.  Perhaps  the  shock  has  sobered  him.  He  thinks,  per- 
haps, Philip  is  going  to  strike  again.  "  Hands  oflf,  BASTAiiD !" 
shrieks  out  the  prostrate  wretch. 

"  Oh,  Philip,  Philip  !  he 's  mad,  he 's  tipsy.!"  cries  out  the 
Little  Sister,  running  into  the  street.  She  puts  her'arms  round 
Philip.  "  Don't  mind  him,  dear — he 's  mad  !  Policeman  !  The 
gentleman  has  had  too  much.    Come  in,  Philip  ;  come  in  !" 

She  took  him  into  her  little  room.  She  was  pleased  with  the 
gallantry  of  the  boy.  She  liked  to  see  him  jusc  now,  standing 
over  her  enemy,  courageous,  victorious,  her  champion.  "Lai 
how  savage  he  did  look ;  and  how  brave  and  strong  you  are ! 
But  the  little  wretch  ain't  fit  to  stand  before  such  as  you  1"  And 
she  passed  her  little  hand  down  his  arm,  of  which  the  muscles 
were  all  in  a  quiver  from  the  recent  skirmish. 

■  "  What  did  the  scoundrel  mean  by  calling  me  bastard  ?"  said 
Philip,  the  wild  blue  eyes  glaring  round  about  with  more  than 
ordinary  fierceness. 

"  iSonsense,  dear  1  Who  minds  anything  he  says,  that  beast  ? 
His  language  is  always  horrid  ;  he 's  not  a  gentleman.  He  had 
had  too  much  this  morning  when  he  was  here.  What  matters 
what  he  says  V  He  won't  know  anything  about  it  to-morrow. 
But  it  was'kind  of  my  Philip  to  rescue  his  poor  little  nurse, 
was  n't  it Like  ^  novel.  Come  in,  and  let  me  make  you  some 
tea.  Don't  go  to  no  more  smoking  :  you  have  had  enough. 
Come  in  and  talk  to  me." 

And  as  a  mother,  with  sweet,  pious  face,  yearns  to  her  little 
children  from  her  seat,  she  fondles  him,  she  watches  him  ;  she 
fills  her  teapot  from  her  singing  kettle.  She  talks — talks  in  her 
homely  way,  aiid  on  this  subject  and  that.  It  is  a  wonder  how 
she  prattles  on,  who  is  generally  rather  silent.  She  won't  see 
Phil's  eyes,  which  are  following  her  about  very  strangely  and 
fiercely.  And  when  again  he  mutters,  "  AV'hat  did  he  mean 
by  -  .'     "  "  La,  my  dear,  how  cross  you  are  !"  she  breaks  out. 
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"  It 's  aJways  so ;  you  won't  he  happy  without  your  cij^ar.  Here 's 
a  cheroot,  a  beauty  !  Pa  brought  it  home  from  the  ehib.  A  China 
captain  gave  him  some.  You  must  light  it  at  the  little  end. 
There  !"  And  if  I  could  draw  the  picture  which  my  mind  sees 
of  her  lighting  Phil's  cheroot  for  him,  and  smiling  the  while, 
the  little  innocent  Delilah  coaxing  and  wheedling  this  .young 
Samson,  I  know  it  would  be  a  pretty  picture.  I  wish  Ridley 
would  sketch  it  for  me. 


CHAPTER  XTI. 

DAMOCI.ES. 

On  the  next  morning,  at  an  hour  so  early  that  Old  Parr 
street  was  scarce  awake,  and  even  the  maids  who  wash  the  broad 
steps  of  the  houses  of  the  tailors  and  medical  gentlemen  who  in- 
habit that  region  had  not  yet  gone  down  on  their  knees  before 
their  respective  doors,  a  ring  was  heard  at  Dr.  Firmin's  night 
bell,  and  when  the  door  was  opened  by  the  yawning  attendant, 
a  little  person  in  a  gray  gown  and  a  black  bonnet  made  her  ap- 
pearance, handed  a  note  to  the  servant,  and  said  the  ease  was 
most  urgent  and  the  doctor  must  come  at  once.  "Was  not  Lady 
Humandhaw  the  noble  person  whom  we  last  mentioned  as  the 
invalid  about  ^vliom  the  doctor  and  the  nurso  had  spoken  a  few 
words  on  the  jH'CvioMS  evening '?  The  Little  Sister,  for  it  was 
she,  usc'i  the  very  same  name  to  tlie  servant,  who  retired  grum- 
blino:  to  waken  up  his  master  and  doliver  the  note. 

Nurse  Brandon  sate  a  while  in  tlie  great  gaunt  dining-room 
where  hung  the  portrait  of  the  doctor  in  his  splendid  black  col- 
lar and  cuffs,  and  contemplated  this  master-piece  until  an  inva- 
sion of  housemaids  drove  her  from  the  apartment,  when  she  took 
refuge  in  that  other  little  room  to  which  Mrs.  Firmin's  portrait 
had  been  consigned. 

"  That  s  like  him  ever  so  many  years  and  years  ago,"  she 
thinks.  "  It  is  a  little  handsomer ;  but  it  has  his  wicked  look 
that  I  used  to  think  so  killing,  and  so  did  my  sisters  both  of 
them — they  were  ready  to  tear  out  each  other's  eyes  for  jeal- 
ousy. And  that 's  Mrs.  Firmin's  1  Well,  I  suppose  the  painter 
have  n't  flattered  her.  If  he  have  she  could  have  been  no  great 
things,  Mrs.  F.  could  n't.  And  the  doctor,  cntei-ing  softly  by 
the  opened  door  and  over  the  thick  Turkey  carpet,  comes  up  to 
her  noiseless,  and  finds  the  Little  Sister  gazing  at  the  portrait 
of  the  departed  lady. 

"  Oh  1  it 's  you,  is  it  ?  I  wonder  whether  you  treated  her  no 
better  than  you  treated  me,  Dr.  F.  I 've  a  notion  she 's  not  the 
only  one.  She  don't  look  happy,  poor  thing  1"  saj's  the  little 
lady. 
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"  What  is  it,  Caroline  ?"  asks  the  deep-Toiced  doctor  ;  "  and 
what  brings  you  so  early?" 

The  Little  Sister  then  explains  to  him.  "  Last  night,  after  he 
■went  away,  Hunt  came  sure  enough.  He  had  been  drinking. 
He  was  very  rude,  and  Philip  would  n't  bear  it.  Philip  had  a 
good  courage  of  hi?  own  and  a  hot  blood.  And  Philip  thought 
Ilunt  was  insulting  her,  the  Little  Sister.  So  he  up  with  his 
hand  and  down  goes  Mr.  Hunt  on  the  pavement.  W ell,  when 
he  was  down  he  was  in  a  dreadful  way,  and  he  called  Philip  a 
dreadful  name." 

"  A  name  V  what  name  ?"  Then  Caroline  told  the  doctor  the 
name  Mr.  Hunt  bad  used  ;  and  if  Firmin's  face  usually  looked 
wicked,  I  dare  "say  it  did  not  seem  very  anjrelical  when  he  heard 
how  this  odious  name  had  been  applied  to  his  son.  "  Can  he  do 
Philip  a  mischief?"  Caroline  continued.  "  I  thought  I  was 
bound  to  tell  his  father.  Look  here,  Dr.  F.,  I  don't  want  to  do 
my  dear  boy  a  harm.  But  suppose  what  you  told  me  last 
night  is  n't  true — as  I  don't  think  you  much  mind — mind — say- 
ing things  as  are  incorrect,  you  know,  when  us  women  are  in  the 
case.  But  suppose  when  you  played  the  villain,  thinking  only 
to  take  in  a  poor  innocent  girl  of  sixteen,  it  was  you  who  were 
took  in,  and  that  I  was  your  real  wife  after  all  ?  There  would 
be  a  punishment !" 

"  I  should  have  an  honest  and  good  wife,  Caroline,"  said  the 
doctor,  with  a  groan. 

"  This  would  be  a  punishment,  not  for  you,  but  for  my  poor 
Philip,"  the  woman  goes  on.  "  What  has  he  done  that  his  honest 
name  should  be  took  from  him — and  his  fortune  perhaps  ?  I 
have  been  lying  broad  awake  all  night  thinking  of  him.  Ah, 
George  Brandon !  Why,  why  did  you  come  to  my  poor  old 
father's  house,  and  iriug  this  misery  down  on  me,  and  on  your 
child  unborn  ?" 

"  On  myself  the  worst  of  all,"  says  the  doctor. 

"  You  deserve  it.  But  it's  us  innocent  that  has  had,  or  will 
have,  to  suffer  most.  Oh,  George  Brandon  !  Think  of  a  poor 
child,  tlung  away,  and  left  to  starve  and  die,  without  even  so 
much  as  knowing  your  real  name  !  Think  of  your  boy,  perhaps 
brought  to  shame  and  poverty  through  your  fault !" 

'<  Do  you  suppose  I  don't  often  think  of  my  wrong  ?"  says  the 
doctor.  "  That  it  does  not  cause  me  sleepless  nights,  and  hours 
of  anguish  ?  Ah  !  Caroline! "  and  he  looks  in  the  glass;  "I  am 
not  shaved,  and  it 's  very  unbecoming,"  he  thinks ;  that  is,  if  I 
may  dare  to  read  his  thoughts,  as  I  do  to  report  his  unheal  d 
words. 

"  You  think  of  your  wrong  now  it  may  be  found  out,  I  dare 
say  !"  says  Caroline.     "  Suppose  this  Hunt  turns  against  you  ? 

He  is  desperate;  mad  for  drink  and  money  ;  has  been  in  jail  

as  be  said  this  very  night  to  me  and  my  pa.    He  '11  do  or  say 
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anything.  If  you  treat  him  hard,  and  Philip  nave  treated  him 
hard — not  harder  than  served  liim  l  ight,  though — he  '11  pull  the 
house  dowa  and  himself  under  it,  but  he  '11  be  revenged.  Per- 
haps he  drank  so  much  last  night  that  he  may  have  forgot.  But 
1  I'ear  he  means  mischief,  and  I  came  here  to  say  fo,  and  hoping 
that  you  might  be  kept  on  your  guard.  Doctor  F.,  and  if  you  have 
to  quarrel  with  him,  I  don't  know  what  you  ever  will  do,  I  am 
sure — no  more  than  if  you  had  to  fight  a  chimney-sweep  in  the 
street.  I  have  been  awake  all  night  thinking,  and  as  soon  as' 
ever  as  I  saw  the  daylight  I  determined  I  would  run  and  tell  you." 

"  When  he  called  Philip  that  name,  did  the  boy  seem  much  dis- 
turbed ?"  asked  the  doctor. 

■•'  Yes ;  he  referred  to  it  again  and  again — though  I  tried  to 
coax  him  out  of  it.  But  it  was  on  his  mind  last  night,  and  I  am 
sure  he  will  think  of  it  the  lirst  thing  this  morning.  Ah  yes,  doc- 
tor !  conscience  will  sometimes  let  a  gentleman  doze  ;  but  after 
discovery  has  come,  and  opened  your  curtains,  and  said,  '  You 
desired  to  be  called  early  1'  there 's  little  use  in  trying  to  sleep 
much.  You  look  very  much  frightened,  Doctor  F.,"  the  nurse 
continues.  "  You  have  n't  such  a  courage  as  Philip  has.;  or  as 
you  had  when  you  were  a  young  man,  and  came  a  leading  poor 
girls  astray.  You  used  to  be  afraid  of  nothing  then.  Do  you 
remember  that  fellow  on  board  the  steamboat  in  Scotland  in  our 
wedding-trip_,  and,  la,  I  thought  you  was  going  to  kill  him.  That 
poor  little  Lord  Cinqbars  told  me  ever  so  many  stories  then  about 
your  courage  and  shooting  people.  It  was  n't  very  courageous, 
leaving  a  poor  girl  without  even  a  name,  and  scarce  a  guinea, 
was  it  ?  But  I  ain't  come  to  call  up  old  stories — only  to  warn  you. 
Even  in  old  times,  when  he  married  us,  and  I  thought  he  was  do- 
ing a  kindness,  I  never  could  abide  this  horrible  man.  In  Scot- 
land, when  you  was  away  shooting  with  your  poor  little  lord,  the 
things  Hunt  used  to  say  and  look  was  dreadful.  I  wonder  how 
ever  you,  who  were  gentlemen,  could  put  up  with  such  a  fellow  ! 
Ah,  that  was  a  sad  honey-moon  of  ours!  I  wonder  why  I'm 
a  thinking  of  it  now  ?  I  suppose  it 's  from  having  seen  the  picture 
of  the  other  one — poor  lady  !" 

"  I  have  told  you,  Caroline,  that  I  was  so  wild  and  desperate 
at  that  unhappy  time,  I  was  scarcely  accountable  for  my  actions. 
If  I  left  you,  it  was  because  I  had  no  other  resource  l)ut  flight.  I 
was  a  ruined,  penniless  man  but  for  my  marriage  with  Louisa 
Ringwood.  You  don't  suppose  the  marriage  was  happy  ?  Hap- 
py 1  when  have  I  ever  been  happy  ?  My  lot  is  to  be  wretched, 
and  bring  wretchedness  down  on  those  I  love  1  On  you,  on  my 
father,  on  my  wife,  on  my  boy — I  am  a  doomed  man  !  Ah  that 
the  innocent  should  suffer  for  me  1"  And  our  friend  looks  askance 
in  the  glass  at  the  blue  chin  and  hollow  eyes  which  make  his  guilt 
look,  the  more  haggard. 

"  I  never  had  my  lines,"  the  Little  Sister  continued  ;  "  I  never 
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knew  there  were  papers,  or  writings,  or  anything  but  a  ring  and 
a  cler"-yman,  when  you  married  me.  But  I've  heard  tell  that 
people  in  Scotland  don't  want  a  clergyman  at  all ;  and  if  they 
call  themselves  man  and  wife,  they  are  man  and  wife._  Now  sir, 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Brandon  certainly  did  travel  together  m  Scotland 
—witness  that  man  whom  you  were  going  to  throw  into  the  lake 

for  being  rude  to  your  wife— aijd  La  !  Don't  fly  out  so!  It 

was  n't  me,  a  poor  girl  of  sixteen,  who  did  wrong.  It  was  you, 
a  man  of  the  world,  who  was  years  and  years  older." 

When  Brandon  carried  off  his  poor  little  victim  and  wife,  there 
had  been  a  journey  to  Scotland,  where  Lord  Cinqbars,  then  alive, 
had  sporting  quarters.  His  lordship's  chaplain,  Mr.  Hunt,  had 
been  of  the  party,  which  fate  very  soon  afterward  separated. 
Death  seized  on  Cinqbars  at  Naples.  Debt  caused  Firmm— 
Brandon,  as  he  called  himself  then— to  fly  the  country.  The 
chaplain  wandered  from  jail  to  jail.  And  as  for  poor  little  Caro- 
line Brandon,  I  suppose  the  husband  who  bad  married  her  under 
a  false  name  thought  that  to  escape  her,  leave  her,  and  disown 
her  altogether,  was  an  easier  and  less  dangerous  plan  than  to  con- 
tinue relations  with  her.  So  one  day,  four  months  after  their 
marriage,  the  young  couple  being  then  at  Dover,  Caroline's  hus- 
band happened  to  go  out  for  a  walk.  But  he  sent  away  a  port- 
manteau by  the  back  door  when  he  went  out  for  the  walk,  and 
as  Caroline  was  waiting  for  her  little  dinner  some  hoijrs  after,  the 
porter  who  carried  the  luggage  came  with  a  little  note  from  her 
dearest  G.  B. ;  and  it  was  full  of  little  fond  expressions  of  regard 
and  atfection,  such  as  gentlemen  put  into  little  notes  ;  but  dear- 
est G.  B.  said  the  bailiffs  were  upon  him,  and  one  of  them  had 
arrived  that  morning,  and  he  must  fly :  and  he  took  half  the 
money  he  had,  and  left  half  for  his  little  Carry.  And  he  would 
be  back  soon  and  arrange  matters,  or  tell  her  where  to  write  and 
follow  him.  And  she  was  to  take  care  of  her  little  health,  and 
to  write  a  great  deal  to  her  Georgy.  And  she  did  not  know  how 
to  write  very  well  then  ;  but  she  did  her  best,  and  improved  a 
great  deal ;  for,  indeed,  she  wrote  a  great  deal,  poor  thing. 
Sheets  and  sheets  of  paper  she  blotted  with  ink  and  tears.  And 
then  the  money  was  spent ;  and  the  next  money ;  and  no  more 
came,  and  no  more  letters.  And  she  was  alone  at  sea,  sinking, 
sinking,  when  it  pleased  Heaven  to  send  that  friend  who  rescued 
her.  It  is  such  a  sad,  sad  little  story,  that  in  fact  I  don't  like  dwell- 
ing on  it ;  _  not  caring  to  look  upon  poor,  innocent,  trusting  creat- 
ures in  pain. 

 --Well,  then,  when  Caroline  exclaimed,  "  La!  don't  fly 

out  80,  Dr.  Firmin  1"  I  suppose  the  doctor  had  been  crying  out, 
and  swearing  fiercely,  at  the  recollections  of  his  friend  Mr.  Bran- 
don, and  at  the  danger  which  possibly  hung  over  that  gentleman. 
Marriage  ceremonies  are  dangerous  risks  in  jest  or  in^  earnest. 
You  can't  pretend  to  marry  even  a  poor  old  bankrupt  lodging- 
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bouse  keeper's  daughter  without  some  risk  of  being  brought  sub- 
sequently to  book.  If  you  have  a  vulgar  wife  alive,  and  afterward 
choose  to  leave  her  and  marry  an  earl's  niece,  you  will  come  to 
trouble,  however  well  connected  you  are  and  highly  placed  in  so- 
ciety. If  you  have  had  thirty  thousand  pounds  with  wife  2>o.  2, 
and  have  to  pay  it  back  on  a  sudden,  the  payment  may  be  in- 
convenient. Tou  may  be  tried  for  bigamy,  and  sentenced, 
goodness  knows  to  what  punishment.  At  any  rate,  if  the  matter 
is  made  public,  and  you  are  a  most  respectable  man,  moving  in 
the  highest  scientific  and  social  circles,  those  circles  may  be  dis- 
posed to  request  you  to  walk  out  of  their  circumference.  A  nov- 
elist, I  know,  ought  to  have  no  likes,  dislikes,  pity,  partiality  for 
bis  characters  ;  but  I  declare  I  can  not  help  feeling  a  respectful 
compassion  for  a  gentleman  who,  in  consequence  of  a  youthful, 
and,  I  am  sure,  sincerely  regretted  folly,  may  be  liable  to  lose  bis 
fortune,  his  place  in  society,  and  his  considerable  practice.  Pun- 
ishment hasn't  a  right  to  come  with  such  & pede  claudo.  There 
ought  to  be  limitations,  and  it  is  shabby  and  revengeful  of  Jus- 
tice to  present  her  little  bill  when  it  has  been  more  than  twenty 
years  owing .  ...  Having  had  his  talk  out  with  the  Little  Sister, 
having  a  long  past  crime  suddenly  taken  down  from  the  shelf; 
having  a  remorse,  long  since  supposed  to  be  dead  and  buried,  sud- 
denly starting  up  in  the  most  blustering,  boisterous,  inconvenient 
manner ;  having  a  rage  and  terror  tearing  him  itithin ;  I  can 
fancy  this  most  respectable  physician  going  about  his  day's  work, 
and  most  sincerely  sympathize  with  him.  Who  is  to  heal  the 
physician  '1  Is  he  not  more  sick  at  heart  than  most  of  his  patients 
that  day  ?  He  has  to  listen  to  Lady  Mef.rim  cackling  for  half  an 
hour  at  least,  and  describing  her  little  ailments.  He  has  to  listen, 
and  never  once  to  dare  to  say,  "  Confound  you,  old  chatter-box  ! 
What  are  you  prating  about  your  ailments  to  me,  who  am  suffer- 
ing real  torture  while  I  am  smirking  in  your  face  ?  '  He  has  to 
wear  the  inspiriting  smile,  to  breathe  the  gentle  joke,  to  console, 
to  whisper  hope,  to  administer  remedy  ;  and  all  day,  perhaps,  he 
sees  no  one  so  utterly  sick,  so  sad.  so  despairing,  as  himself. 

The  first  person  on  whom  he  had  to  practice  bypocrisy  that 
day  was  his  own  son,  who  chose  to  come  to  breakfast — a  meal  of 
which  son  and  father  seldom  now  partook  in  company.  "  What 
does  he  know,  and  what  doesjie  suspect?"  are  the  father's 
thoughts ;  but  a  lowering  gloom  is  on  Philip's  face,  and  the  father's 
eyes  look  into  the  son's,  but  can  not  penetrate  their  darkness. 
'  "  Did  you  stay  late  last  night,  Philip  ?"  says  papa. 

"  Yes,  sir,  rather  late,"  answers  the  son. 

"  Pleasant  party  ?" 

"  Xo,  sir ;  stupid.    Your  friend  Mr.  Hunt  wanted  to  come  in. 
He  was  drunk,  and  rude  to  Mrs.  Brandon,  and  I  was  obliged  to 
put  him  out  of  the  door.    He  was  dreadfully  violent  and 
abusive." 
11 
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"  Swore  a  good  deal,  I  suppose  ?" 
«  Fiercely,  sir,  and  called  names." 

I  dare  say  Philip's  heart  baat  so  when  he  said  these  last  words 
that  they  were  inaudible  :  at  all  events.  Philip's  father  did  not 
appear  to  pay  mnch  attention  to  the  words,  for  he  was  busy  read- 
ing the  Morning  Post,  and  behind  that  sheet  of  fashionable  news 
hid  whatever  expression  a£  agony  there  might  be  on  his  face. 
Philip  afterward  told  his  present  Jw^rapher  of  this  breakfast 
meeting  and  dreary  tite^-lete.  rbnmed  to  ask  what  was  the 
meaning  of  that  sconndrel's  words  of  the  past  night,"  Philip  said 
to  his  biographer ;  "  bnt  I  did  not  dare,  somehow.  You  see, 
Pendennis,  it  is  not  pleasant  to  say  point-blank  to  year  father. 
♦  Sir,  are  yoti  a  confirmed  scoTindrel,  or  are  yon  not?  "Is  it  pos- 
sible that  you  have  made  a  double  marriage,  as  yonder  other 
rascal  hinted ;  and  that  my  own  legitimacy  and  my  mother's  fair 
fame,  as  well  as  poor,  harmless  Caroline's  honor  and  happiness, 
have  been  destroyed  by  your  crime  T  But  1  had  lain  awake  all 
night  thinking  about  that  scoundrel  Hunt's  words,  and  whether 
there  was  any  meaning  beyond  drunken  malice  in  what  he  said." 
So  we  find  that  three  people  had  passed  a  bad  night  in  conse- 
quence of  Mr.  Firmin's  evil  behavior  of  five-and-twenty  years 
oack,  which  surely  was  a  most  imreasonable  punishment  for  a  an 
of  such  old  dMe.  I  wish,  dearly  beloved  brother  sinners,  we 
could  take  all  The  punishment  for  our  individual  crimes  on  our 
individual  shoulders ;  but  we  drag  them  aU  down  with  us — that  is 
the  fact ;  and  when  Macbeath  is  condemned  to  hang,  it  is  PoDy 
and  Lucy  who  have  to  weep  and  sufTer  smd  wear  piteous  mourn- 
ing in  their  hearts  long  after  the  dare-devil  rogue  has  jumped  qS 
tibe  Tybum  ladder. 

"Weil,  sir,  he  did  not  sav  a  word,"  said  PLilip,  recounting  the 
meeting  to  his  friend ;  '■  not  a  word,  at  least,  regarding  the  mat- 
ter both  of  us  had  on  otn:  hearts.  But  about  fashion,  paAies, 
and  politics,  he  discoursed  much  more  freely  than  was  usual  with 
him.  He  said  I  might  have  had  Lord  Kingwcod's  seat  for  Whip- 
ham  but  for  my  unfortunate  politics.  What  made  a  Ssdical  of 
me,  he  asked,  who  was  naturally  one  of  the  mosthanghtr  of  men 
(and  that,  I  think,  perhaps  I  am,  says  Phil,  and  a  ^oo-I  manv 
Hberal  feDows  are)  ?  I  should  calm  down,  he  was  sur^— I  should 
calm  down,  and  be  of  the  polities  des  Jiommes  du  montleJ" 

Philip  could  not  say  to  his  father,  '■  Sir.  it  is  seeing  vca  cringe 
before  great  ones  that  has  set  my  own  back  do."  Ther-  vre% 
countless  points  about  which  father  and  son  could  llo^  n)eak  ■ 
and  an  mviaible,  unexpressed,  perfectlv  unintellisib'e  iJ.'-.'^t' 
always  was  present  when  those  two  were  r^'"-a-"gv  "  ^ 

Their  meal  was  scarce  ended  when  ecte-ed  to  tl  -  Mr  H  - 
with_his  hat  om  I  was  not  present  at  the  timeVZid  c^n 'not 
speak^  a  certainty;  but  I  should  think  at  Ws  ominous  a^r.Zl 
«nce  Phihp  may  have  turned  red  and  hb  father  pale,      xSw  is 
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the  time,"  both,  J  dare  say,  thought ;  and  the  doctor  remembered 
his  stormy  young  days  of  foreign  gambling,  intrigue,  and  dnel, 
when  he  was  put  on  his  ground  before  his  adversary,  and  bidden, 
at  a  given  signal,  to.  fire.  One,  two,  three !  Each  man's  hand 
was  armed  with  malice  and  murder.  Philip  had  plenty  of  pluck 
for  his  part,  but  I  should  think  on  such  an  occasion  might  be  a 
little  nervous  and  fluttered,  whereas  his  father's  eye  was  keen, 
and  his  aim  rapid  and  steady. 

"  You  and  Philip  had  a  difference  last  night,  Philip  tells  me," 
said  the  doctor. 

"  Yes,  and  I  promised  he  should  pay  me,"  said  the  clergyman. 

"And  I  said  1  should  desire  ne  better,"  says  Mr.  Phil. 

"  He  struck  his  senior,  his  father's  fnend — a  sick  man,  a  cler- 
gyman," gasped  Hunt.* 

"  Were  you  to  repeat  what  you  did  last  night,  I  should  repeat 
what  I  did,"  said  Phil.    "  Yon  insulted  a  good  woman.'' 

"  It 's  a  lie,  sir  I"  cries  the  other. 

"  You  insuhed  a  good  woman,  a  lady  in  her  own  house,  and  I 
turned  you  otit  of  it,"  said  Phil.  ■  . 

"  I  say,  again,  it  is  a  lie,  sir !"  screams  Hunt,  with  a  stamp  on 
the  table. 

"  That  you  should  give  me  the  lie,  or  otherwise,  is  perfectly 
immaterial  to  tee.  But  whenever  you  insult  Mrs.  Brandon,  or 
any  harmless  woman  in  my  presence,  I  shall  do  my  best  to  chas- 
tise you,"  cries  Philip  of  the  red  mustaches,  curling  them  with 
much  dignit)-. 
•"  You  hear  him,  Firmin  ?"  says  the  parson. 

"Faith,  I  do.  Hunt!"  says  the  physician;  ''and  I  think  he 
means  what  he  says,  too." 

"  Oh  I  you  take  that  line,  do  you  ?"  cries  Hunt  of  the  dirty 
bands,  the  dirty  teeth,-  the  dirty  neckcloth. 

"I  take  what  you  call  that  line;  and  whenever  a  rudeness  is 
offered  to  that  adprirable  woman  in  my  son's  hearing,  I  shall  be 
astonished  if  he  does  not  resent  it,"  says  the  doctor.  "  Thank 
you,  Philip  T' 

The  father's  resolute  speech  and  behavior,  gave  Philip  great 
momentary  comfort.  Hunt's  words  of  the  night  liefore  had  been 
occupying  the  young  man's  thoughts.  Had  Firmin  been  crimi- 
nal he  could  not  be  so  bold. 

"  You  talk  this  way  in  presence  of  your  son  !  You  have  been 
talking  over  the  matter  together  before  ?"  asks  Hunt. 

"  We  have  been  talking  over  the  matter  before — yes.  -We 
were  engaged  on  it  when  you  came  into  breakfast,"  said  the 
doctor.  "  Shall  we  go  on  with  the  conversation  where  we  left  it 
off?" 

"  Well,  do — that  js,  if  you  dare,"  said  the  clergyman,  some- 
what astonished. 

"  Philip,  my  dear,  it  is  ill  for  a  man  to  hide  his  head  before  his 
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own  son ;  but  if  I  am  to  speak — and  speak  I  must  one  day  or  tbc 
other — why  not  now  ?" 

"  Why  at  all,  Firmin  ?"  asks  the  clergyman,  astonished  at  the 
other's  rather  sudden  resolve. 

"  Why  ?  Because  I  am  sick  and  tired  of  you,  Mr.  Tufton 
Hunt,",  cries  the  physician,  in  his  most  lofty  manner,  |'  of  you  and 
your  presence  in  my  house  ;  your  blackguard  behavior  and  your 
rascal  extortions — because  you  will  force  me  to  speak  one  day  or 
the  other — and  now,  Philip,  if  you  like,  shall  be  the  day." 

"  Hang  it,  I  say  I    Stop  a  bit !"  cries  the  clergyman. 

"  I  understand  you  want  some  more  money  from  me." 

"I  did  promise  Jacobs  I  would  pay  him  to-day,  and  that  was 
what  made  me  so  sulky  last  night ;  and  perhaps  I  took  a  little 
too  much.  You  see  my  mind  was  out  of  order ;  and  what 's  the 
use  of  telling  a  story  that  is  no  good  to  any  one,  Firmin — least  of 
all  to  you  ?"  cries  the  parson,  darkly. 

''  Because,  you  ruffian,  I  '11  bear  with  you  no  more,"  cries  the 
doctor,  the  veins  of  his  forehead  swelling  as  he  looks  fiercely  at 
his  dirty  adversary.  "  In  the  last  nine  months,  Philip,  this  man 
has  had  nine  hundred  pounds  from  me." 

"  The  luck  has  been  so  very  bad,  so  bad,  upon  my  honor,  now," 
grumbles  the  parson. 

"  To-morrow  he  will  want  more;  and  the  next  day  more ;  and 
the  next  day  more  ;  and,  in  fine,  I  won't  live  with  this  accursed 
Man  of  the  Sea  round  my  neck.  You  shall  have  the  story ;  and 
Mr.  Hunt  shall  sit  by  and  witness  against  his  own  crime  and 
mine.  I  had  been  very  wild  at  Cambridge  when  I  was  a  3'oung 
man.  1  had  quarrelled  with  my  father,  lived  with  a  dissipated 
set,  and  beyond  my  means;  and  had  had  my  debts  paid  so  often 
by  your  grandfather  that  I  was  afraid  to  ask  for  more.  He  was 
stern  to  me;  I  was  not  dutiful  to  him.  I  own  my  fault.  Mr. 
Hunt  can  bear  witness  to  what  I  say. 

"I  was  in  hiding  at  Margate,  under  a  false  name.  You  know 
the  name." 

•  "  Yes,  sir,  I  think  I  know  the  name,"  Philip  said,  thinking  he 
liked  his  father  better  now  than  he  had  ever  liked  him  in  his  life, 
and  sighing,  "Ah,  if  he  had  always  been  frank  and  true  with  me  !" 

"  I  took  bumble  lodgings  with  an  obscure  family.  [If  Dr.  Fir- 
min had  a  prodigious  idea  of  his  own  grandeur  and  importance, 
you  see  I  can  not  help  it — and  he  was  long  held  to  be  such  a 
respectable  man.]  And  there  I  found  a  young  girt — one  of  the 
most  innocent  beings  that  ever  a  man  played  with  and  betrayed. 
Betrayed,  I  own  it,  Heaven  forgive  me  1  The  crime  has  been 
the  shame  of  my  life,  and  darkened  my  whole  career  with  misery. 
I  got  a  man  worse  than  myself,  if  that  could  be.  I  got  Hunt  for 
a  few  pounds,  which  he  owed  me,  to  make  a  sham  marriao-e  be- 
tween me  and  poor  Caroline.  My  money  was  soon  cone."  My 
creditors  were  after  me.    I  fled  the  country,  and  I  left  her." 
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"A  sham  marriage  !  a  sham  marriage  1"  cries  the  clergyman. 
"  Did  n't  you  make  me  perform  it  by  holding  a  pistol  to  my 
throat  ?  A  fellow  won't  risk  transportation  for  nothing.  But  I 
owed  him  money  for  cards,  and  he  had  my  hill,  and  he  said  he 
would  let  me  off,  and  that 's  why  .1  helped  bim.  Never  mind.  I 
am  out  of  the  business  now,  Mr.  Brummell  Firmin,  and  you  are 
in  it.  I  have  read  the  Act,  sir.  The  clergyman  who  performs 
the  marriage  is  liable  to  punishment,  if  informed  against  within 
three  years,  and  it 's  twenty  years  or  more.  But  you,  Mr.  Brum- 
mell Firmin — ^your  case  is  different,  and  you,  my  young  gentle- 
man, with  the  fiery  whiskers,  who  strike  down  old  men  of  a  night 
— you  may  find  some  of  us  know  how  to.  revenge  ourselves, 
though  we  are  down."  And  with  this.  Hunt  rushed  to  his^reasy 
hat  and  quitted  the  hopse,  discharging  imprecations  at  hts  hosts 
as  he  passed  through  the  hall. 

Son  and  father  sate  a  while  silent  after  the  departure  of  their 
common  enemy.    At  last  the  father  spoke  : 

"  This  is  the  sword  that  has  always  been  hanging  over  my  head, 
and  is  now  falling,  Philip." 

"What. can  the  man  do?  Is  the  first  marriage  a  good  mar- 
riage ?"  asked  Philip,  with  alarmed  face. 

"  It  is  no  marriage.  It  is  void  to  all  intents  and  purposes. 
You  may  suppose  I  have  taken  care  to  learn  the  law  about  that. 
Your  legitimacy  is  safe,  sure  enough.  But  that  man  can  ruin 
me,  or  nearly  so.  He  will  try  to-morrow,  if  not  to-day.  As  long 
as  you  or  I  can  give  him  a  guinea  he  will  take  it  to  the  gambling- 
house.  I  had  the  mania  on  me  myself  once.  My  poor  father 
quarrelled  with  me  in  consequence,  and  died  without  seeing  me. 
I  married  your  mother — Heaven  Jielp  her,  poor  soul !  and  forgive 
me  for  being  but  a  harsh  husband  to  her — with  a  view  of  mend- 
ing my  shattered  fortunes.  I  wished  she  had  been  more  happy, 
poor  thing.  But  do  not  blame  me  utterly,  Philip.  I  was  des- 
perate, and  she  wished  for  the  marriage  so  much  !  I  had  good 
looks  and  high  spirits  in  those  days.  People  said  so.  [And  here 
he  glances  obliquely  at  his  own  handsome  portrait.]  Now  I  am 
a  wreck — a  wreck  I" 

"  I  can  conceive,  sir,  that  this  will  annoy  you  ;  but  how  can  it 
ruin  you?"  asked  Philip. 

"  What  becomes  of  my  practice  as  a  family  physician  ?  The 
practice  is  not  now  what  it  was,  between  ourselves,  Philip,  and 
the  expenses  greater  than  you  imagine.  I  have  made  unlucky 
speculations.  If  you  count  upon  much  inci'ease  of  wealth  from 
me,  my  boy,  you  will  be  disappointed;  though  you  were  never 
mercenary — no,  never.  But  the  story  bruited  about  by  this  ras- 
cal, of  a  physician  of  eminence  engaged  in  two  marriages,  do  you 
suppose  my  rivals  won't  hear  it,  and  take  advantage  of  it — my 
patients  hear  it,  and  avoid  me  ?" 

"  Make  terms  with  the  man  at  once,  then,  sir,  and  silence 
bim." 
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"  To  make  terms  with  a  gambler  is  impossible.  My  purse  is 
alivays  there  open  for  him  to  thrust  his  hand  into  when  he  loses. 
No  man  can  withstand  such  a  temptation.  I  am  glad  you  have 
never  fallen  into  it.  I  have  quarrelled  with  you  sometimes  for 
living  with  people  below  your  rank  ;  perhaps  you  were  right,  and 
I  was  wrong.  I  have  liked,  always  did,  I  don't  disguise  it,  to 
live  with  persons  of  station.  And  these,  when  1  was  at  the  uni- 
versity, taught  me  play  and  extravagance;  and  in  the  world 
have  ift  helped  me  much.  Who  would?  Who  would?"  and 
the  doctor  relapsed  into  meditation. 

A  little  catastrophe  presently  occurred,  after  which  Mr.  Philip 
Firmin  told  me  the  substance  of  this  story^  He  described  his 
fatherjpiiong  acquiescence  in  Hunt's  demands,  and  sudden  resist- 
ance to  them,  and  was  at  a  loss  to  account  for  the  change.  I  did 
not  tell  my  friend  in  express  terms,  but  I  fancied  I  could  account 
for  the  change  of  behavior.  Dr.  Finnin,  in  his  interviews  with 
Caroline,  had  had  his  mind  set  at  rest  about  one  part  of  his  dan- 
ger. ^  The  doctor  need  no  longer  fear  the  charge  of  a  double 
marriage.  The  Little  Sister  resigned  her  claims  past,  present, 
future. 

If  a  gentleman  is  sentenced  to  be  hung,  I  wonder  is  it  a  matter 
of  comfort  to' him  or  not  to  know  beforehand  the  day  of  the  oper- 
ation ?    Hunt  would  take  his  revenge.    When  and  how?  Dr. 
Firmin  asked  himself.    -Nay,  possibly,  you  will  have  to  learn  that 
this  eminent  practitioner  walked  about  with  more  than  danger 
hanging  imminent  over  him.    Perhaps  it  was  a  rope  :  perhaps  it 
was  a  sword:  some  weapon  of  execution,  at  any  rate,  as  we  fre- 
quently may  see.    A  day  passes:  no  assassin  darts  at  the  doctor 
as  he  threads  the  dim  opera-col«nnade  passage  on  his  way  to  his 
club.    A  week  goes  by  :  no  stiletto  is  plunged  into  his  well-wad- 
ded breast  as  hs  steps  from  his  carriage  at  "some  noble  patii  nt's 
door.    Philip  says  he  never  knew  his  father  more  pleasant,  easy, 
good-humored,  and  aftable  than  dming  this  period,  when  he 
must  have  felt  that  a  danger  was  hanging  over  him  of  which  his 
son,  at  this  time,  had  no  idea.    I  dined  in  Old  Parr-strec-t  once 
in  this  memorable  period  (memorable  it  seemed  to  me  from  im- 
mediately subsequent  events).    Xever  was  the  dinner  better 
served  :  the  wine  more  excellent :  the  guests  and  conversation 
more  gravely  respectable  than  at  this  entertainment :  and  mv 
neighbor  remarked  with  pleasure  how  the  father  and  son  seemed 
to  be  on  much  better  terms  than  ordinary.    The  doctor  addressed 
Philip  pointedly  once  or  twice  ;  alluded  to  his  forcitrn  travel^  • 
spoke  of  his  mother's  family— it  was  most  gratifying  to  see  the 
pair  together    Day  after_  day  passes  so.    The  enemy  has  disap- 
peared    At  least,  the  I'^mg  of  his  dirty  hat  is  no  longer  visible 
on  the  broad  marble  table  of  Dr.  Firmin 's  hall. 

But  one  day— it  may  be  ten  days  after  the  quarrel— a  little 
messenger  comes  to  Pbihp,  and  s.iys :  "  Philip,  dear,  I  am  sine 
there  is  something  wrong  :  that  horrible  Hunt  has  been  hf>rp  with 
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a  very  quiet,  soft-spoken  old  gentleman,  and  they  have  been 
going  on  with  my  poor  pa  about  my  wrongs  and  his — his,  indeed! 
— and  they  have  worked  him  up  to  believe  that  somebody  has 
cheated  his  daughter  out  of  a  great  fortune;  and  who  can  that 
somebody  be  but  your  father?  And  whenever  they  see  me 
coming,  papa  and  that  horrid  Hunt  go  off  to  the  'Admiral  Byng :' 
and  one  night  when  pa  came  home  he  said,  Bless  you,  bless  you, 
my  poor,  innocent,  injured  child  and  blessed  you  will  be :  mark 
a  fond  father's  words !'  They  are  scheming  something  against 
Philip  and  Philip's  father.  Mr.  Bond  the  soft-spoken  old  gentle- 
man's name  is:  and  twice  there  has  been  a  Mr.  Walls  to  inqvfire 
if  Mr.  Hunt  was  at  our  house." 

"  Mr.  Bond  ? — Mr.  "Walls  ?  A  gentleman  of  the  name  of  Bond 
was  uncle  Twysden's  attorney.  An  old  gentleman  with  a  bald 
head,  and  one  eye  bigger  than  the  other  ?" 

"  Well,  this  old  man  has  one  smaller  than  the  other,  I  do  think," 
says  Caroline.  "  First  man  who  came  was  Mr.  Walls — a  rattling 
young  fashionable  chap,  always  laughing,  talking  about  theatres, 
operas,  everything — came  home  from  the  '  Byng'  along  with  pa 
and  his  new  friend — oh  !  I  do  hate  him,  that  man,  that  Hunt ! — 
then  he  brought  the  old  man,  this  Mr.  Bond.  What  are  they 
scheming  against  you,  Philip  ?  I  tell  you  this  matter  is  all  about 
you  and  four  father." 

Years  and  years  ago,  in  the  poor  mother's  lifetime,  Philip  re- 
membered an  outbreak  of  wrath  on  his  father's  part,  who  called 
uncle  Twysden  a  swindling  miser,  and  this  very  Mr;  Bond  a 
scoundrel  who  deserved  to  be  hung,  for  interfering  in  some  way 
in  the  management  of  a  part  of  the  property  which  Mrs.  Twys- 
den, and  her  sister  inherited  from  their  own  mother.  That  quar- 
rel had  been  made  up,  as  such  quarrels  are.  The  brothers-in- 
law  had  continued  to  mistrust  ealch  other;  but  there  was  no 
reason  why  the  feud  should  descend  to  the  children ;  and  Philip 
and  his  aunt,  and  one  of  her  daughters  at  least,  v/ere  on  good 
terms  together.  Philip's  uncle's  lawyers  engaged  with  his  father's 
debtor  and  enemy  against  Dr.  Firmij :  the"  alliance  boded  no 
good. 

"  I  won't  tell  you  what  1  think,  Philip,"  said  the  father.  '-You 
are  fond  of  your  cousin  V" 
"  Oh  !  for'ev— " 

"  For  ever,  of  course  !  At  least  until  we  change  our  mind,  or 
one  of  us  crows  tired,  or  finds  a  better  mate." 

"  All,  sir  !"  cries  Philip,  but  suddenly  stops  in  his  remonstrance. 
What  were  you  going  to  say,  Philip,  and  why  do  you  pause  7" 

"  I  was  going  to  say,  father,  if  I  might  without  offending,  that 
I  think  you  judge  hardly  of  women.  I  know  two  who  have  been 
very  faithful  to  you." 

''And  I  a  traitor  to  both  of  them.  Yes;  and  my  remorse, 
Philip,  my  remorse  1"  says  his  father,  in  his  deepest  tragedy  voice, 
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clntching  his  hand  over  a  heart  that  I  believed  beat  very  coolly. 
Bnt,  pshaw!  why  am  1,  Philip's  biographer,  going  out  of  the 
way  to  abuse  Philip's  papa  ?  Is  not  the  threat  of  bigamy  and 
exposure  enough  to  disturb  any  man's  equanimity  ?  I  say  again, 
suppose  there  is  another  sword — a  rope,  if  you  will  so  call  it — 
hanging  over  the  head  of  our  Damocles  of  Old  Farr  street  ?  . . 
Howbeit,  the. father  and  the  son  met  and  parted  in  these  days 
with  unusual  gentleness  and  cordiality.  And  these  were  the  last 
days  in  which  they  were  to  meet  together.  Nor  could  Philip 
recall  without  satisfaction,  afterwjird,  that  the  hand  which  he 
took  was  pressed  and  given  with  a  read  kindness  and  cordiality. 

Why  were  these  the  last  days  son  and  father  were  to  pass  to- 
gether ?  Dr.  Firmin  is  still  alive.  Philip  is  a  very  tolerably 
prosperous  gentleman.  He  and  his  father  parted  good  friends, 
and  it  is  the  biographer's  business  to  narrate  how  and  wherefore. 
When  Philip  told  his  father  that  Messrs.  Bond  and  Walls,  his 
uncle  Twysden's  attorneys,  were  suddenly  interested  about  Mr. 
Brandon  and  his  affairs,  the  father  instantly  guessed,  though  the 
son  was  too  simple  as  yet  to  understand  how  it  was  that  these 
gentlemen  interfered.  If  Mr.  Brandon  Firmin's  marriage  with 
Miss  Rtngwood  was  null,  her  son  was  illegitimate,  and  her  fort- 
une went  to  her  sister.  Painful  as  such  a  duty  might  be  to  such 
tender-hearted  people  as  our  Tvj'sden  acquaintances  to  deprive 
a  dear  nephew  of  his  fortune,  yet,  after  all,  duty  is  duty,  and  a 
parent  must  sj-crifice  everything  for  justice  and  his  own  children. 
"  Had  I  been  in  such  a  case,"  Talbot  Twysden  subsequently  and 
repeatedly  declared,  "I  should  never  have  been  easy  a  moment 
if  I  thought  I  possessed  wrongfully  a  beloved  nephew's  property. 
I  could  not  have.slept  in  peace ;  I  could  not  have  shown  my  face 
at  my  own  club,  or  to  my  own  conscience,  had  I  the  weight  of 
such  an  injustice  on  my  mind."  In  a  word,  when  he  found  that 
there  wm  a  chance  of  annexing  Philip's  share  of  the  property 
to  his  own,  Twysden  saw  clearly  that  his  duty  was  to  stand  by 
his  own  wife  and  children. 

The  information  upon  Yhich  Talbot  Twysden,  Esq.,  acted  was 
brought  to  him  at  his  ofEue  by  a  gentleman  in  dingy  black,  who, 
after  a  long  interview  with  him,  accompanied  him  to  his  lawyer, 
Mr.  Boi>d,  before  mentioned.  Here,  in  South  Square,  Gray'a 
Inn,  the  three  gentlemen  held  a  consultation,  of  which  the  re- 
sults began  quickly  to  show  themselves.  Messrs.  Bond  and  Selby 
had  an  exceedingly  lively,  cheerful,  jovial,  and  intelligent  confi- 
dential clerk,  who  combined  business  and  pleasure''  with  the 
utmost  affability,  and  was  acquainted  with  a  thousand  queer 
things,  and  queer  histories  about  queer  people  in  this  town  ;  who 
lent  money ;  who  wanted  money ;  who  was  in  debt ;  and  who 
was  outnmning  the  constable  ;  whose  diamonds  were  in  pawn  ; 
whose  estates  were  over-mortgaged  ;  who  was  over-bnildin»  him- 
self; who  was  casting  eyes  of  longing  at  what  prettv  opera  dan- 
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cer — about  races,  fights,  bill-bvokers,  quic-Tjii  agunt  iomines. 
This  Tom  Wall?  bad  a  deal  of  information,  and  imparted  it  so  as 
to  make  von  die  of  laughing. 

The  Reverend  Tafton  Hunt  bronght  this  jolly  fellow  first  to 
the  "  Admiral  Byng,"  where  his  amiability  won  all  hearts  at  the 
club.  At  the  Byngs  it  was  not  very  difficult  to  gain  Captain 
Gann  s  easy  eonfid-n  ;e.  And  this  old  man  was,  in  the  coarse  of 
a  very  trifling  consumption  of  rum  and  water,  brought  to  see 
that  his  daughter  had  beert  the  object  of  a  wicked  conspiracy, 
and  was  the  ri^htfill  and  most  injured  wife  of  a  man  who  ought 
to  declare  her  f?.'.r  fame  before  the  woriJ,  and  put  her  in  posses- 
sion of  a  portion  of  his  great  fortune. 

A  great  fortune  ?  How  great  a  fortune  ?  TTas  it  three  hun- 
dred thousanJ.  ssy?  Those  do:?ors.  many  of  them,  had  fifteen 
thousand  a  year.  Mr.  Walls  (who  perhaps  knew  better)  was 
nor  at  liberty  to  say  what  the  fortune  was :  bat  it  was  a  shame 
that  Mrs.  Brandon  was  kept  out  of  her  rights,  that  was  elear. 

Old  Gann's  excitement,  when  this  matter  was  first  broached 
to  him  (under  voivs  of  profound  secrecy),  was  so  intense  that  his 
old  reason  tottered  on  his  riciecy  old  throne.  He  well-nigh 
burst  with  longing  to  speak  up3n  this  mystery.  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Oves,  the  esteemed  land  orJ  and  lady  of  the  Byng,"'  never  saw 
him  so  excited.  He  had  a  great  opinion  of  the  judgment  of  his 
fKend,  Mr.  Ridley  :  in  fact,  he  must  have  gone  to  Bedlam  unless 
he  had  talked  to  somebody  on  this  most  nefarious  transaction, 
which  might  muke  the  blood  of  every  Briton  curdle  with  hor- 
ror— as  he  was  free  to  say. 

Old  Mr.  Ridley  was  of  a  much  cooler  temperament,  and  alto- 
gether a  more  cautious  person.  '•  The  dector  rich  ?  He  wished 
to  tell  no  secrets,  nor  to  meddle  in  no  gentleman's  affiiirs :  but 
he  have  beard  very  different  staremenrs  regarding  Dr.  Firmin  s 
affairs."  , 

When  dark  hints-  a'>out  treason,  wicked  desertion,  rights  de- 
nied, "  and  a  great  fortune  which  you  are  kept  out  of,  my  poor 
CaroUne,  by  a  raicaUy  wolf  in  sheep's  clothing,  you  are ;  and  I 
always  mistrusted  him.  from  the  moaient  I  saw  him,  and  said  to 
your  mother,  •  Emily,  that  Brandon  is  a  bad  fcUow,  Brandon  is 
and  bitterly,  bitterly  I 've  rued  ever  receiving  him  imder  mv 
roof" — when  speeches  of  this  nature  were  made  to  Mrs.  Caro- 
line, strange  to  say,  the  little  lady  made  light  of  them.  "  Oh, 
nonsense,  pa '  Don  t  be  bringing  that  sad,  old  storv  up  again. 
I  have  suffered  enough  from  it  already.  If  Mr.  F  left  me,  he 
was  n"t  the  only  one  who  flung  me  away ;  and  I  have  been  able 
to  live,  thank  mercy,  through  it  all." 

This  was  a  hard  hit,  and  not  to  be  parried.    The  truth  is.  that 
when  poor  Caroline,  deserted  by  her  husband,  had  come  back, 
in  wretchedness,  to  her  father's  door,  the  man,  and  the  wife  who 
then  ruled  him,  had  thought  fit  to  thrtist  her  away.    And  she 
12 
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had  forgiven  them  :  and  had  been  enabled  to  heap  a  rare  quan- 
tity of  coals  on  that  old  gentleman's  head. 

WLen  the  captain  remaikod  liis  daughter's  indifference  and 
unwillingness  to  reopen  this  painful  question  of  her  sham  mar- 
riage with  Firmin,  his  wrath  was  moved,  and  his  suspicion  ex- 
cited. "  Ha !''  says  he,  "  have  this  man  been  a  tampering  with 
you  again  ?" 

"  Xor sense,  pa  I"'  once  more  says  Caroline.  "I  tell  you  it  is 
this  fine-talking  lawyer's  clerk  has  been  tampering  with  yott. 
You  re  made  a  tool  of,  pa  !  and  you  ve  been  made  a  tool  of  all 
your  life  !" 

"  Well,  now.  upon  my  honor,  mv  good  madam !"  interposes 
Mr.  Walls.      '  '  * 

"Dont  talk  to  me,  sir!  I  don't  want  any  lawyers' clerk  to 
meddle  in  my  business  1''  cries  Mrs.  Brandon,  very  briskly.  "  I 
don't  know  what  you  're  come  about.  I  don't  want  to  know,  and 
I 'm  most  certain  it  is  for  no  good." 

I  suppose  it  was  the  ill  success  of  his  embassador  that  brought 
Mr.  Bond  himself  to  Thornhaugh  street;  and  a  more  kind, 
fatherly  little  man  never  looked  than  Mr.  Bond,  although  he 
may  have  had  one  eye  smaller  than  the  other.  "  What  is  this, 
my  dear  madam,  I  hear  from  my  confidential  clerk,  Mr.  Walls'?" 
he  asked  of  the  Little  Sister.  "  You  refuse  to  give  him  your 
confidence  because  he  is  only  a  clerk  '?  I  wonder  whether  you 
will  accord  it  to  me,  as  a  principal  ?" 

She  may,  sir,  she  may — every  confidence  !''  says  the  captain, 
laying  his  hand  on  that  snuffy  satin  waistcoat  which  all  his  friends 
so  long  admired  on  him.   "  She  might  have  spoken  to  Mr.  Walls." 

"Mr.  Walls  is  not  a  family  man.  I  am.  I  have  children  at 
home,  Mrs.  Brandon,  as  old  as  you  are,"  says  the  benevolent 
Bond.    "  I  would  have  justice  done  them,  and  for  tou  too." 

"  You  re  very  good  to  take"  so  much  trouble  about  me  all  of  a 
sudden,  to  be  sure,''  says  Mrs.  Brandon,  demurely.  '•  I  suppose 
you  don't  do  it  for  nothing." 

"  I  should  not  require  much  fee  to  help  a  good  woman  to  her 
rights ;  and  a  lady  I  don't  think  needs  much  persuasion  to  be 
helpe4  to  her  advantage,"  remarks  Mr.  Bond. 

"  That  depends  who  the  helper  is." 

«  Well,  if  I  can  do  you  no  harm,  and  help  you  possibly  to  a 
name,  to  a  fortune,  to  a  high  place  in  the  world,  I  don't  think 
you  need  be  frightened.    I  don't  look  verv  wicked  or  verv  art- 

fill,  do  I?"  '  vt;i^  dri 

"Many  is  that  don't  look  so.  I 've  learned  as  much  as  that 
about  you  gentlemen,  remarks  Mrs.  Brandon. 

"  You  have  been  wronged  by  one  man,  and  doubt  all  " 
"  Not  all.    Some,  sir  !" 

"  Doubt  about  me  if  I  can  by  any  possibility  injure  you  But 
how  and  why  should  I'i*    Your  good  father  knows  what  has 
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brought  me  here.  I  have  no  secret  from  him.  Have  I,  Mr. 
Gann,  or  Captain  Gaijn,  as  I  have  heard  you  addressed  ?" 

"Mr.,  sir — plain  Mr.  No,  sir;  your  conduct  have  been  most 
open,  honorable,  and  like  a  gentleman.  Neither  would  you,  sir, 
do  aught  to  disparage  Mrs.  Brandon ;  neither  would  I,  her  father. 
No  ways,  I  think,  would  a  parent  do  harm  to  his  own  child.  May 
I  offer  you  any  refreshment,  sir  ?"  and  a  shaky,  a  dingy,  but  a 
hospitable  hand,  is  laid  upon  the  glossy  cupboard  in  which  Mrs. 
Brandon  keeps  her  modest  little  store  of  strong  waters, 

"  Not  one  drop,  thank  you  !  You  trust  me,  I  think,  more  than 
Mrs.  Firm — 1  beg  your  pardon-^Mrs.  Brandon  is  disposed  to  do." 

At  the  utterance  of  that  monosyllable  Firm  Caroline  became 
so  white,  and  trembled  so,  that  her  interlocutor  stopped,  rather 
alarmed  at  the  effect  of  his  word— his  word ! — his  syllable  of  a 
word. 

The  old  lawyer  recovered  himself  with  much  grace. 

"  Pardon  me,  madam,"  he  said  ;  "  I  know  your  wrongs ;  I  know 
your  most  melancholy  history  ;  I  know  your  name,  and  was  going 
to  use  it,  but  it  seemed  to  renew  painful  recollections  to  you, 
which  I  would  not  needlessly  recall." 

Captain  Gann  took  out  a  snuffy  pocket-handkerchief,  wiped 
two  red. eyes  and  a  shirt-front,  and  winked  at  the  attorney,  and 
gasped  in  a  pathetic  manner. 

"  You  know  my  story  and  name,  sir,  who  are  a  stranger  to 
me.  Have  you  told  this  old  gentleman  all  about  me  and  my  af- 
fairs, pa  ?"  asks  Caroline,  with  some  asperity.  "  Have  you  told 
him  that  my  ma  never  gave  me  a  word  of  kindness — that  I  toiled 
for  you  and  her  like  a  servant — and  when  I  came  back  to  you, 
after  being  deceived  and  deserted,  that  you  and  ma  shut  the  door 
in  my  face  ?  You  did  !  you  did  !  I  forgive  you  ;  but  a  hundred 
thousand  billion  years  can't  mend  that  injury,  father,  while  you 
broke  a  poor  child's  heart  with  it  that  day  !  My  pa  has  told  you 
all  this,  Mr.  What's-your-name  ?  I'm  s'prised  he  didn't  find 
something  pleasanter  to  talk  about,  I 'm  sure  !" 

"  My  love  !"  interposed  the  captain. 

"  Pretty  love  1  to  go  and  tell  a  stranger  in  a  public  house,  and 
ever  so  many  there  besides,  I  suppose,  your  daughter's  misfort- 
unes, pa.    Pretty  love  1    That 's  what  I 've  'ad  from  you  !" 

"  Not  a  soul,  on  the  honor  of  a  gentleman,  except  me  and  Mr. 
Walls." 

"  Then  what  do  you  come  to  talk  about  me  at  all  for  ?  and 
what  scheme  on  hearth  are  you  driving  at  ?  and  what  brings  this 
old  man  here  ?"  cries  the  landlady  of  Thornhaugh  .street,  stamp- 
ing her  foot. 

"  Shall  I  tell  you  frankly,  my  good  lady  ?  I  called  you  Mrs. 
Firmin  now  because,  on  my  honor  and  word,  I  believe  such  to 
be  your  rightful  name — because  you  are  the  lawful  wife  of 
George  Brand  Firmin.    If  such  be  your  lawful  name,  others 
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bear  it  who  have  no  right  to  bear  it — and  inherit  property  to 
which  they  can  lay  no  just  claim.  In  the  year  1827  you,  Caro- 
line Gann,  a  child  of  sixteen,  were  married  by  a  clergyman 
whom  you  know,  to  George  Brand  Firmin,  calling  himself 
George  Brandon.  He  was  gu.lty  of  deceiving  you  ;  but  you  were 
guilty  of  no  deceit.  He  was  a  hardened  and  wily  man  ;  but  you 
were  an  innocent  child  out  of  a  school-room.  And  though  he 
thought  the  marriage  was  not  binding  upon  him,  binding  it  is  by 
Act  of  Parliament  and  judges'  decision  ;  aiid  you  are  as  assuredly 
George  Firmin's  wife,  madam,  as  Mrs.  Bond  is  mine  !" 

"  You  have  been  cruelly  injured,  Caroline,"  says  the  captain, 
wagging  his  old  nose  over  his  handkerchief. 

Caroline  seemed  to  be  very  well  versed  in  the  law  of  the 
transaction.  "  You  mean,  sir,"  she  said,  slowly,  "  that  if  me  and 
Mr.  Brandon  was  married  to  each  other,  he  knowing  that  he  was 
only  playing  at  marriage,  and  me  believing  that  it  was  all  for 
good,  we  are  really  married  Y' 

"  Undoubtedly  you  are,  madam — my  client  has — that  is,  I 
have  had  advice  on  the  point." 

"  But  if  we  both  knew  that  it  was — was  only  a  sort  of  a  mar- 
riage— an  irregular  marriage,  you  know  ?" 

"  Then  the  Act  says  that,  to  all  intents  and  purposes,  the  mar- 
riage is  null  and  void." 

"  But  you  did  n't  know,  tny  poor  innocent  child  !"  cries  Mv. 
Gann.  "  How  should  you  ?  How  old  was  you  ?  She  was  a 
child  in  the  nursery,  Mr.  Bond,  when  the  villain  inveigled  her 
away  from  her  poor  old  father.  She  knew  nothing  of  irregular 
marriages." 

"  Of  course  she  did  n't,  the  poor  creature  !''  cries  the  old  "en- 
tleman,  rubbing  his  hands  together  with  perfect  good-humor. 
"  Poor  young  thing,  poor  young  thing  !" 

As  he  was  speaking,  Caroline,  very  pale  and  still,  was  sitting 
looking  at  Eidley's  sketch  of  Philip,  which  hung  in  her  little 
room.  Presently  she  turned  round  on  the  attorney,  folding  her 
little  hands  over  her  work. 

"  Mr.  Bond,"  she  said,  "  girls,  though  they  may  be  ever  so 
young,  know  more  than  some  folks  fancy.  I  was  more  than  six- 
teen when  that — that  business  happened.  I  was  n't  happy  at 
home,  and  eager  to  get  away.  I  knew  that  a  gentleman  of  his 
rank  would  n't  be  likely  really  to  marry  a  poor  Cinderella  out  of 
a  lodging-house,  like  me.  If  the  truth  must  be  told,  I— I  knew  it 
was  no  marriage— never  thought  it  was  a  marria<Te— not  for 
good,  you  know."  ° 

And  she  folds  her  little  hands  together  as  she  utters  the  words 
and  I  dare  say  once  more  looks  at  Philip's  portrait.  ' 

"  Gracious  goodness,  madam,  you  must  be  under  some  error  !" 
cries  the  attorney "  How  should  a  child  like  you  know  that 
the  marriage  was  irregular  ?" 
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"Because  I  had  no  lines  !"  cries  Caroline,  quickly.  "Never 
asked  for  none  !  And  our  maid  we  had  then  said  to  me,  '  Miss 
Carry,  where 's  your  lines  ?'  And  it's  no  good  without.  And  I 
knew  it  was  n't !  And  I — I'm  ready  to  go  before  the  Lord  Chan- 
cellor to-morrow  and  say  so !"  cries  Caroline,  to  the  bewilder- 
ment of  her  father  and  her  cross-examinant. 

"  Pause,  pause  !  my  good  madam!"  exclaims  the  meek  old 
gentleman,  rising  from  his  chair. 

"  Go  and  tell  this  to  them  as  sent  you,  sir  !"  cries  Caroline, 
very  imperiously,  leaving  the  lawyer  amazed,  and  her  father's 
face  in  a  bewilderment,  over  which  he  will  fling  his  snufl'y  old 
pocket-handkerchief. 

"  If  such  is  unfortunately  the  case — if  you  actually  mean  to 
abide  by  this  astonishing  confession,  which  deprives  you  of  a  high 
place  in  society — and — and  casts  down  the  hope  we  had  formed 
of  redressing  your  injured  reputation — I  have  nothing  for  it !  I 
take  my  leave,  madam.  Good-morning,  Mr.  Hum — Mr.  Gann  !" 
And  the  old  lawyer  walks  out  of  the  Little  Sister's  room. 

"  She  won't  own  to  the  marriage  !  She  is  fond  of  some  one 
else — the  little  suicide  !"  thinks  the  old  lawyer,  as  he  clatters 
down  the  street  to  a  neighboring  house,  where  his  anxious  prin- 
cipal was  in  waiting.    "  She 's  fond  of  some  one  else  !" 

Yes.  But  the  some  one  else  whom  Caroline  loved  was  Brand 
Firmin's  son  ;  and  it  was  to  save  Philip  from  ruin  that  the  poor 
Little  Sister  chose  to  forget  her  marriage  to  his  father. 


CHAPTER  XIIL 

LOVE  ME,  LOVE  MY  DOG. 

While  the  battle  is  raging,  the  old  folks  and  ladies  peep  over 
the  battlements  to  Watch  the  turns  of  the  combat  and  the  be- 
havior of  the  knights.  To  princesses  in  old  days,  whose  lovely 
hands  were  to  be  bestowed  upon  the  conqueror,  it  must  have 
been  a  matter  of  no  small  interest  to  know  whether  the  slim 
young  champion  with  the  lovely  eyes  on  the  milk-white  steed 
should  vanquish,  or  the  dumpy,  elderly,  square-shouldered,  squint- 
ing, carroty  whiskerando  of  a  warrior  who  was  laying  about 
him  so  savagely  ;  and  so  in  this  battle,  on  the  issue  of  which  de- 
pended the  keeping  or  losing  of  poor  Philip's  inheritance,  there 
were  seteral  non-combatants  deeply  interested.  Or  suppose  we 
withdraw  the  chivalrous  simile  (as,  in  fact,  the  conduct  and  views 
of  certain  parties  engaged  in  the  matter  were  anything  but  what 
we  call  chivalrous),  and  imagine  a  wily  old  monkey  who  engages 
a  cat  to  take  certain  chestnuts  out  of  the  fire,  and  pussy  put- 
ting her  paw  through  the  bars,  seizing  the  nut,  and  then  drop- 
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ping  it  ?  Jacko  is  disappointed  and  angry,  sliows  his  sharp  teeth, 
and  bites  if  he  dares.  When  the  attorney  -went  down  to  do  battle 
for  Philip's  patrimony,  some  of  those  who  wanted  it  were  specta- 
tors of  the  fight,  and  lurking  up  a  tree  hard  by.  When  Mr. 
Bond  came  forward  to  try  and  seize  Phil's  chestnuts,  there  was  a 
wily  old  monkey  who  thrust  the  cat's  paw  out,  and  proposed  to 
gobble  up  the  smoking  prize. 

If  you  have  ever  been  at  the  "Admiral  Byng,"  you  know,  my 
dear  madam,  that  the  parlor  where  the  club  meets  is  just  behind 
Mrs.  Oves'  bar,  so  that  by  lifting  up  the  sash  of  the  window 
which  communicates  between  the  two  apartments  that  good-na- 
tured woman  may  put  her  face  into  the  club-room,  and  actually 
be  one  of  the  society.  Sometimes,  for  company,  old  Mr.  Ridley 
goes  and  sits  with  Mrs.  O.  in  her  bar,  and  reads  the  paper  ther^e. 
He  is  slow  at  his  reading.  The  long  words  puzzle  the  worthy 
gentleman.  As  he  has  plenty  of  time  to  spare,  he  doas  not 
grudge  it  to  the  study  of  his  paper. 

On  the  day  when  Mr.  Bond  went  to  persuade  Mrs.  Brandon 
in  Thornhaugh  street  to  claim  Dr.  Firmin  for  her  husband  and 
to  disinherit  poor  Philip,  a  little  gentleman  wrapped  most  sol- 
emnly and  mysteriously  in  a  great  cloak  appeared  at  the  bar  of 
the  "  Admiral  Byng,"  and  said,  in  an  aristocratic  manner,  "  You 
have  a  parlor ;  show  me  to  it."  And  being  introduced  to  the 
parlor  (where  there  are  fine  pictures  of  Oves,  Mrs.  O.,  and 
Spotty-nose,  their  favorite  defunct  bull-dog),  sat  down  and  called 
for  a  glass  of  sherry  and  a  newspaper. 

The  civil  and  intelligent  pot-boy  of  the  "  Byng  "  took  the  party 
The  Advertiser  of  yesterday  (which  to-day's  paper  was  in  'and), 
and  when  the  gentleman  began  to  swear  over  the  old  paper, 
Frederick  gave  it  as  his  opinion  to  his  mistress  that  the  new-comer 
•was  a  harbitrary  gent — as,  indeed,  he  was,  with  the  omission, 
perhaps,  of  a  single  letter ;  a  man  who  bullied,  everybody  who 
■would  submit  to  be  bullied.  In  fact,  it  was  our  fi-iend  Talbot 
Twysden,  Esq.,  Commissioner  of  the  Powder  and  Pomatum 
Ofiice ;  and  I  leave  those  who  know  him  to  say  whether  he  is  ar- 
bitrary or  not.  , 

To  him  presently  came  that  bland  old  gentleman,  Mr.  Bond 
who  also  asked  for  a  parlor  and  some  sherry-and- water  ;  and  this 
is  how  Philip  and  his  veracious  and  astute  biographer  came  to 
know  for  a  certainty  that  dear  uncle  Talbot  was  the  person  who 
■wished  to — to  have  Philip's  chestnuts. 

Mr.  Bond  and  Mr.  Twysden  had  been  scarcely  a  minute  to- 
gether when  such  a  storm  of  imprecations  came  clattering  throuo-h 
the  glass-window  which  communicates  with  Mrs.  Oves'^bar  thlit 
I  dare  say  they  made  the  jugs  and  tumblers  clatter  on  the  shelve^ 
and  Mr.  Eidler,  a  very  modest-spoken  man,  readinc;  his  paper' 
lay  it  down  with  a  scared  face,  and  say,  "  Well,  I  never !"  Nor 
did  he  often,  I  dare  say. 
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This  volley  was  fired  by  Talbot  Twysden,  in  consequence  of 
his  racre  at  the  news  which  Mr.  Bond  brought  him. 

"  Well,  Mr.  Bond ;  well,  Mr.  Bond  !  What  does  she  say  ?"  he 
asked  of  his  emissary. 

"  She  will  have  nothing  to  do  with  the  business,  Mr.  Twysden. 
We  can't  touch  it;  and  1  don't  see  how  we  can  move  her.  She 
denies  the  marriage  as  much  as  Firmin  does :  says  slie  knew  it 
was  a  mere  sham  when  the  ceremony  was  performed." 

"  Sir,  you  didn't  bribe  her  enough,"  shrieked  Mr.  Twysden. 
"  You  have  bungled  this  business  ;  by  George  you  have,  sir  !" 

"  Go  and  do  it  yourself,  sir,  if  you  are  not  ashamed  to  appear 
in  it,"  says  the  lawyer.  "  You  don't  suppose  I  did  it  because  I 
liked  it,  or  want  to  take  that  poor  young  fellow's  inheritance 
from  him,  as  you  do  ?" 

"  I  wish  justice  and  the  law,  sir.  If  I  were  wrongfully  detain- 
ing his  property  I  would  give  it  up.  I  would  be  the  first  to  give 
it  up.  I  desire  justice  and  law,  and  employ  you  because  you  are 
a  law  agent.    Are  you  not  ?" 

"  And  I  have  been  on  your  errand,  and  shall  send  in  my  bill 
in  duo  time  ;  and  tliore  will  be  an  end  of  my  connection  with 
you  as  your  law  agent,  Mr.  Twysden  !  '  cried  the  old  lawyer. 

"  You  know,  sir,  how  badly  Firmin  acted  to  me  in  the  last 
matter." 

"Faith,  sir,  if  you  ask  mr  opinion  as  a  law  agent,  I  don't  tbink 
there  was  much  to  clioose  between  you.  How  much  is  the  sher- 
ry-and-water  V — keep  the  cljc^  jge.  Sorry  I 'd  no  better  news  to 
bring  you,  Mr.  T.,  and -as  you  are  dissatisfied,  again  recommend 
you  to  employ  another  law  agent." 

"  My  good  sir,  I — " 

"  My  good  sir,  I  hare  had  other  dealings  with  your  Ctiniily,  and 
am  no  more  going  to  put  up- with  your  iiighti-lightiness  than  I 
would  with  Lorvl  Ringwood's  when  I  was  one  of  /ti-;  law  agents. 
I  am  not  going  to  tell  Mr.  Philip  Firmin  that  his  uncle  and  aunt 
propose  to  ease  him  of  his  property;  but  if  anybody  else  does — 
that  good  Tittle  Mrs.  Brandon,  or  that  old  goose  Mr.  Whatd'ye- 
callum,  her  father — I  don't  suppose  he  will  bo  over  well  pleased. 
I  am  speaking  as  a  gentleman  now,  nO',  as  a  law  acjent.  You 
and  your  nephew  had  each  a  half  share  of  Mr.  Philip  Firmin's 
grandfather's  property,  and  you  wanted  it  all,  that 's  the  truth, 
and  set  a  law  agent  to  get  it  for  you,  and  swore  at  him  because 
lie  could  not  get  it  from  its  right  owner.  And  so,  sir,  I  wish  you 
a  good-morning,  and  recommend  you  to  take  your  papers  to  some 
other  agent,  Mr.  TwysJeji."  And  with  this,  exit  Mr.  Bond. 
And  now  I  ask  you  if  that  secret  could  be  kept  which  was  known 
through  a  trembling  glass-door  to  iMrs.  Oves  of  the  "Admiral 
Byng,"  and  to  Mr.  Ridley,  the  f  ither  of  J.  J.,  and  the  obsequious 
husband  of  Mrs.  Ridley  V  On  that  very  afternoon,  at  tea-time, 
Mrs.  Ridley  was  made  acquainted  by  her  husbanrl  (in  his  noble 
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and  circumlooutorj  manner)  witli  the  conversation  which  he  had 
overheard.  It  was  agreed  that  an  embassy  should  be  sent  to  J. 
J.  on  the  business,  and  his  advice  taken  regarding  it ;  and  J.  J.'s 
oijinion  was  that  the  conversation  certainly  should  be  reported 
to  Mr.  Philip  Firmin,  who  might  afterward  act  upon  it  as  he 
should  think  best. 

What?  His  own  aunt,  cousins,  and  uncle  agreed  in  a  scheme 
to  overthrow  his  legitimacy,  and  deprive  him  of  his  grandfather's 
inheritance  ?  It  seemed  impossible.  Big  with  the  tremendous 
news,  Philip  came  to  his  adviser,  Mr.  Pendennis,  of  the  Temple, 
and  told  him  what  had  occurred  on  the  part  of  father,  uncle,  and 
Little  Sister.  Her  abnegation  had  been  so  noble  that  you  may 
be  sure  Philip  appreciated  it;  and  a  tie  of  friendship  was  formed 
between  the  young  man  and,  the  little  lady  even  more  close  and 
tender  than  that  which  had  bound  them  previously.  But  the 
Twysdens,  his  kinsfolk,  to  employ  a  lawyer  in  order  to  rob  him 
of  his  inheritance ! — Oh,  it  was  dastardly  !  Philip  bawled  and 
stamped,  and  thumped  his  sense  of  the  wrong  in  his  usual  ener- 
getic manner.  As  for  his  cousin  Ringwood  Twysden,  Phil  had 
often  entertained  a  strong  desire  to  wring  his  neck  and  pitch  him 
down  stairs.  "  As  for  uncle  Talbot :  that  he  is  an  old  pump,  that 
he  is  a  pompou*  old  humbug,  and  the  cjueerest  old  sycophant,  I 
grant  you  ;  but  I  could  n't  have  believed  liim  guilty  of  this.  And 
as  for  the  girls — oh,  Mrs.  Pendennis,  you  who  are  good,  you  who 
are  kind,  although  you  hate  them,  I  know  you  do — you  can't  saj-, 
you  won't  say,  that  they  were  in''f??i5  conspiracy  T' 

"  But  S'uivpose  Twysden  was  asking  only  for  what  he  conceives 
to  be  his  rights  ?"  asked  Mr.  Pendennis.  "  Had  your  father 
been  married  to  Mrs.  Brandon,  you  would  not  have  been  Dr. 
Firmin's  legitimate  son.  Had  you  not  been  his  legitimate  son, 
you^^had  110  right  to  a  half  share  of  your  grandfather's  property. 
Uncle  Talbot  acts-only  .the  part  of  honor  and  justice  in  the  trans- 
action. He  is  Brutus,  and  he  orders  you  ofi"  to  death  with 
a  bleeding  heart." 

"  And  he  orders  his  family  out  of  the  way,"  roars  Phil,  "  so  that 
Ihey  may  n't  be  pained  by  seeingthe  execution  !  I  see  it  all  now. 
I  wish  somebody  would  send  a  knife  through  me  at  once,  and  put 
an  end  to  me.  I  see  it  all  now.  Do  you  know  that  for  the  last 
week  I  have  been  to  Beaunash  street,  and  found  nobody  ?  Affiles 
Lad  the  bronchitis,  and  her  mother  was  attending  to  her;  Blanche 
came  for  a  minute  or  two,  and  was  as  cool— as  cool  as  I  have  seen 
Lady  Iceberg  be  cool  to  her.  Then  they  must  go  away  for 
change  of  air.  They  have  been  gone  these  three- days  :  while 
uncle  Talbot  and  that  viper  of  a  Ringwood  have  been  closeted 

with  their  nice  new  friend,  Mr.  Hunt.  "  O  conf  !  I  bc^i-  your 

pardon,  ma'am  ;  but  I  know  you  always  allow  for  the  ene'rgy  of 
my  language." 

"  I  should  like  to  see  that  Little  Sister,  Mr.  Firmin.    She  has 
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not  been  selfisli,  or  bad  any  tffiheme  but  for  your  good,"  remarks 
my  -(vife. 

"A  little  angel  who  drops  her  h 's — a  little  heart,  so  good  and 
tender  that  I  melt  as  I  ihiiik  of  it,"  says  Philip,  drawing  his  big 
hand  over  his  eyes.  "  What  have  men  done  to  get  the  love  of 
some  women  ?  We  don't  earn  it ;  we  don't  deserve  it,  perhaps. 
We  don't  return  it.  They  bestow  it  on  us.  I  have  given  noth- 
ing back  for  all  this  love  and  kindness,  but  I  look  a  little  like  my 
father  of  old  days,  for  whom — for  whom  she  had  an  attachment. 
And  see  now  how  she  would  die  to  serve  me  !  You  are  wonder- 
ful, women  are  !  your  fidelities  and  your  ficklenesses  alike  mar- 
vellous. What  can  any  woman  have  found  to  adore  in  the  doc- 
tor ?  Do  you  think  my  father  could  ever  have  been  adorable, 
Mrs.  Pendennis'?  And  yet  I  have  heard  my  poor  mother  say  she 
was  obliged  to  marry  Lim.  She  knew  it  was  a  bad  match,  but 
she  couldn't  resist  it.  In  what  was  my  father  so  irresistible? 
He  is  not  to  my  taste.  Between  ourselves,  I  think  he  is  a — well, 
never  mind  what." 

"  I  think  we  had  best  not  mind  what  ?"  says  my  wife,  with  a 
smile. 

"  Quite  right— quite  right  ;  only  I  blurt  out  everything  that  is 
on  my  mind.  Can't  keep  it  in  !"  cries  Phi!,  gnawing  his  mus- 
taches. "  If  my  fortune  depended  on  my  silence  I  should  be  a 
beaear,  that  s  the  fact.  And,  you  see,  if  you  had  such  a  father 
as  uiine,  you  yourself  would  find  it  rather  difficult  to  hold  your 
tonijue  about  him.  But  now,  tell  me  :  this  ordering  away  of  the 
girls  and  aunt  Twysden,  while  the  little  attack  upon  my  property 
is  being  carried  on — is  n't  it  queer  Y' 

"  Tlie  question  is  at  an  end,"  said  Mr.  Pendennis.  "  You  are 
restored  to  your  atavis  regibics  and  ancestral  honors.  Now  that 
uncle  Twysden  can't  get  the  property  without  you,  have  cour- 
age, my  boy— he  may'take  it,  along  with  the  encumbrance." 

"^Poor  Phil  had  not  known — but  some  of  us,  who  arc  pretty 
clear-siohted  when  our  noble  selves  are  not  concerned,  had  per- 
ceived that  Philip's  dear  aunt  was  playing  fast  and  loose  with  the 
lad,  and  when  his  back  was  turned  wcs  encouraging  a  richer 
suitor  for  her  daughter. 

Hand  on  heart  I  can  say  of  my  wife  that  she  meddles  with  her 
neighbors  as  little  as  any  person  I  ever  knew  ;  but  when  treach- 
eries in  love  afHiirs  arc  in  question  she  fires  up  at  once,  and 
would  persecute  to  death  almost  the  heartless  male  or  female 
criminal  who  would  break  love's  sacred  laws.  Tlie  idea  of  a  man 
or  woman  trifling  with  that  holy  compact  awakens  in  her  a  flame 
of  indiffnation.  In  curtain  confidences' (of  which  let  me  not  vul- 
trarize  the  arcana)  she  had  givjsn  me  her  mind  about  some  of  Miss 
Twysden's  behavior  with  that  odious  blackamoor,  as  she  chose  to 
call  Captain  Woolcomb,  who,  I  own,  had  a  very  slight  tinge  of 
complexion  ;  and  when,  quoting  the  words  of  Hamlet  regarding 
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his  father  and  mother,  I  asked,  "  Cmild  she  on  this  fair  mountain 
leave  to  feed,  and  batten  on  this  JiHror  ?"  Mrs.  Pendennis  cried 
out  that  this  matter  was  all  too  serious  for  jest,  and  wondered  how 
her  husband  could  make  word-plays  about  it.  Perhaps  she  has 
not  the  exquisite  sense  of  humor  possessed  by  some  folks  ;  or  is 
it  that  she  has  more  reverence  ?  In  her  creed,  if  not  in  her 
church,  marriage  is  a  sacrament ;  and  the  fond  believer  never 
speaks  of  it  without  awe. 

Now,  as  she  expects  both  parties  to  the  marriage  engagement 
to  keep  that  compact  holy,  she  no  more  understands  trifling  with 
it  than  she  could  comprehend  laughing  and  joking  in  a  church. 
She  has  no  patience  with  flirtations,  as  they  are  called.  "  Don't 
tell  me,  sir,"  says  the  enthusiast ;  "  a  light  word  between  a  man 
and  a  married  woman  ought  not  to  be  jiermitted."  And  this  is 
why  she  is  harder  on  the  woman  than  the  man  in  cases  where 
such  dismal  matters  happen  to  fall  under  discussion.  A  look,  a 
woi'd  from  a  woman,  she  says,  will  check  a  libertine  thought  or 
word  in  a  man  ;  and  these  cases  might  be  stopped  at  once  if  the 
woman  but  showed  the  slightest  resolution.  She  is  thus  more 
angry — (I  am  only  mentioning  the  peculiarities,  not  defending 
the  ethics  of  this  individual  moralist)— she  is,  I  say,  more  angrily 
disposed  toward  the  woman  than  the  man  in  such  delicate  cases  ; 
and,  I  am  afraid,  considers  that  women  are  for  the  most  part  only 
victims  because  they  choose  to  be  so. 

Now  we  had  happened  during  this  season  to  be  at  several  en- 
tertainments, routs,  and  so  forth,  where  poor  Phil,  owing  to  his 
unhappy  Bohemian  preferences  and  love  of  tobacco,  etc.,  was  not 
present — and  where'  we  saw  Miss  Agnes  Twysden  earryjn"-  on 
such  a  game  with  the  tawny  Woolcomb  as  set  Mrs.  Laura  in  a 
tremor  of  indignation.  What  though  Agnes'  blue-eyed  mamma 
sat  near  her  blue-eyed  daughter,  and  kept  her  keen  clear  orbs 
perfectly  wide  open  and  cognizant  of  all  that  happened  V  So 
much  the  worse  for  her — the  worse  for  both.  It  was  a  shame  and 
a  sin  that  a  Christian  English  mother  should  sutler  lier  daughter 
to  deal  lightly  with  the  most  holy,  the  most  awful  of  human  con- 
tracts; should  be  preparing  her  child  wlio  knows  for  what  after 
misery  of  mind  and  soul.  Three  months  ago  you  saw  how  she 
encouraged  poor  Philip,  and  now  see  her  with  this  mulatto  ! 

"  Is  he  not  a  man,  and  a  brother,  ray  dear  ?"  perhaps  at  this 
Mr.  Pendennis  interposes. 

"  Oh,  for  shame.  Pen  !  no  levity  on  this — no  sneers  and  lauo-h- 
ter  on  this  the  most  sacred  subject  of  all."  And  here,  I  dare  say 
the  woman  foils  to  caressing  her  own  children,  and  huo-ffinrr  them 
to  her  heart  as  her  manner  was^when  moved.  Que  vnulezvous  ? 
Tiiere  are  some  women  in  the  world  to  whom  love  and  truth  are 
all  in  all  here  below.  Other  ladies  there  are  who  see  the  benefit 
of  a  good  jointure,  a  town  and  country  house,  and,  so  forth  and 
who  are  not  so  very  particular  as  .to  the  character,  intellect,  or 
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complexion  of  gentlemen  who  are  in  a  position  to  oifei"  their  dear 
girls  these  benefits.  In  fine,  I  say  that,  regarding  this  blue-eyed 
mother  and  daughter,  Mrs.  Laura  Pendennis  was  in  such  a  state 
of  mind  that  she  was  ready  to  tear  their  blue  eyes  out. 

jNay^jt  was  with  no  little  difiiculty  that  Mrs.  Laura  could  be 
induced  to  hold  her  tongue  upon  the  matter,  and  not  give  Philip 
ber  opinion.  "What?"  she  would  ask,  "  the  poor  young  man 
is  to  be  deceived  and  cajoled  ;  to  be  taken  or  left  as  it  suits  these 
people ;  to  be  made  miserable  for  life  certainly  if  she  marries 
him ;  and  his  friends  are  not  to  dare  to  warn  him  ?  The  cowards  ! 
The  cowardice  of  you  men.  Pen,  upon  matters  of  opinion,  of  you 
masters  and  lords  of  creation,  is  really  despisable,  sir  !  You  dare 
not  liave  opinions,  or  holding  them  you  dare  not  declare  them, 
and  act  by  them.  You  compromise  with  crime  every  day,  be- 
cause you  think  it  would  be  officious  to  declare  yourself  and  in- 
terfere. You  are  not  afraid  of  outraging  morals,  but  of  inflicting 
ennui  upon  society,  and  losing  your  popularity.  You  are  as 
cynical  as — as,  what  was  the  name  of  the  horrid  old  man  virho 
lived  in  the  tub — Demosthenes  ? — well,  Diogenes,  then,  and  the 
name  does  not  matter  a  pin,  sir.  You  are  as  cynical,  only  you 
wear  fine  ruffled  shirts  and  wristbands,  and  you  carry  your 
lantern  dark.  It  is  not  right  to  '  put  your  oar  in,'  as  you  say  in 
your  jargon  (and  even  your  slang  is  a  sort  of  cowardice,  sir,  for 
you  are  afraid  to  speak  the  feelings  of  your  heart) — it  is  not  right 
to  meddle  and  speak  the  truth,  not  right  to  rescue  a  poor  soul 
who  is  drowning — of  course  not.  What  call  have  you  fine  gen- 
tlemen of  the  world  to  put  your  oar  in  ?  Let  him  perish  !  What 
did  he  in  that  galley  ?  That  is  the  language  of  the  world,  baby 
darling.  And,  my  poor,  poor  child,  when  you  are  sinking,  no- 
body is  to  stretch  out  a  hand  to  save  you !"  As  for  that  wife  of 
mine,  when  she  sets  forth  the  maternal  plea,  and  appeals  to  the 
exuberant  school  of  philosophers,  I  know  there  is  no  reasoning 
with  her.  I  retire  to  my  books,  and  leave  her  to  kiss  out  the  rest 
of  the  argument  over  the  children. 

Philip  did  not  know  the  extent  of  the  obligation  which  he 
owed  to  his  little  friend  and  guardian,  Caroline ;  but  he  was 
aware  that  he  had  no  better  friend  than  herself  in  the  world ; 
and,  I  dare  say,  returned  to  her,  as  the  wont  is  in  such  bargains 
between  man  and  woman — woman  and  man,  at  least — a  sixpence 
for  that  pure  gold  treasure,  her  sovereiga  affection.  I  suppose 
Caroline  thought  her  sacrifice  gave  her  a  little  authority  to  coun- 
sel Philip ;  for  she  it  was  who,  I  believe,  first  bid  him  to  inquire 
whether  that  engagement  which  he  had  virtually  contracted  with 
his  cousin  was  likely  to  lead  to  good,  and  was  to  be  binding  upon 
him  but  not  on  her?  She  brought  Ridley  to  add  his  doubts  to 
her  remonstrances.  She  showed  Philip  that  not  only  his  unole's 
conduct,  but  his  cousin's,  was  interested,  and  set  him^to  inquire 
into  it  further. 
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That  peculiar  form  of  bronchitis  under  which  poor  dear  Agnes 
was  suffering  was  relieved  by  absence  from  London.  The  smoke, 
the  crowded  parties  and  assemblies,  the  late  hours,  and,  perhaps, 
the  gloom  of  the  house  in  Beaunash  street,  distressed  the  poor, 
dear  child  ;  and  her  cough  was  very  much  soothed  by  that  fine, 
cutting  east  wind  which  blows  so  liberally  along  the  Brighton 
cliffs,  and  which  is  so  good  for  coughs,  as  we  all  know._  But 
there  was  one  fault  in  Brighton  which  could  not  be  helped  in  her 
bad  case :  it  is  too  near  London.  The  air,  that  chartered  liber- 
tine, can  blow  down  from  London  quite  easily;  or  people  can 
come  from  London  to  Brighton,  bringing,  I  dare  say,  the  insidi- 
ous London  fog  along  with  them.  At  any  rate,  Agnes,  if  she 
wislied  for  quiet,  poor  thing,  might  have  gone  farther  and  fared 
better.  Why,  if  you  owe  a  tailor  a  bill,  he  can  run  down  and 
present  it  in  a  few  hours.  Vulgar,  inconvenient  acquaintances 
thrust  themselves  upon  you  at  every  moment  and  corner.  Was 
ever  such  a  ioliubohu  of  people  as  there  assembles  ?  You  can't 
be  tranquil,  if  you  will.  Organs  pipe  and  scream  without  cease 
at  your  windows.  Your  name  is  put  down  in  the  papers  when 
you  arrive ;  and  everybody  meets  everybody  ever  so  many  times 
a  day. 

On  finding  that  his  uncle  had  set  lawyers  to  work,  with  the 
charitable  purpose  of  ascertaining  whether  Philip's  property  was 
legitimately  his  own,  Philip  was  a  good  deal  disturbed  in  mind. 
He  could  not  appreciate  that  high  sense  of  moral  obligation  by 
which  Mr.  Twysden  was  actuated.  At  least,  he  thought  that 
these  inquiries  should  not  have  been  secretly  set  afoot ;  and  as 
he  himself  was  perfectly  open — a  great  deal  too  open,  perhaps — 
in  his  words  and  his  actions,  he  was  hard  with  those  who  attempt- 
ed to  hoodwink  or  deceive  him. 

It  could  not  be ;  ah  !  no,  it  never  could  be,  that  Agnes,  the 
pure  and  gentle,  was  privy  to  this  conspiracy.  But  then,  how 
very — very  often  of  late  she  had  been  from  home ;  how  very, 
very  cold  aunt  Twysden's  shoulder  had  somehow  become !  Once, 
when  he  reached  the  door,  a  fishmonger's  boy  was  leaving  a  fine 
salmon  at  the  kitchen — a  salmon  and  a  tub  of  ice.  Once,  twice, 
at  five  o'clock,  when  he  called,  a  smell  of  cooking  pervaded  the 
hall— that  hall  which  culinary  odors  very  seldom  visited.  Some 
of  those  noble  Twysden  dinners  were  on  the  tapis,  and  Philip  was 
not  asked.  Not  to  be  asked  was  no  great  deprivation  ;  but  who 
were  the  guests?  To  be  sure,  these  were  trifles  light  as  air; 
but  Philip  smelled  mischief  in  the  steam  of  those  Twysden  din- 
ners. He  chewed  that  salmon  with  a  bitter  sauce  as  he  saw  it 
Eink  down  the  area  steps  (and  disappear  with  its  attendant  lob- 
ster) in  the  dark  kitchen  regions. 

Yes ;  eyes  were  somehow  averted  that  used  to  look  into  his 
very  frankly ;  a  glove  somehow  had  grown  over  a  little  hand 
which  once  used  to  lie  very  comfortably  in  his  broad  palm.  Was 
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anybody  else  going  to  seize  it,  and  was  it  going  to  paddle  in  that 
blackamoor's  unblessed  fingers  ?  Ah,  fiends  and  tortures  1  a 
gentleman  may  cease  to  love,  but  does  he  like  a  woman  to  cease 
to  love  him  ?  People  carry  on  ever  so  long  for  fear  of  that  dec- 
laration that  all  is  over.  No  confession  is  more  dismal  to  make. 
The  sun  of  love  has  set.  We  sit  in  the  dark.  I  mean  you,  dear 
madam,  and  Corydon,  or  I  and  Amaryllis;  uucomfortably,  with 
nothing  more  to  say  to  one  another ;  with  the  night-dew  falling, 
and  a  risk  of  catching  cold,  drearily  contemplating  the  fading 
west,  with  "  the  cold  remains  of  lustre  gone,  of  fire  long  passed 
away."  Sink,,  fire  of  love !  Eke,  gentle  moon,  and  mists  of 
chilly  evening !  And;  my  good  Madam  Amaryllis,  let  us  go 
home  to  some  tea  and  a  fire. 

So  Philip  determined  to  go  and  seek  his  cousin.  Arrived  at 
his  hotel  (and  if  it  were  the  *  *  I  can't  conceive  Philip  in 
much  better  quarters),  he  had  the  opportunity  of  inspecting  those 
delightful  newspaper  arrivals,  a  perusal  of  which  has  so  often 
edified  us  at  Brighton.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Penfold,  he  was  informed, 
continued  their  residence,  Xo.  96  Horizontal  Place;  and  it  was 
with  those  guardians  he  knew  his  Agnes  was  staying.  He  speeds 
to  Horizontal  Place.  Miss  Twysden  is  out.  He  heaves  a  sigh, 
and  leaves  a  card.  Has  it  ever  happened  to  you  to  leave  a  card 
at  that  house — that  house  which  was  once  the  house — almost 
your  own ;  where  you  were  ever  welcome ;  where  the  kindest 
hand  was  ready  to  grasp  yours,  the  brightest  eye  to  greet  you  ? 
And  now  your  friendship  has  dwindled  away  to  a  little  iDit  of 
pasteboard,  shed  once  a  year,  and  poor  dear  Mrs.  Jones  (it  ia 
with  J.  you  have  quarrelled)  still  calls  on  the  ladies  of  your 
family  and  slips  her  husband's  ticket  upon  the  hall  table.  Oh 
life  and  time,  that  it  should  have  come  to  this !  Oh  gracious 
powers !  Do  you  recall  the  time  when  Arabella  Briggs  was 
Arabella  Thompson  !  You  call  and  talk  fadaises  to  her  (at  first 
she  is  rather  nervous  and  has  the  children  in)  ;  you  talk  rain 
and  fine  weather  ;  the  last  novel ;  the  next  party ;  Thompson  in 
the  City  ?  Yes,  Mr.  Thompson  is  in  the  City.  He 's  pretty 
well,  thank  you.  Ah  !  Daggers,  ropes,  and  poisons,  has  it  come 
to  this  ?  You  are  talking  about  the  weather,  and  another  man's 
health,  and  another  man's  children,  of  which  she  is  mother,  to 
her  ?  Time  was  the  weather  was  all  a  burning  sunshine,  in 
which  you  and  she  basked ;  or  if  clouds  gathered,  and  a  storm 
fell,  such  a  glorious  rainbovf  haloed  round  you,  such  delicious 
tears  fell  and  refreshed  you,  that  the  storm  was  more  ravishing 
than  the  calm.  And  now  another  man's  children  are  sitting  on 
her  knee — their  mother's  knee ;  and  once  a  year  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
John  Thompson  request  the  honor  of  Mr.  Brown's  company  at 
dinner ;  and  once  a  year  j  ou  read  in  the  Times,  "  In  Nursery- 
street,  the  wife  of  J.  Thompson.  Esq.,  of  a  son."  To  come  to  the 
once-beloved  one's  door,  and  find  tlie  knocker  tied  up  with  a 
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white  kid-glove,  is  humiliating — say  what  you  will,  it  is  humiliat- 
ing. 

Philip  leaves  his  card  and  walks  on  to  the  Cliff,  and,  of  course, 
in  three  minutes  meets  Clinker.  Indeed,  who  ever  went  to 
'Brighton  for  half  an  hour  without  meeting  Clinker  ? 

"  Father  pretty  well  ?  His  old  patient,  Lady  Geminy,  is  down 
here  with  the  children — what  a  number  of  them  there  are,  to  be 
sure  !  Come  to  make  any  stay  '?  See  your  cousin,  Miss  Twys- 
den,  is  here  with  the  Penfolds.  Little  party  at  the  Grigsons' 
last  night ;  she  looked  uncom.monly  well ;  danced  ever  so  many 
times  with  the  Black  Prince,  Woolccmb,  of  the  Greens.  Sup- 
pose I  may  congratulate  you.  Sis  thousand  five  hundred  a  year 
now,  and  thirteen  thousand  when  his  grandmother  dies ;  but 
those  negresses  live  for  ever.  I  suppose  the  thing  is  settled.  I 
saw  them  on  the  pier  just  now,  and  Mrs.  Penfold  was  reading  a 
book  in  the  arbqr.  Book  of  sermons  it  was — pious  woman,  Mrs. 
Penfold.  I  dare  say  they  are  on  the  pier  still."  Striding  with 
hurried  steps,  Philip  Firmin  makes  for  the  pier.  The  breathless 
Clinker  can  not  keep  alongside  of  his  face.  I  should  like  to  have 
seen  it  when  Clinker  said  that  "the  thing"'  was  settled  between 
Miss  Twysden  and  the  cavalry  gentleman. 

There  were  a  few  nursery-governesses,  maids,  and  children 
paddling  about  at  the  end  of  the  pier ;  and  there  was  a  fat  wom- 
an reading  a  book  in  one  of  the  arbors — but  no  Agnes,  no  Wool- 
comb.  "UTiere  can  they  be  ■?  Can  they  be  weighing  each  other? 
or  buying  those  mad  pebbles,  which  people  are  known  to  pur- 
chase ?  or  haying  their  silhouettes  done  in  black  ?  Ha !  ha ! 
Woolccmb  would  hardly  have  Jits  face- done  in  black.  The  idea 
would  provoke  odious  comparisons.  I  see  Philip  is  in  a  dread- 
fully bad  sarcastic  humor. 

Up  there  comes  from  one  of  those  trap-doors  jvhich  lead  down 
from  the  pier  head  to  the  green  sea-waves  e-s^r  restlessly  jump- 
ing below — up  there  comes  a  little  Skye-terrier  dog  with  a  red 
collar,  who,  as  soon  as  she  sees  Philip,  sings,  squeaks,  whines, 
runs,  jum-ps,  Jiumps  up  on  him,  if  I  may  use  the  expression,  kisses 
his  hands,  and  with  eyes,  tongue,  paws,  and  tail  shows  him  a 
thousand  marks  of  welcome  and  affection.  What,  Brownie 
Brownie  !  Philip  is  glad  to  see  the  dog,  an  old  friend  who  has 
many  a  time  licked  his  hand  and  bounced  upon  his  knee. 

The  greeting  over,  Brownie,  wagging  her  tail  with  prodigious 
activity,  trots  before  Philip— trots  down  an  opening,  down  the 
steps  under  which  the  waves  shimmer  greenly,  and  ?nto  quite  a 
quiet  remote  corner  just  over  the  water,  whence  you  may  com- 
mand a  most  beautiful  view  of  the  sea,  the  shore,  the  Marine 
Parade,  and  the  Albion  Hotel,  and  where,  were  I  five-and-twen- 
ty  say,  with  nothing  else  to  do,  I  would  gladly  pass  a  quarter  of 
an  hour  talking  about  Glaucus  or  the  Wonders  of  the  Deep  with 
the  object  of  my  affections. 
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Here,  among  the  labyrinth  of  piles,  Brownie  goes  ilouncing 
along  till  she  comes  to  a  young  couple  who  arc  looking  at  the 
view  just  described.  In  order  to  view  it  better,  the  young  man 
has  laid  his  hand — a  pretty  little  hand,  most  delicately  gloved — 
on  the  lady's  hand ;  and  Brownie  comes  up  and  nuzzles  against 
her,  and  whines  and  talks  as  much  as  to  say,  "  Here 's  somebody," 
and  the  lady  says,  "Down,  Brownie,  miss.!" 

"  It  no  good,  Agnes,  that  dog,"  says  the  gentleman  (he  has 
very  ciirl^',  not  to  say  w.oolly  hair,  under  his  natty  little  hat). 
"  I  '11  give  you  a  pug  with  a  nose  you  can  hang  your  hat  on.  I 
do  know  of  one  now.  My  man  Eummins  knows  of  one.  Do 
you  like  pugs'?" 

"  I  adore  them,"  says  the  lady. 

"  I  '11  give  you  one,  if  I  have  to  pay  fifty  pounds  for  it.  And 
they  fetch  a  good  figure,  the  real  pugs  do,  I  can  tell  you.  Once 
in  London  there  was  an  exhibition  of  'em,  and — " 

"  Brownie,  Brownie,  down ! '  cries  Agnes.  The  dog  was 
jumping  at  a  gentleman,  a  tall  gentleman  with  red  mustaches 
and  beard,  who  advances  through  the  checkered  shade,  under 
the  ponderous  beams,  over  the  translucent  sea. 

"  Pray  don't  mind.  Brownie  won't  hurt  me,"  says  a  perfectly 
well-known  voice,  the  sound  of  which  sends  all  the  colors  shud- 
dering out  of  Miss  Agnes'  pink  cheeks. 

"  You  see  I  gave  my  cousin  this  dog,  Captain  Woolcomb," 
says  the  gentleman ;  "and  the  little  slut  remembers  me.  Per- 
haps Miss  Twysden  prefers  the  pug  better." 

"  Sir !" 

"  If  it  has  a  nose  you  can  hang  your  hat  on,  it  must  be  a  vei'y 
pretty  dog,  and  I  suppose  vou  intend  to  hang  your  hat  on  it  a 
good  deal." 

"  Oh,  Philip !"  says  the  lady ;  but  an  attack  of  that  dreadful 
coughing  stops  further  utterance. 


CHAPTER  XIV 

CONTAINS  TWO  OF  PHIIIP'S  MISHAPS. 

You  know  that,  in  some  parts  of  India,  infanticide  is  the  com- 
mon custom.  It  is  part  of  the  religion  of  the  land,  as,  in  other 
districts,  widow-burning  used  to  be.  I  can't  imagine  that  ladies 
like  to  destroy  either  themselves  or  their  children,  though  they 
submit  with  bravery,  and  even  cheerfulness,  to  the  decrees  of  that 
religion  which  orders  them  to  make  away  with  their  own  or  their 
young  ones'  lives.  Now,  suppose  you  and  I,  as  -Europeans,  hap- 
pened to  drive  up  where  a  young  creature  was  just  about  to  roast 
herself,  under  the  advice  of  her  family  and  the  highest  dignita- 
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ries  of  her  church :  what  could  we  do  V  Rescue  her  ?  No  such 
thing.  We  know  better  than  to  interfere  with  her,  and  the  laws 
and  usages  of  her  country.  We  turn  away  with  a  sigh  from  the 
mournful  scene ;  we  pull  out  our  pocket-handkerchiefs,  tell  coach- 
man to  drive  on,  and  leave  her  to  her  sad  fate. 

Now  about  poor  Agues  Twysden :  how,  in  the  name  of  good- 
ness, can  we  help  her  ?  You  see  she  is  a  well  brought  up  and  re- 
ligious young  woman  of  the  Brahminical  sect.  If  she  is  to  be 
sacrificed,  that  old  Brahmin  her  father,  that  good  and  devout 
mother,  that  most  special  Brahmin  her  brother,  and  that  admira- 
ble girFher  strait-laced  sister,  all  insist  upon  her  undergoing  the 
ceremony,  and  deck  her  with  flowers  ere  they  lead  her  to  that 
dismal  altar  flame.  Suppose,  I  say,  she  has  made  up  her  mind  to 
throw  over  poor  Philip,  and  take  on  with  some  one  else  ?  What 
sentiment  ought  our  virtuous  bosoms  to  entertain  toward  her  ? 
Anger  ?  I  have  just  been  holding  a  conversation  with  a  young 
fellow  in  rags  and  without  shoes,  whose  bed  is  commonly  a  dry 
arch,  who  has  been  repeatedly  in  prison,  whose  father  and  moth- 
er were  thieves,  and  whose  grandfathers  were  thieves  ;  are  we  to 
be  angry  with  him  for  following  the  paternal  profession  ?  With 
one  eye  brimming  with  pitv,  the  other  steadily  keeping  watch 
over  the  family  spoons,  I  listen  to  his  artless  tale.  I  have  no  an- 
ger against  that  child ;  nor  toward  thee,  Agnes,  daughter  of  Tal- 
bot the  Brahmin. 

For  though  duty  is  duty,  when  it  comes  to  the  pinch  it  is  often 
hard  to  do.  Though  dear  papa  and  mamma  say  that  here  is  a 
gentleman  with  ever  so  many  thousands  a  year,  an  undoubted 
part  in  So-and-So-shire,  and  whole  islands  in  the  western  main, 
who  is  wildly  in  love  with  your  fair  skin  and  blue  eyes,  and  is 
ready  to  fling  all  his  treasure  at  your  feet ;  yet,  after  all,  when 
you  consider  that  he  is  very  ignorant,  though  very  cunning ; 
very  stingy,  though  very  rich ;  very  ill-tempered,  probably,  if 
faces,  and  eyes,  and  mouth  can  tell  (ruth:  and  as  for  Philip  Fir- 
min — though  actually  his  legitimacy  is  dubious,  as  we  have  lately 
heard,  in  which  case  his  maternal  fortune  is  ours — and  as  for  his 
paternal  inheritance,  we  don't  know  whether  the  doctor  is  worth 
thirty  thousand  pounds  or  a  shilling ;  yet,  after  all — as  for  Philip 
— he  is  a  man  ;  he  is  a  gentleman  ;  he  has  brains  in  his  head,  and 
a  great  honest  heart  of  which  he  has  offered  to  give  the  best 
feelings  to  his  cousin  ;  I  say,  when  a  poor  girl  has  to  be  olF  with 
that  old  love,  that  honest  and  fair  love,  and  be  on  with  the  new 
one,  the  dark  one,  I  feel  for  her ;  and  though  the  Brahmins  are 
as  we  know,  the  most  genteel  sect  in  Hindost^an,  I  rather  wish 
the  poor  child  could  have  belonged  to  some  lower  and  less  rio-id 
sect.  Poor  Agnes !  to  think  that  he  has  sat  for  hours,  with  mam- 
ma, and  Blanche,  or  the  governess,  of  course,  in  the  room  (for, 
you  know,  when  she  and  Philip  were  quite  wee  wee  things  dear 
mamma  had  little  amiable  plans  in  view)  ;  has  sat  for  hours  by 
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Miss  Tw}'S(len's  side  pouring  out  his  heart  to  her,  has  had,  may- 
hap, little  precious  moments  of  confidential  talk — little  hasty 
whispers  in  corridors,  on  stairs,  behind  window-curtains,  and— 
and  so  forth,  in  fact.  She  must  remember  all  this  past ;  and  can't, 
without  some  pang,  listen  on  the  same  sofa,  behind  the  sSme 
window-curtains,  to  her  dark  suitor  pouring  out  his  artless  tales 
of  barracks,  boxing,  horse-flesh,  and  the  tender  passion.  He  is 
dull,  he  is  mean,  he  is  ill-tempered,  he  is  ignorant,  and  the  other 
was..  ,  ;  but  she  will  do  her  duty;  oh,  yes!  she  will  do  her 
duty  !  Poor  Agnes  I  C  'est  a  fendre  le  cceur.  I  declare  I  quite 
feel  for  her. 

When  Philip's  temper-  was  roused,  I  have  been  compelled,  as 
his  biographer,  to  own  how  very  rude  and  disagreeable  he  could 
be ;  and  you  must  acknowledge  that  a  young  man  has  some 
reason  to  be  displeased  when  he  finds  the  girl  of  his  heart  hand 
in  hand  with  another  young  gentleman  in  an  occult  and  shady 
recess  of  the  wood-work  of  Brighton  Pier.  The  green  waves  are 
softly  murmuring:  so  is  the  officer  of  the  Life  Guards  Green. 
The  waves  are  kissing  the  beach.  Ah,  agonizing  thought !  I 
will  not  pursue  the  simile,  which  may  be  but  a  jealous  man's  mad 
fantasy.  Of  this  I  am  sure,  no  pebble  on  that  beach  is  cooler 
than  polished  Agnes.  But,  then,  Philip  drunk  with  jealousy  is 
not  a  reasonable  being  like  Philip  sober.  "  He  had  a  dreadful 
temper,"  Philip's  dear  aunt  said  of  him  afterward — "  I  trembled 
for  my  dear,  gentle  child,  united  for  ever  to  a  man  of  that  vio- 
lence, Never,  in  my  secret  mind,  could  I  think  that  their  union 
could  be  a  happy  one.  Besides,  you  know,  the  nearness  of  their 
relationship,  ily  scruples  on  that  score,  dear  Mrs.  Candor,  nev- 
er, never  could  be  got  quite  over."  Aud  these  scrupleis  came  to 
weigh  whole  tons  when  Mangrove  Hall,  the  house  in  Berkeley 
Square,  and  Mr.  Woolcomb's  West  India  island,  were  put  into  the 
scale  along  with  them. 

Of  course  there  was  no  good  in  remaining  among  those  damp, 
reeking  timbers,  now  that  the  pretty  little  tete-a-tete  was  over. 
Little  Brownie  hung  fondling  and  whining  round  Philip's  ankles, 
as  the  party  ascended  to  the  upper  air.  "  My  child,  how  pale 
you  look !"  cries  Mrs.  Pcnfold,  putting  down  her  volume.  Out 
of.  the  captain's  opal  eyeballs  shot  lurid  flames,  and  hot  blood 
burned  behind  his  yellow  cheeks.  In  a  quarrel  Mr.  Philip  Fir- 
min  could  be  particularly  cool  and  self-possessed.  When  Miss 
Agnes  rather  piteously  introduced  him  to  Mrs.  Penfold,  he  made 
a  bow  as  polite  and  gracious  as  any  performed  by  his  royal  fa- 
ther. "  My  little  dog  knew  me,"  he  said,  caressing  the  animal. 
"  She  is  a  faithful  little  thing,  and  she  led  me  down  to  my  cousin; 
and — Captain  Woolcomb,  I  think,  is  your  name,  sir  !" 

As  Philip  curls  his  mustache  and  smiles  blandly.  Captain  Wool- 
comb  pulls  his  and  scowls  fiercely.    "  Yes,  sir,"  he  mutters,  "  my 
name  is  Woolcomb."    Another  how  and  a  touch  of  the  hat  from 
13 
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Mr.  Firmin.  A  touch  ? — a  gracious  wave  of  the  hat ;  acknowl- 
edged by  no  means  so  gracefully  by  Captain  Wookomb. 

To  these  remarks  Mrs.  Penfold  says,  ••  Oh  1"  In  fact,  "  Oh  I" 
is  about  the  best  thing  that  could  be  said  xmder  the  circum- 
stances. 

'•  ily  cousin,  iliss  Twysden,  looks  so  pale  because  she  was  out 
very  late  dancing  last  night.  I  hear  it  was  a  very  pretty  ball.  But 
ought  she  to  keep  such  late  hours,  Mrs.  Penfold,  with  her  deli- 
cate health?  Indeed,  you  ought  not,  Agnes!  Ought  she  to 
keep  late  hours,  Brownie  ?  There — don't,  you  little  foolish  thing ! 
I  gave  my  cousin  the  dog :  and  she 's  very  fond  of  me — the  dog 
is — sfiU.  You  were  saying,  Captain  "VToolcomb,  when  I  came 
up.  that  you  would  give  Miss  Twysden  a  dog  on  whose  nese  you 
could  hang  your .   .    ,  .1  beg  pardon  ?" 

Mr.  Woolcomb,  as  Philip  made  this  second  allu>;on  to  the  pe- 
culiar nasal  formation  of  the  pug,  ground  his  iittk-  white  teeth 
together,  and  let  sb'p  a  most  improper  moncsyUable.  More  acute 
bronchial  suffering  was  manifested  on  the  part  of  Miss  Twysden. 
Mrs.  Penfold  said,  "  The  day  is  clouding  over.  I  think,  Agnes, 
I  will  have  my  chair  and  go  home." 

"May  I  be  allowed  to  walk  with  you  as  far  as  vcur.  house  ?" 
says  Philip,  twiddling  a  little  locket  which  he  wore  at  his  watch- 
chain.  It  was  a  little  gold  locket,  with  a  little  pale  hair  inside. 
Whose  hair  could  it  have  been  that  was  so  pale  and  fine  ?  As 
for  the  pretty,  hieroglyphical  A.  T.  at  the  back,  those  letters 
might  in3ieate  Alfred  Tennyson,  or  Anthonv  TroUope.  who 
might  have  given  a  lock  of  iheir  golden  hair  to  Philip,  for  I  know 
he  is  an  adrnirer  of  their  works. 

Agnes  looked  gmltily  at  the  little  locket.  Captain  "Woolcomb 
pulled  his  mustache  so,  that  you  would  have  thonrrht  he  would 
have  pulled  it  off ;  and  his  opal  eyes  glared  with  fearful  confu- 
sion and  wrath. 

"  Wni  you  please  to  fall  back  and  let  me  speak  to  vou,  Aanes  ? 
Pardon  me.  Captain  Woolcomb,  I  have  a  private  me'ssaje  for  mv 
cousin ;  and  I  came  from  London  espresslv  to  deliver  it." 

'■  If  Miss  Twysden  desires  me  to  withdraw,  I  fall  back  in  one 
moment,-'  says  the  captain,  clenching  the  little  lemon-coiored 
gloves. 

My  cousin  and  I  have  lived  together  all  our  lives,  and  I  brin.T 
her  a  family  message.  Have  you  any  particular  claim  to  hear  it 
Captain  Woolcomb  V"  ' 

"  Xot  if  Miss  Twysden  don't  want  me  to  hear  it  D  

the  little  brute ■  ■  ■ 

•■  Don't  kick  poor  little  harmless  Brownie  !     He  •=!  an"'  kir  t 
you,  shall  he.  Brownie  ?" 

"  If  the  brute  comes  between  my  shir.s.  I 'll  kick  h^r  sT,r5pV= 
the  captain.    "  Hang  her,  I  '11  throw  her  into  the  sea""' 

■•  Whatever  you  do  to  my  dog  I  swear  I  will  do  to  vou  '  '  wlrv 
peri  Philip  to  the  captain.  ■  ' 
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"  Where  are  you  staying  ?"  shrieks  the  captain.  "  Hang  you, 
you  shall  hear  from  me." 

"  Quiet — Bedford  Hotel.  Easy,  or  I  shall  think  you  want  the 
ladies  to  overhear." 

'•  Your  conduct  is  horrible,  sir,"  says  Agnes,  rapidly,  in  the 
French  language.    "  Mr.  does  not  comprehend  it." 

"  —  It!  If  you  have  any  secrets  to  talk,  I  '11  withdraw  fast 
enough,  Jiiss  Agnes,"  says  Othello. 

'•  Oh,  Grenville  !  can  I'have  any  secrets  from  you  ?  Mr.  Firmin 
is  my  first-cousin.  We  have  lived  together  all  our  lives.  Philip, 
I — I  don't  know  whether  mamma  announced  to  you — my — my 
engagement  with  Captain  Grenvijle  Woolcomb."  The  agitatiou 
has  brought  on  another  severe  bronchial  attack.  Poor  little 
Agnes  !    What  it  is  to  have  a  delicate  throat ! 

The  pier  tosses  up  to  the  skies,  as  though  it  had  left  its  moor- 
ings— the  houses  on  the  cliff  dance  and  reel, 'as  though  an  earth- 
ciuake  was  driving  them — the  sea  walks  up  into  the  lodging- 
houses — and  Philip's  legs  are  faihng  from  under  him  :  it  is  only 
for  a  moment.  When  you  have  a  laigo,  tough  double  tooth  out, 
does  n't  the  chair  go  up  to  the  ceiling,  and  your  head  come  ofl 
too  V  But  in  the  next  instant  there  is  a  grave  gentleman  before 
you  making  you  a  bow,  and  concealing  .something  in  his  right 
sleeve.  The  crash  is  over.  You  are  a  man  again.  Philip  clutches 
hold  of  the  chain-pier  for  a  minute  ;  it  does  not  sink  under  him. 
The  houses,  after  reeling  for  a  second  or  two,  resume  the  per- 
pendicular and  bulge  their  bow-wiudovYS  toward  the  main.  He 
can  see  the  people  looking  from  the  windows,  the  carriages  pass- 
ing, Professor  Spurrier  riding  on  the  cliff  with  eighteen  young 
ladies,  his  pupils.  In  long  after-days  he  remembers  those  absurd 
little  incidents  with  a  curious  tenacity. 

"  This  news,"  Philip  says,  "  was  not — not  altogether  unexpect- 
ed. I  congratulate  my  cousin,  I  am  sure.  Captain  W^oolcomb, 
had  I  known  this  for  certain,  I  am  sure  I  should  not  have  inter- 
rupted you.  You  were  going,  perhaps,  to  ask  me  to  your  hos- 
pitable house,  Mrs.  Penfold  ?" 

"  Was  she,  though  ?"  cries  the  captain. 

"  I  have  asked  a  friend  to  dine  with  me  at  the  Bedford,  and 
shall  go  to  town,  I  hope,  in  the  morning.  Can  I  take  anything 
■for  you,  Agnes  '?  Good-by :"  and  he  kisses  his  hand  in  quite  a 
dec/age  manner,  as  Mrs.  Penfold's  chair  turns  eastward  and  he 
goes  to  the  west.  Silently  the  tall  Agnes  sweeps  along,  a  fair 
hand  laid  upon  her  friend's  chair. 

It  s  over  !  it 's  over  !  She  has  done  it.  He  was  bound,  and 
kept  his  honor,  hut  she  did  not:  it  was  she  who  forsook  him. 
And  I  fear  ver}-  much  Mr.  Philip's  heart  leaps  with  pleasure  and 
an  immense  sensation  of  relief  at  thinkinsr  he  is  free.  He  meets 
half  a  dozen  acc^uaintances  on  the  cliff.  He  laughs,  jokes,  shakes 
hands,  invites  two  or  three  to  dinner  in  the  gayest  manner.  He 


148 


THE    ADVICXTTJRI'S   OF  PIIILJP 


sits<1own  on  that  green,  not  very  far  from  his  inn,  and  is  laugh- 
ing to  himself,  when  he  suddenly  feels  something  nestling  at  his 
knee — rubbing,  and  nestling,  and  whining  plaintively.  "  What, 
is  that  you  V"  It  is  little  Brownie,  who  has  followed  him.  Poor 
little  rogue ! 

Then  Philip  bent  down  his  head  over  the  dog,  and  as  it  jump- 
ed on  him,  with  little  bleats,  and  whines,  and  innocent  caresses, 
he  broke  out  into  a  sob,  and  a  great  refreshing  rain  of  tears  fell 
from  his  eyes.  Such  a  little  illness  !  Such  a  mild  fever  !  Such 
a  speedy  cure  !  Some  people  have  the  complaint  so  mildly  that 
they  are  scarcely  ever  kept  to  their  beds.  Some  bear  its  scars 
for  ever. 

Philip  sate  resolutely  at  the  hotel  all  night,  having  given  spe- 
cial orders  to  the  porter  to  say  that  he  was  at  home,  in  case  any 
gentleman  should  call.  He  had  a  faint  hope,  he  afterward  owned, 
that  some  friend  of  Captain  Wookorab  might  wait  on  him  on 
that  officer's  part.  He  had  a  faint  hope  that  a  letter  might  come 
explaining  that  treason — as  people  will  have  a  sick,  gnawing, 
yearning,  foolish  desire  for  letters—letters  which  contain  nothing, 
which  never  did  contain  anything — letters  which,  nevertheless, 
you —  You  know,  in  fact,  about  those  letters,  and  there  is  no 
earthly  use  in  asking  to  read  Philip's.  Have  we  not  all  read 
those  love-.'etters  which,  after  love-quarrels,  come  into  court 
sometimes  '?  We  have  all  read  them  ;  and  how  many  have  writ- 
ten them ?  I\ine  o'clock.  Ten  o'clock.  Eleven  o'clock.  No 
challenge  from  the  captain  ;  no  explanation  from  Agnes.  Philip 
declares  he  slept  perfectly  well.  But  poor  little  Brownie  the 
dog  made  a  piteous  howling  all  night  in  the  stables.  She  was 
not  a  well-bred  dog.  You  could  have  hung  the  least  hat  on  her 
nose. 

We  compared  aiion  our  dear  Agnes  to  a  Brahmin  lady,  meekly 
offering  herself  up  to  sacrifice  according  to  the  practice  used  in 
her  highly  respectable  caste.  Did  we  speak  in  anger  or  in  sor- 
row ? — surely  in  terms  of  respectful  grief  and  sympathy.  And 
if  we  pity  her,  ought  we  not  likewise  to  pity  her  highly  respect- 
able parents?  When  the  notorious  Brutus  ordered  his  sons  to 
execution,  you  can't  suppose  he  was  such  a  brute  as  to  be  pleas- 
ed ?  All  three  parties  suffered  by  the  transaction :  the  sons, 
probably,  even  more  than  their  austere  father ;  but  it  stands  to 
reaspn  that  the  whole  trio  were  very  melancholy.  At  least, 
were  I  a  poet  or  musical  composer  depicting  that  business,  I  cer- 
tainly should  make  them  so.  The  sons,  piping  in  a  vei-y  minor 
key  indeed ;  the  father's  manly  basso,  accompanied  by  deep 
wind-instruments,  and  interrupted  by  appropriate  sobs.  Thoutrh 
pretty,  fair  Agnes  is  being  led  to  execution,  I  don't  suppose  she 
likes  "it,  or  that  her  parents  are  happy,  who  are  compelled  to 
order  the  tragedy.. 

That  the  rii:h  young  proprietor  of  Mangrove  Hall  should  bo 
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fond  of  her  was  mere!}'  a  coincidence,  Mrs.  Twysden  afterward 
always  averred.  Not  for  mere  wealth — ah,  no  !  not  for  mines  of 
gold — would  they  sacrifice  their  darling  child  !  But  when  that 
sad  Firmin  affair  happened,  you  see  it  also  happened  that  Cap- 
tain Woolcomb  was  much  struck  by  dear  Agnes,  whom  he  met 
everywhere.  Her  scapegrace  of  a  cousin  would  go  nowhere. 
He  preferred  his  bachelor  associates,  and  horrible  smoking  and 
drinking  habits,  to  the  amusements  and  pleasures  of  more  re- 
fined society.  He  neglected  Agnes.  There  is  not  the  "slightest 
doubt  he  neglected  and  mortified  her,  and  his  wilful  and  frequent 
absence  showed  how  little  he  cared  for  her.  Would  you  blame 
the  dear  girl  for  coldness  to  a  man  who  himself  showed  such  in- 
difference to  her?  "No,  my  good  Mrs.  Candor.  Had  Mr.  Fir- 
min been  ton  times  as  rich  as'  Mr.  Woolcomb,  I  should  have  coun- 
selled niy  child  to  refuse  him.  /  take  the  responsibility  of  the 
measure  entirely  on  myself — I,  and  her  father,  and  her  brother." 
So  Mrs.  Twysden  afterward  spoke,  in  circles  where  an  absurd 
and  odious  rumor  ran,  that  the  Twysdens  had  forced  their 
daughter  to  jilt  young  Mr.  Firmin  in  order  to  marry  a  wealthy 
quadroon.  People  will  talk,  you  know,  de  me,  de  te.  If  Wool- 
comb's  dinners  had  x\r&  gone  off  so  after  his  marriage,  I  have 
little  doubt  the  scandal  would  have  died  away,  and  he  and  his 
wife  might  have  been  pretty  generally  respected  and  visited. 

Nor  must  you  suppose,  as  we  have  said,  that  dear  Agnes  gave 
up  her  first  love  without  a  pang.  That  broncliitis  showed  how 
acutely  the  poor  thing  felt  her  position.  It  broke  out  very  soon 
after  Mr.  Woolcorab's  attentions  became  a  little  particular;  arid 
she  actually  left  .London  in  consequence.  It  is  true  that  he  could 
follow  her  without  dilBculty,  but  so,  for  the  matter  of  that,  could 
Philip,  as  we  have  seen,  when  he  came  down  and  behaved  so 
rudely  to  Captain  Woolcomb.  And  before  Philip  came  poor 
Agnes  could  plead,  "  My  father  pressed  me  sair,"  as  in  the  case 
of  the  notorious  Mrs.  Robin  Gray. 

Father  and  mother  both  pressed  her  sair.  Mrs.  Twysden,  I 
think  I  have  mentioned,  wrote  an  admirable  letter,  and  was 
aware  of  her  accomplishment.  She  used,  to  write  reams  of  gos- 
sip regularly  every  week  to  dear  uncle  Ring  wood  when  he  was 
in  the  counti-y ;  and  when  her  daughter  Blanche  married,  she  is 
said-  to  have  written  several  of  her  new  son's  sermons.  As  a 
Christian'  mother,  was  she  not  to  give  her  daughter  her  advice 
at  this  momentous  period  of  her  life  '?  That  advice  went  against 
poor  Philip's  chances  with  his  cousin,  who  was  kept  acquainted 
with  all  the  circumstances  of  the  controversy  of  which  we  have 
just  seen  the  issue.  I  do  not  mean  to  say  that  Mrs.  Twysden 
gave  an  impartial  statement  of  the  case.  What  parties  in  a 
lawsuit  do  speak  impartially  on  their  own  side  or  their  adver- 
saries'?  Mrs.  Twysden 's  view,  as  I  have  learned  subsequently, 
and  as  imparted  to  her  daughter,  was  this:  That  most  unprinci- 
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pled  man,  Dr.  Firmin,  who  had  already  attempted,  and  unjustly, 
to  deprive  the  Twysdens  of  a  part  of  their  property,  had  com- 
menced in  quite  early  life  his  career  of  outrage  and  wickedness 
against  the  Kingwood  family.  He  had  led  dear  Lord  Eingwood's 
son,  poor  dear  Lord  Cinqbars,  into  a  career  of  vice  and  extrava- 
gance which  caused  the  premature  death  of  that  unfortunate 
voung  nobleman.  Mr.  Firmin  had  then  made  a  marriage,  in 
spite  of  the  tears  and  entreaties  of  Mrs.  Twysden,  with  her  late 
unhappy  sister,  whose  whole  life  had  been  made  wretched  by  the 
doctor's  conduct.  But  the  climax  of  outrage  and  wickedness 
was,  that  when  he — he,  a  low,  penniless  adventurer — married 
Colonel  Kingwood's  daughter  he  was  married  already,  as  could 
be  sworn  by  the  repentant  clergyman  who  had  been  forced,  by 
threats  of  pur.ishment  which  Dr.  Firmin  held  over  him,  to  per- 
form the  rite  !  "  The  mind"— Mrs.  Talbot  Twysden's  fine  mind 
— "  shuddered  at  the  thought  of  such  wickedness."  But  most 
of  all  (for  to  think  ill  of  any  one  whom  she  had  once  loved  gave 
her  pain)  there  was  reason  to  believe  that  the  unhappy  Philip 
Firmin  was  his  father's  accomplice,  and  that  he  knew  of  his  ov:n. 
illegilimacy,  which  he  was  determined  to  set  aside  by  b,x\j  fraud 
or  artifice — (she  trcm.bled,  she  wept  to  have  to  say  this :  O 
Heaven  !  that  there  should  be  such  perversity  in  thy  creatures  !) 
And  so  little  store  did  Philip  set  by  his  mother's  honor,  that  he 
actually  ^'isited  the  abandoned  woman  who  acquiesced  in  her 
own  infamy,  and  had  brought  such  unspeakable  disgrace  on  the 
Ringwood  family  !  The  thought  of  this  crime  had  caused  Mrs. 
Twysden  and  her  dear  husband  nights  of  sleepless  anguish — had 
made  them  years  and  years  older — had  stricken  their  hearts  with 
a  grief  which  must  endure  to  the  end  of  their  days.  With  peo- 
ple so  unscrupulous,  so  grasping,  so  artful  as  Dr.  Firmin -and 
(must  she  say  V)  his  son,  they  were  bound  to  be  on  their  guard ; 
and  though  they  had  avoided  Philip,  she  had  deemed  it  right,  on 
the  rare  occasions  when  she  and  the  young  man  whom  she  must 
now  call  her  illegitimate  nephew  met,  to  behave  as  though  she 
knew  nothing  of  this  most  dreadful  controversy. 

"  And  now,  dearest  child"  .  Surely  the  moral  is  obvious? 
The  dearest  child  "  must  see  at  once  that  any  foolish  plans  which 
were  formed  in  childish  days  and  under  former  delusions  must  be 
cast  aside  for  ever  as  impossible,  as  unworthy  of  a  Twysden — of 
a  Eingwood.  Be  not  concerned  for  the  young  man  himself," 
wrote  Mrs.  Twysden — "  I  blush  that  he  should  bear  that  dear 
father's  name  vvho  was  slain  in" honor  on  Busaco's  glorious  field. 
P.  F.  has  associates  among  whom  he  has  ever  been  much  more 
at  home  than  in  our  refined  circle,  and  habits  which  will  cause 
him  to  forget  you  only  too  easily.  And  if  near  you  is  one  whose 
ardor  shov/s  itself  in  his  every  word  and  action,  whose  wealth  and 
property  may  raise  you  to  a  place  worthy  of  my  child,  need  I  say, 
a  mother's,  a  father's  blessing  go  with  you."    This  letter  was 
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broutrht  to  Miss  Twysden,  at  Brighton,  by  a  special  messenger  ; 
and  the  superscription  announced  that  it  was  "  honored  by  Cap- 
tain Grenville  Woolcomb." 

Now  when  Miss  Agnes  has  had  a  letter  to  this  effect  (I  may  at 
some  time  tell  you  how  I  came  to  be  acquainted  with  its  con- 
tents) ;  when  she  remembers  all' the  abuse  her  brother  lavishes 
against  Philip,  as,  Heaven  bless  some  of  them  !  dear  relatives  can 
best  do  ;  when  she  thinks  how  cold  he  has  of  late  been — how  he 
ivill  come  smelling  of  cigars — how  he  won't  conform  to  the  usages 
du  monde,  and  has  neglected  all  the  decencies  of  society — how 
she  often  can't  understand  his  strange  rhapsodies  about  poetry, 
painting,  and  the  like,  nor  how  he  can  live  with  such  associates 
as  these  who  seem  to  delight  him — and  now  how  he  is  showing 
himself  actually  unprincipled  and  abetting  his  horrid  father ; 
when  we  consider  mither  pressing  sair,  and  all  these  points  in 
mither's  favor,  I  don't  think  we  can  order  Agnes  to  instant  exe- 
cution for  the  resolution  to  which  she  is  coming.  She  will  give 
him  up — she  will  give  him  up.  Good-by,  Philip.  Good-by  the 
pastr.  Be  forgotten,  be  forgotten,  fond  words  spoken  in  not  un- 
willing ears  !  Be  still  and  breathe  not,  eager  lips,  that  have  trem- 
bled so  near  to  one  anotlier  !  Unlock,  liands,  and  part  for  ever, 
that  seemed  to  be  formed  for  life's  long  journey  !  Ah,  to  part  for 
ever  is  hard  ;  but  harder  and  more  humiliating  still  to'part  with- 
out regret ! 

That  papa  and  mamma  had  influenced  Miss  Tivy^den  in  her  be- 
havior my  wife  and  I  could  easily  imagine,  when  Philip,  in  his 
wrath  and  grief,  came  to  us  and  poured  out  the  feelings  of  his 
heart.  My  wife  is  a  repository  of  men's  secrets,  an  untiring  con- 
soler and  comforter;  and  she  knov/s  many  a  sad  story  which  we 
are  not  at  liberty  to  teli,  like  this  one  of  which  this  person,  Mr. 
Firmin,  has  given  us  possession. 

"  Father  and  motlier's  orders,"  shouts  Philip,  "  I  dare  say,  Mrs. 
Pendennis  ;  but  the  wish  was  father  to  the  thought  of  parting, 
and  it  was  for  the  blsckamoor's  parks  and  acres  that  the  girl  jilted 
me.  Look  here.  I  told  you  just  now  that  I  slept  perfectly  well 
on  that  infernal  night  after  I  had  said  farewell  to  her.  Well,  I 
didn't.  It  was  a  lie.  I  walked  ever  so  many  times  the  whole, 
length  of  the  cliff,  from  Hove  to  Eottingdean  almost,  and  then 
went  to  bed  afterward,  and  slept  a  little  cut  of  sheer  fatigue. 
And  as  I  was  pas.-ing  by  Horizontal  Terrace — I  happened  to  pass 
by  there -two  or  three  times  in  the  moonlight,  like  a  great  jack- 
ass— you  know  those  verses  of  mine  which  I  have  hummed  here 
sometimes  ?"  (hummed  !  he  used  to  roar  them  !) 

'■  '  When  the  locks  of  burnished  gokl,  lady,  fshall  to  silver  turn  !' 

Never  mind  the  rest.  You  know  the  verses  about  fidelity  and 
old  age  V  She  was  singing  them  on  that  night,  to  that  negro. 
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And  I  heard  the  beggar's  voice  say,  '  Bravo  !'  through  the  open 
■windows." 

"  Ah,  Philip  !  it  was  cruel,"  says  my  wife,  heartily  pitying  our 
friend's  anguish  and  misfortune.  "  It  was  cruel  indeed.  I  am 
sure  we  can  feel  for  you.  But  think  what  certain  misery  a  maj-- 
riage  with  such  a  person  would  have  been  !  Think  of  your  warm 
heart  given  away  for  ever  to  that  heartless  creature." 

Laura,  Laura,  have  you  not  often  warned  me  not  to  speak 
ill  of  people      says  Laura's  husb.and. 

"  I  can't  help  it  sometimes,"  cries  Laura,  in  a  transport.  "  I 
try  and  do  my  best  not  to  speak  ill  of  my  neighbors  ;  but  the 
worldliness  of  those  people  shocks  me  so  that  I  can't  bear  to  be 
near  them.  They  are  so  utterlj-  tied  and  bound  by  convention- 
alities, so  perfectly-  convinced  of  their  own  excessive  high-breed- 
ing, that  they  seem  to  me  more  odious  and  more  vulgar  than 
quite  low  people  ;  and  I  am  .sure  Mr.  Philip's  friend,  the  Little 
Sister,  is  infinitely  more  lady-like  than  his  dreary  aunt  or  either 
of  his  supercilious  cousins  !"  Upon  my  word,  when  this  lady  did 
speak  her  mind,  there  was  no  mistaking  her  meaning. 

I  believe  Mr.  Firmin  took  a  coasidt-rable  number  of  people  into 
liis  confidence  regarding  this  love  affair.  He  is  one  of  those  in- 
dividuals who  can't  keep  their  secrets  ;  and  when  hurt  he  roars 
so  loudly  that  all  his  friends  can  hear.  It  has  been  remarked 
that  the  sorrows  of  such  pi/rsons  do  not  endure  very  long  ;  nor 
surely  was  there  any  great  need  in  this  instance  that  Philip's 
heart  should  wear  a  leughtened  mourning.  Ere  long  he  smoked 
his  pipes,  he  played  his  billiards,  he  shouted  bis  songs  ;  he  rode 
in  the  park  for  the  pleasure  of  severely  cutting  his  aunt  and 
cousins  wlien  their  open  carriage  passed,  or  of  ridiug  down  Cap- 
tain Woolcomb  or  his  cousin  Ringwood,  should  either  of  those 
worthies  come  iu  his  way. 

One  day,  when  the  old  Lord  Ringwood  came  to  town  for  his 
accustomed  spring  visit,  Philip  condescended  to  wait  upon  him, 
and  was  announced  to  his  lordship  just  as  Talbot  Twysden  and 
Ringwood  his  son  were  taking  leave  of  their  noble  kinsman. 
Philip  looked  at  them  with  a  flashing  eye  and  a  distended  nostril, 
according  to  his  sv^aggering  wont.  I  dare  say  they  on  their  part 
bore  a  very  mean  and  hang-dog  appearance  ;  for  my  lord  laughed 
at  their  discomfiture,  and  seemed  immensely  amused  as  thev  slunk 
out  of  the  door  when  Philip  came  hectoring  in. 

"  So,  sir,  there  has  been  a  family  row.  Heard  all  about  it :  at 
least  their  side.  Your  father  did  me  the  favor  to  marry  my  niece, 
having  another  wife  already?" 

"  Having  no  other  wife  already,  sir — though  my  dear  relations 
were  anxious  to  show  that  he  had." 

"  Wanted  your  money;  thirty  thousand  pounds  is  not  a  trifle. 
Ten  thousand  apiece  for  those  children.  And  no  more  need  of 
any  confounded  pinching  and  scraping,  as  they  have  to  do  at 
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Beaunasli  street.    Affair  off  between  you  and  Agaes  ?  Absurd 
affair.    So  much  the  better." 
"  Yes,  sir,  so  much  the  better." 

"  Have  ten  thousand  apiece.    Would  liave  twenty  thousand  if 
they  a;ot  yours.    Quite  natural  to  want  it." 
"  Quite." 

"  Woolcomb  a  sort  of  negro,  I  understand.  Fine  property 
hero,  besides  the  West  India  rubbish.  Violent  man — so  people 
tell  mo.  Luckily  Agnes  seems  a  cool,  easy-going  W9man,  and 
must  put  up  with  the  rough  as  well  as  the  smooth  in  marrying  a 
property  like  that.  Very  lucky  for  you  that  that  woman  persists 
there  was  no  marriage  with  your  father.  Twysden  says  the  doc- 
tor bribed  her.  Take  it  he 's  not  got  muck  money  to  bribe,  un- 
less you  gave  some  of  yours." 

"I  don't  bribe  people  to  bear  false  witness,  my  lord — and 
if—" 

"  Don't  be  in  a  huff ;  I  didn't  sayso.  Twysden  say*so — per- 
haps thinks  so.  When  people  are  at  law  they  believe  anything 
of  one  another." 

"  I  don't  know  what  other  people  may  do,  sir.  If  I  had  an- 
other man's  money,  I  should  not  be  easy  until  I  had  paid  him 
back.  Had  my  share  of  my  grandfather's  property  not  been  law- 
fully mine — and  for  a  few  hours  I  thought  it  waj  not — please  God 
I  would  have  given  it  up  to  its  rightful  owners — at  least  my 
fatllbr  would." 

"  Why,  hang  it  all,  man,  you  don't  mean  to  say  your  father 
lias  not  settled  with  you  '?" 

Piiilip  blushed  a  little.  He  had  been  rather  surprised  that 
there  had  been  no  settlement  between  him  and  his  father. 

"  I  am  only  of  age  a  few  months,  sir.  I  am  not  under  any  ap- 
prehension. I  get  my  dividends  regularly  enough.  One  of  my 
grandfather's  trustees.  General  Baynes,  is  in  India.  He  is  to  re- 
turn almost  immediately,  or  we  should  have  sent  a  power  of  at- 
torney out  to  him.    There 's  no  hurry  about  the  business." 

Philip's  maternal  grandfather,  and  Lord  Ringwood's  brother, 
the  late  Colonel  Philip  Ringwood,  had  died  possessed  of  but  tri- 
fliniT  property  of  his  own  ;  but  his  wife  had- brought  him  a  fortune 
of  sixty  thousand- pounds,  which  was  settled  on  their  children, 
and  in  the  names  of  trustees — Mr.  Briggs,  a  lawyer,  and  Colonel 
Baynes,  an  East  India  officer,  and  friend  of  Mrs.  Philip  Ring- 
woods  family.  Colonel  Baynes  had  been  in  England  some  eight 
years  before;  and  Philip  remembered  a  kind  old  gentleman  com- 
incT-  to  see  him  at  school,  and  leaving  tokens  of  his  bounty  behind. 
The  otlier  trustee,  JNlr.  Briggs,  a  lawyer  of  considerable  county 
reputation,  was  dead  long  since,  having  left  his  alfiirs  in  an  in- 
volved condition.  Daring  tha^trustoe's  absence  and  the  son's 
minority  Philip's  father  receivSa  the  dividends  on  his  son's  prop- 
erty, and  liberally  spent  them  on  the  boy.  Indeed,  I  believe 
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tLat  for  some  little  time  at  college,  and  during  his  first  journeys 
abroad,  Mr.  Pliilip  spent  ratht  r  more  than  the  income  of  his  ma- 
ternal inheritance,  being  freely  supplied  by  his  father,  who  told 
him  not  to  stint  himself.  He  was  a  sumptuous  man,  Dr.  Firmin 
—  open-handed — subscribingto  many  charities — a  lover  of  solemn 
good  cheer.  The  doctor's  dinners  and  the  doctor's  equipages 
were  models  in  their  -way  ;  and  1  remember  the  sincere  respect 
with  which  my  uncle  the  major  (the  family  guide  in  such  mat- 
ters) used  to  speak  of  Dr.  Firmin's  taste.  "  No  duchess  in  Lon- 
don, f^ir,"  he  would  say,  "  drove  better  horses  than  Mrs  Firmin. 
Sir  George  Warrender,  sir,  could  not  give  a  bettei'  dinner,  sir, 
than  that  to  which  we  sat  down  yesterday."  And  for  the  exer- 
cis(}  gf  thefe  civic  virtues  the  doctor  had  the  hearty  respect  of  the 
good  major. 

"  Don"t  tell  me,  sir,"  on  the  other  hand.  Lord  Ringwood  would 
say;  "I  dine  d  with  the  fellow  once — a  swaggering  fellow,  sir; 
but  a  servile  fellow.  The  way  he  bowed  and  flattered  was  per- 
fectly absurd.  Those  fellows  think  we  like  it — and  we  may. 
Even  at  my  age,  1  like  flattery — any  quantity  of  it;  and  not 
what  you  call  delicate,  but  strong,  sir.  I  like  a  man  to  kneel 
down  and  kiss  my  shoe-strings.  1  have  my  own  opinion  of  him 
afterward,  but  that  is  what  I  like — what  all  men  like  ;  and  that 
is  what  Firmin  gave  in  quantities.  But  you  could  see  that  his 
house  was  monstrously  expensive.  His  dinner  was  excellent, 
and  you  saw  it  was  good  every  day — not  like  your  dinners,  my 
good  Maria ;  not  like  your  wines,  Twysden,  which,  hang  it,  I 
can't  swallow,  unless  I  send  'em  in  myself.  Even  at  my  own 
house,  I  don't  give  that  kind  of  wine  on  common  occasions  which 
Firmin  used  to  give.  I  drink  the  best  myself,  of  course,  and 
give  it  to  some  who  know  ;  but  I  don't  give  it  to  common  fellows, 
who  come  to  hunting  dinners,  or  to  girls  and  boys  who  are  dan- 
cing at  my  balls." 

"  Yes ;  Mr.  Firmin's  dinners  were  very  handsome — and  a  pretty 
end  came  of  the  handsome  dinners  !"  sighed  Mrs.  Twysden. 

"  That 's  not  the  question  ;  I  am  only  speaking  about  the  fel- 
low's meat  and  drink,  and  tlie}'  were  both  good.  And  it's  my 
opinion  that  fellow  will  have  a  good  dinner  wherever  he  goes." 

1  had  the  fortune  to  be  present  at  one  of  these  feasts,  which 
Lord  Ringwood  attended,  and  at  which  I  met  Philip's  trustee, 
General  Baynes,  who  had  just  arrived  from  India.  I  remember 
now  the  smallest  details  of  the  little  dinner — the  brightness  of 
the  old  plate,  on  which  the  doctor  prided  himself,  and  the  quiet 
comfort,  not  to  say  splendor,  of  the  entertainment.  The  general 
seemed  to  take  a  great  liking  to  Philip,  whose  grandfather  had 
been  his  special  friend  and  comrade  in  arms.  He  thought  he 
saw  something  of  Philip  Ringwor^n  Philip  Firmin's  face. 

"  Ah,  indeed !"  growls  Lord*El^Pvood. 

"  Yon  ain't  a  bit  like  him,"  says  the  downright  general.  "Never 
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Lord  Chamberlain— ChanceLor  what  s  his  name?  Destroy  your 
youth  with  reading,  and  your  eye^,  and  po  without  your  dinner? 
You  're  not  nsed  to  that 'sort  of  thiii:r.  iie:!r  \  and  it  would  kill 
you  !" 

Philip  smoothed  his  fair  hair  oif  his  ample  forehead,  and  nodded 
his  head,  smiling  sv/eetly.  I  think  his  inward  monitor  hinted  to 
him  that  there  was  not  much  danger  of  his  killing  himselt  by 
overwork.  "  To  suceced  at  the  law,  as  in  all  other  professions,"  he 
continued,  with  much  gravity,  "  rec^iiires  the  greatest  pci  fC-\  pr- 
ance, and  industry,  and  talent ;  and  then,  perhaps,  you  don't 
su.  cced.    INIany  have  failed  who  have  had  all  these  qualities.'" 

"But  thev  have  n't  talents  lil.e  my  Philip,  I  know  they 
have  n't.  And  I  had  to  stand  up  in  a  court  once,  and  was  cross- 
examined  by  a  vulgar  man  before  a  horrid  deaf  old  judge  ;  and 
I 'm  sure  if  your  lawyers  are  like  them  I  don't  wish  you  to  suc- 
ceed at  all.  And  now,  look  !  there  s  a  nice  loin  of  pork  coming 
up.  Pa  loves  roast  pork  ;  and  you  must  come  and  have  some 
with  us ;  and  every  day,  and  all  days,  my  dear,  I  should  like  to 
see  you  seated  there."  "  And  the  Liule  Sister  frisked  about  here, 
and  bustled  there,  and  brought  a  cunning  bottle  of  wine  from' 
some  corner,  and  made  the  boy  welcome.  So  that,  you  see,  far 
from  ftarving,  he  actitally  had  two  dirners  on  that  first  day  of 
his  ruin. 

Caroline  consented  to  a  compromise  regarding  the  money,  on 
Philip's  solemn  vow  and  promise  that  she  should  be  his  banker 
whenever  necessity  called.  She  rather  desired  his  poverty  for 
the  sake  »f  its  precious  reward.  She  hid  away  a  little  bag  of 
gold  for  her  darling's  use  whenever  he  should  need  it.  I  dare 
say  she  pinched  and  had  shabby  dinners  at  home,  so  as  to  save 
yet  more,  and  so  caused  the  captain  to  grumble.  Wh)-.  for  that 
hoy's  sake,  I  believe  she  would  have  been  capable  of  shaving  her 
locigei-s'  legs  of  mutton-,  and  levying  a  tax  on  their  tea-caddies 
and  baker's  stuff.  If  you  don't  dike  unprincipled  attachments  of 
this  sort,  and  only  desire  that  your  womankind  should  love  }  0U 
for  yourself,  and  according  to  your  deserts,  I  am  your  very  hum- 
ble servant.  Hereditary  bondswomen  !  you  know,  that  were 
you  free,  and  djd  you  strike  the  blow,  my  dears,  you  were  un- 
happy for  your  pain,  and  eagerly  would  claim  your  bonds  again. 
What  poet  has  uttered  that  sentiment  ?  It  is  perfectly  true,  and 
I  know  will  receive  the  cordial  approbation  of  the  dear  ladies, 

Philip  has  decreed  in  his  own  mind  that  he  will  go  and  live  in 
those  cliambers  in  the  Temple  where  we  have  met  him.  Tan- 
john,  the  sporting  gentleman,  had  determined  for  special  reasons 
to  withdraw  from  law  and  sport  in  this  country,  and  Sir.  Firmin 
took  possession  of  his  vacant  sleeping  chamber.  To  furnish  a 
bachelor's  bedroom  need  not  be  a  matter  of  much  cost ;  but  Mr. 
Philip  was  too  good-natured  a  fellow  to  haggle  about  the  valua- 
tion of  Vanjohn's  bedsteads  and  chests  of  drawers,  and  generously 
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took  tbem  at  twice  their  value.  He  and  Mr.  Cassidy  now  divided 
the  rooms  in  equal  reign.  Ah,  happy  rooms,  bright  rooms,  rooms 
near  the  sky,  to  remember  you  is  to  be  young  again  !  for  I  would 
have  j'ou  to  know,  that  when  Philip  went  to  take  possession  of 
his  share  of  the  fourth  floor  in  the  Temple,  his  biographer  was 
still  comparatively  juvenile,  and  in  or^&  or  two  very  old-fashioned 
families  was  called  "  j'oung  Pendennis.'' 

So  Philip  Firmin  dwelt  in  a  garret ;  and  the  fourth  part  of  a 
laundress  and  the  half  of  a  boy  now  formed  the  domestic  estab- 
lishment of  him  who  had  been  attended  by  housekeepers,  but- 
lers, and  obsequious  liveried  menials.  To  be  freed  from  that 
ceremonial  and  etiquette  of  plush  and  worsted  lace  was  an  im- 
mense relief  to  Firmin.  His  pipe  need  not  lurk  in  crypts  or  back 
closets  now its  fragrance  breathed  over  the  whole  chambers, 
and  rose  up  to  the  sky,  their  near  neighbor. 

The  first  month  or  two  after  being  ruined,  Philip  vowed,  was 
an  uncommonly  pleasant  time.  He  had  still  plenty  of  money  in 
his  pocket;  and  the  sense  that,  perhaps,  it  was  imprudent  to 
take  a  cab  or  drink  a  bottle  of  wine,  added  a  zest  to  those  enjoy- 
ments which  they  by  no  means  possessed  when  they  were  easy 
and  of  daily  occurrence.  I  am  not  certain  that  a  dinner  of  beef 
and  porter  did  not  amuse  our  young  man  almost  as  well  as  ban- 
quets much  more  costly  to  which  he  had  been  accustomed.  He 
laughed  at  the  pretensions  of  Lis  boyish  days,  when  he  and  other 
solerim  young  epicures  used  to  sit  down  -to  elaborate  tavern  ban- 
quets, and  pretend  to  criticise  vintages,  and  sauces,  and  turtle. 
As  yet  there  was  not  only  content  with  his  dinner^  but  plenty 
therewith :  and  I  do  not  wish  to  alarm  you  by  supposing  that 
Philip  will  ever  have  to  en^jounter  any  dreadful  extremities  of 
poverty  or  hunj-er  in  the  course  of  his  history.  The  wine  in  the 
jug  was  very  low  at  times,  but  it  never  was  quite  empty.  This 
lamb  was  shorn,  but  the  wind  was  tempered  to  him.  * 

So  Philip  took  possession  of  his  rooms  in  the  Temple,  and  be- 
gan actually  to  reside  there  just  as  the  long  vacation  commenced 
which  he  intended  to  devote  to  a  course  of  serious  study  of  the 
law  and  private  preparation,  before  ho  should  venture  on  the 
great  business  of  circuits  and  the  bar.  Nothing,  is  more  necessa- 
ry for  desk-men  than  exercise,  so  Philip  took  a  good  deal ;  es- 
pecially on  the  water,  where  he  pulled  a  famous  oar.  jSTothin" 
is  more  natural  after  exercise  than  refreshment ;  and  Mr.  Firming 
now  he  was  too  poor  for  claret,  showed  a  great  capacity  for  beer. 
After  beer  and  bodily  labor,  rest,  of  course,  is  necessary  ;  and 
Firmin  slept  nine  hours,  and  looked  as  rosy  as  a  girl  in  her  first 
season.  Then  such  a  man,  with  such  a  frame  and  health,  must 
have  a  good  appetite  for  breakfast.  And  then  every  man,  who 
wishes  to  succeed  at  the  bar,  in  the  senate,  on  the  bench,  in  the 
House  of  Peers,  on  the  Woolsack,  must  know  the  quotidian  his- 
tory of  his  country ;  so,  of  course,  Philip  read  the  newspaper. 
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Thus,  you  see,  bis  hours  of  study  were  perforce  curtailed  by  the 
necessary  duties  which  distracted  him  from  his  labors. 

It  has  been  said  that  Mr.  Firmin's  companion  in  chambers, 
Mr.  Cassidy,  was  a  native  of  the  neighboring  kingdom  of  Ireland, 
and  engaged  in  literary  pursuits  in  this  country.  A  merry, 
shrewd,  silent,  observant  little  man,  h\'.,  unlike  some  of  his  com- 
patriots, always  knew  how  to  make  both  ends  meet ;  feared  no 
man  alive  in  the  character  of  a  dun ;  and  out  of  small  earnings 
managed  to  transmit  no  small  comforts  and  subsidies  to  old  par- 
ents living  somewhere  in  Muiister.  Of  Cassidy's  friends  was 
Finucane,  now  editor  of  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette  ;  he  married  the 
widow  of  the  late  eccentric  and  gifted  Captain  Shandon,  and 
Cass,  himself  was  the  fashionable  correspondent  of  the  Gazette, 
chronicling  the  marriages,  deaths,  births,  dinner-parties  of  the 
nobility.  These  Iiish  gentlemen  knew  other  Irish  gentlemen, 
connected  with  other  newspapers,  who  formed  a  little  literary 
society.  They  assembled  at  each  other's  rooms,  and  at  haunts 
where  social  pleasure  was  to  be  purchased  at  no.  dear  rate. 
Philip  Firmin  was  known  to  many  of  them  before  his  misfortunes 
occurred,  and  when  there  was  gold  in  plenty  in  his  pocket,  and 
never-failing  applause  for  his  Eongs. 

When  Pendennis  and  his  friends  wrote  in  this  newspaper,  it 
was  impertinent  enough,  and  many  men  must  have  heard  the 
writers  laugh  at  the  airs  which  they  occasionally  thought  proper 
to  assume.  Tlie  tone  which  they  took  amused,  annoyed,  tickled, 
was  popular.  It  was  continued,  and,  of  course,  caricatured  by 
their  successors.  They  worked  for  very  moderate  fees ;  but 
paid  themselves  by  impertinence,  and  the  satisfaction  of  assail- 
ing their  betters.  Three  or  four  persons  were  i-eserved  from 
their  abuse  ;  but  somebody  was  sure  every  week  to  be  tied  up 
at  their  post,  and  the  public  made  sport  of  the  victim's  contor- 
tions. The  writers  were  obscure  barristers,  ushers,  and  college 
men,  but  they  had  omnisicence  at  their  pen's  ■  end,  and  were 
ready  to  lay  down  the  law  on  any  given  subject — to  teach  any 
man  his  business,  were  it  a  bishop  in  his  pulpit,  a  Minister  in 
his  place  in  the  House,  a  captain  on  his  quarter-deck,  a  tailor  on 
his  shopboard,  or  a  jockey  in  his  saddle. 

Since  those  early  days  of  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette,  when  old 
Shandon  v/ieldcd  his  truculent  tomahawk,  and  Messrs. 
W — rr — ngt — n  and  P — nd — nn — s  followed  him  in  the  war- 
path, the  Gazette  hud  passed  through  several  hands;  and  the 
victims  who  were  immolated  by  the  editors  of  to-day  were  very 
likely  the  objects  of  the  best  puffery  of  the  last  dynasty.  To  be 
iioggcd  in  Ti'ha.t  was  your  own  school-room— that,  surely,  is  a 
queer  sensation  ;  and  when  my  R'.'port  was  published  on  the  de- 
cay of  the  sealing-wax  trade  in  the  three  kingdoms  (owing  to 
the  i)revalence  of  gummed  envelopes — as  you  may  see  in  that 
masterly  document),  I  was  horsed  up  and  smartly  whipped  iq 
15 
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the  Gctiitt  br  some  of  the  rods  which  had  come  ont  of  pickle 
since  my  time.  Wa«  not  good  Dr.  GuiHoLin  executed  by  his 
ovrn  neat  invention  ?  I  don't  know  Tvho  was  the  Monsienr  Sam- 
son Trho  operated  on  me  :  but  have  always  had  my  idea  tLat 
Dig;:e3,  of  Corpus,  was  the  man  to  whom  my  f.sEellation  was 
inmisted.  His  father  keeps  a  ladies"-; -hool  at  Hackney;  bnt 
there  is  ?n  air  of  :a_-h'cn  in  every  thir.g  which  Difjsc-s  trrites, 
and  3  chivalrons  corversatism  which  makes  rr.e  pteTty  certain 
that  D.  was  my  scarifier.  All  this,  however,  is  naught.  Let  us 
turn  away  from  the  authors  private  griefs  ani  egotisms  to  those 
of  the  hero  of  the  story. 

Does  any  one  remember  the  appeaT;.Eoe.  some  tTrenty  years 
ago.  of  a  little  lc<-k  called  TTU  ftpet  Calh — a  book  of  songs  and 
poetry,  dedicated  to  his  brother  officers  by  Cornet  Carterton? 
His  truEj-Hit  was  very  tolerably  melodious,  and  the  comet  risyed 
some  sma'I  airs  op.  it  with  stme  little  grace  and  skill.  But  t'::s 
poor  Canterton  belonged  to  the  Life  ^aards"  Gre-n.  and  Philip 
Firmin  ■would  hare  likc^l  to  have  the  livts  of  one  or  two  trnop>  at 
least  of  that  corps.  Entering  irto  Mr.  Cassi-iy's  rccm,  PiisHp 
found  the  little  volnine.  He  set  to  work  to  estcrmiiaate  Cact-.-r- 
ton.  He  rode  him  co^e.  trampled  over  his  face  ar.d  carcas-s, 
knocked  the  Trumpet- Cculs  and  all  the  teeth  Out  of  t':e  trumpet- 
er's throat.  Xever  was  such  a  smashing  art;.!-  as  he  wrote. 
And  Ulugtbrd.  ilr.  Cassidy  s  chief  and  owner,  who  likes  alwars 
to  have  at  kast  one  man  served  up  and  hashed  small  in  the  Pall 
J/al'l  (?at«rf6,  happened  at  this  %-try  juncture  to  h.:;ve  no  other 
victim  ready  in  his  larder.  Philip  s  review  apr;eared  there  in 
print.  He  rushed  cfF  with  immense  glee  to  Westminister,  to 
show  us  his  performance.  Xotbing  must  contert  him  t-it  to  oi-.  e 
a  dinner  at 'Greenwich  on  his  sccccss.  Oh.  Pi-  iiio  1  We  'wi^h-d 
that  this  had  not  been  his  first  fee :  ard  that  soh^r  law  had  siven 
it  to  him,  and  not  the  graceless  and  fickle  mvise  with  wh.'m  he 
had  been  fl_rring.  For.  troth  to  say,  certain  trise  old  h.^ad3 
wLich  wagged  over  his  performance  could  see  hut  little  m-r't  in 
it.  His  style  was  eoaise.  his  wit  clnmsy  atd  saTaje.  Xever 
mind  characterizing  either  now.  He  has  seen  'he  --rror  of  ^  '^ 
ways,  and  divorced  with  the  muse  when]  he  never  o-^ht  to  have 
■wooed.  "     »  , 

The^  shrewd  Cassidy  r.ot  cr.ly  cctilJ  rot  ■wnte  himself  bat 
knew  he  could  not— or.  at  least,  p.  n  more  than  a  r>'ain  p'-a- 
graph.  or  a  brief  sentecce  :o  the  f  eint,  hut  said  he  -wouV  ca^v 
this  paper  to  his  chief  ^  "  His  Ex-kikncv''  -iras  the  ni  kr  (me  "r  V 
whieb  this  chief  was  called  cv  his  familiar ~.  Af';;--— r^Pre-'-^  ' 
ick  Mr.gford  was  his  real  naine— and  pn-r'Eo  or-t  "  f  ^:  '  -  '"•hit 
little  defect  in  his  character,  that  he  ccirmifed  &"<v^-.  msre  ''ht 
rary  murder  once  a  week,  a  more  ■^rcrthv.  rrcd-Va -'^^d  li-  'e 
murderer  did  not  live.  He  came  of  the  old  =■  hc^l  of  the  r-eV- 
Like  French  marshals,  he  had  riser,  hem  rb<.  rark«  ^rd' ..rained 
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some  of  tbe  manners  and  oddities  of  the  priTate  Boidier.  A  new 
race  of  iirriteis  h?A  grown  npsicce  he  enlisted  as  a  printer's  boy 
— men  of  the  world,  with  the  manners  of  other  gentlemen.  Mng- 
ford  ne\er  professed  the  least  gentility.  'He  knew  that  his  yonng 
men  laughed  at  his  peculiarities,  and  did  not  care  a  fig  for  their 
F.  orn.  As  the  knife  with  which  he  conveyed  his  rictuals  to  his 
month  'went  down  his  throat  at  the  plenteous  banquets  which  he 
gave,  he  saw  his  young  friends  wince  and  wor.der,  and  rather 
relished  their  surprise.  .  Those  lips  never  cared  in  the  least 
about  placing  his  A"s  in  right  places.  They  used  bad  language 
■i-ith  grfat  freedom — (to  hear  him  bullying  a  printing-office  was 
a  woriiJer  of  eloquence)— but  they  betrayed  no  secrets,  and  the 
words  which  tnev  uttered  vou  might  t:Tiit.  He  had  belonged  to 
two  or  thr'je  parties,  and  had  respected  i"  ■  ri  all.  When  he 
wer.L  to  the  Under-Secretary";  office  he  was  Ecver  kept  waiting; 
and  once  or  twice  !Mrs.  Mugford,  Tvho  governed  him,  ordered 
him  to  attend  the  Saturday  reception  cf  the  Ministers'  ladies, 
where  he  might  be  seen,  with  dirty  hands  it  is  true,  but  a  richly 
embroidered  waistcoat  and  fancy  satin  tie.  His  heart,  however, 
was  not  in  these  entertainments.  I  have  heard  him  say  that  he 
only  came  because  ^Irs.  M.  would  have  it :  and  he  frankly  owned 
tLat  he  •■  would  rather  ave  a  pipe  and  a  drop  of  something  "ot 
than  all  yoiir  ices  and  rubbish." 

Mug;Lidhad  a  curious  knowledge  cf  what  was  going  on  in 
the  world,  and  of  the  affairs  of  countless  people.  When  Cass, 
brought  Philip's  article  to  li's  r-.-^oellency.  and  mentioned  the  au- 
tiior"s  name.  Alugford  show.,.!  iiimseif  to  be  perfectlj'  familiar 
with  the  histories  of  Philip  and  his  father.  The  old  chap  has 
nobbled  the  young  fellow's  money,  almost  every  shilling  of  it,  I 
hear.  Knew  he  never  would  carry  on.  His  discounts  would 
have  killed  any  man.  Seen  his  paper  about  this  ten  year. 
Young  one  is  a  gentleman — ^passionate  fellow;  hawhaw  fellow, 
but  kind  to  the  poor.  Father  never  was  a  gentleman,  with  all  his 
fine  air.=  and  fine  waistcoats.  I  don't  set  up  in  that  line  myself, 
Cass.,  but  I  t«ll  yon  I  know  em  when  I  see  'em.'' 

Philip  had  friends  and  private  patrons  whose  influence  was 
great  with  the  Mugford  family,  and  of  whom  he  little  knew. 
Everv  vear  Mrs.  M.  was  in  the  habit  of  contributing  a  Mugford 
to  the  world.  She  was.one  of  airs.  Brandon's  most  regular  cli- 
ents ;  and  year  after  year,  almost  from  his  first  arrival  in  Lon- 
don, Ridley,  the  painter,  had  been  engaged  as  portr^ 
painter  to  ttis  worthy  family  Philip  and  his  illness  ; 
Philip  and  Lis  horses,  splendors,  and  entertainments  ; 
Philip  and  his  lamentable  dawnfaJl  and  ruin,  had  formed 
the  sn'oject  of  msny  an  interesting  talk  between  Mrs.  Mugford 
and  her  fri-.nd.  the  Little  Sister;  and  as  we  know  Caroline's 
infatuation  about  the  young  fellow,  we  may  suppose  that  his 
good  qualifies  lost  nothing  in  the  descn'ption.    When  that  Elr- 
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tide  in  the  Pall  Miill  Gazette  appeared,  Nurse  Brandon  took 
ihe  omnibus  to  Haverstoek  Hill,  wliere,  as  you  know,  Mugford 
Lad  his  villa ;  arrived  at  Mrs.  Mugford's,  Gazette  in  hand,  and 
bad  a  long  and  delightful  conversation  T/ith  that  lady.  Jili  s. 
Brandon  bought  I  don't  know  how  many  copies  of  that  Pall 
Mall  Gazette.  She  now  a.ked  for  it  repeatedly  in  her  walks  at 
sundry  ginger-beer  shops,  and  of  all  sorts  of  news-vendors.  I 
have  heard  that  when  the  Mugfords  first  purchased  the  Gazette 
Mrs.  M.  used  to  drop  bills  fi  om  her  pony-chai?f>,  and  distribute 
placards  setting  forth  the  uxuelleiice  of  the  journal.  "  "W^e  keep 
our  carriage,  but  we  ain't  above  our  business,  Brandon,"  that 
good  lady  would  say.  And  the  business  prospered  under  the 
management  of  these  worthy  .^olks  ;  and  the  pony-chaise  unfolded 
into  a  noble  barouche  ;  and  the  jjony  increased  and  muUiplied, 
and  -became  a  pair  of  horses  ;  and  there  was  not  a  richer  piece  of 
gold-lace  round  any  coachman's  hat  in  London  than  now  deco- 
rated John,  who  had  grown  with  the  growth  of  bis  master's  fort- 
unes, and  drove  the  chariot  in  which  his  worthy  employers  rode 
on  the  way  to  Hampstcad,  honor,  and  prosperity. 

"All  this  pitching'into  the  poet  is  ver)  well,  you  know,  Cas- 
sidy,"  says  Mugford  to  his  subordinate.  "  It 's  like  shooting  a 
butterfly  with  a  blunderbuss ;  .iiut  if  Firmin  likes  that  kind  o^ 
sport,  1  don't  mind.  There  won't  be  any  difficulty  about  taking 
bis  copy  at  our  place.  The  duchess  knows  another  old  woman 
who  is  a  friend  of  his  "  the  duchess  "  was  the  title  which  Mr. 
Mugford  was  in  the  playful  Jiabit  of  conferring  upon  his  wife). 
"  It 's  my  belief  young  P.  had  better  stick  to  the  law,  and  leave 
the  writing  rubbish  alone.  But  he  knows  his  own  affairs  best, 
and,  mind  you,  the  duchess  is  determined  we  shall  give  him  a 
helping  hand." 

Once,  in  the  dalys  of  his  prosperity,  and  in  J.  J.'s  company, 
Philip  had  visited  Mrs.  Mugford  and  her  family — a  circumstance 
which  the  gentleman  had  almost  -forgotten.  The  painter  and 
Lis  friend  were  taking  a  Sunday  walk,  and  came  upon  Mugford's 
pretty  cottage  and  garden,  and  were  hospitably  entertainccf  there, 
by  the  owners  of  the  place.  It  has  disappeared,  and  the  old" 
garden  has  long  since  been  covered  by  terraces  and  villas,  and 
Mugford  and  Mrs  M.,  good  souls,  where  are  they  '?  But  the'lady 
thought  she  had  never  seen  such  a  fine-looking  youn<r  fellow  as 
Philip  ;  cast  about  in  her  mind  wliicdi  of  her  htth-  female  Mu"-- 
fbrds  should  marry  him;  and  insisted  upon  ofFerinr.-  her  truest 
champagne. _  Poor  Phil!  So  you  ^ee,  while,  perhlps,  he  was 
rather  plummg  hmiscif  upon  his  hterary  talents,  and  ima^inin.r 
that  he  was  a  clever  fellow,  he  was  only  the  object  of  a  Tob  on 
the  part  of  two  or  three  good  folks  who  knew  his  history  and 
compassionated  his  misfortunes. 

Mugford  recalled  himself  to  Philip's  recollection,  when  thev 
met  after  the  appearance  of  Mr.  Phil's  first  performance  in  the 
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Gazette.  If  he  still  took  a  Sunday  walk,  Hampstead  way,  Mr. 
M.  requested  liim  to  remember  that  there  was  a  slice  of  beef  and 
a  glass  of  wine  at  the  old  shop.  Philip  remembered  it  well  enough 
noTy :  the  ugiv  room,  the  ugly  famjl)',  the  kind  worthy  people. 
Ere  long  he  learned  what  had  been  Mrs.  Brandon's  connection 
with  them,  and  the  young  man's  heart  was  softened  and  grateful 
as  he  thought  how  this  kind,  gentle  creature  had  been  able  to 
befriend  him.  She,  we  may  be  sure,  was  not  a  little  proud  of  her 
protege.  I  believe  she  grew  to  fancy  that  the  whole  newspaper 
Win  written  b}'  Philip.  She  made  her  fond  parent  read  it  aloud 
as  she  woiktd.  Mr;  Ridley,  Senior,  pronounced  it  was  remark- 
able fine,  really  now;  without,  I  chink,  entirely  comprehending 
the  meaning  of  the  sentiment-i  which  Mr.  Gann  gave  forth  in  his 
rich  loud  voice,  and  often  dropping  asleep  in  his  chair  during  this 
sermon. 

In  the  autumn,  Mr.  Firmin's  friends,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Pendennis, 
selected  the  roma'tttic  seaport  town  of  Boulogne  for  their  holi- 
day residence ;  and  having  roomy  quarters  in  the  old  town,  we 
gave  Mr.  Philip  an  invitation  to  pay  us  a  visit  wl-.enever  he  could 
tear  himself  away  from  literature  and  law.  He  came  in  higli 
spirits.  He  anmsed  us  by  imitations  and  descriptions  of  his  new 
proprietor  and  master,  Mr.  Alugford — his  blunders,  his  bM  lan- 
guage, his  good  heart.  One  day  Mugford  expected  a  celebrated 
literary  character  to  dinner,  and  Philip  and  Cdssidy  were  invited 
to  meet  him.  The  great  man  was  ill,  and  was  unable  to  come. 
"  Don't  dish  up  the  side-dishes,"  called  out  Mugford  to  his  cook, 
in  the  hearing  jof  his  other  guests.  "  Mr.  Lyon  ain't  a  coming." 
They  dined  quite  sulEc;ieriLly  without  the  side-dishes,  and  were 
perfectly  cheerful  in  the  absence  of  the  lion.  Mugford  patron- 
ized his  young  men  with  amusing  good-nature.  "  Firmin,  cut 
the  goose  for  the  duchess,  will  you  V  Cass,  can't  say  Bo  !  to  one, 
he  can't.  Ridley,  a  little  of  the_stuffing.  It  '11  mafee  your  hair 
curl."  And  Philip  was  going  to'  imitate  a  frightftil  act  with  the 
cold  steel  (with  which  I  have  said  Phihp's  master  used  to  convey 
food  to  his  mouth),  but  our  dear  innocent  third  daughter  uttered 
a  shriek  of  terror,  which  caused  him  to  drop  the  dreadful  weapon. 
Our  darling  little  Florence  is  a  nervous  child,  and  the  sight  of 
an  edged  tool  causes  her  anguish,  ever  since  our  darling  Httie 
Tom  nearly  cut  his  thumb  off  with  his  father's  razor. 

Our  main  amusement  in  this  delightful  place  was  to  look  at 
the  sea-sick  landing Trom  the  steamers;  and  one  day,  as  we  wit- 
nessed this  phenomenon,  Philip  sprang  to  the  ropes  which  divided 
us  from  the  arriving  passengers,  and  with  a  cry  of  "  How  do  you 
do,  general  ?"  greeted  a  yellow-faced  gentleman,  wlio  started 
back,  and,  to  my  thinking,  seemed  but  ill  inclined  to  reciprocate 
Philip's  friendly  greeting.  The  general  was  flattered,  no  doubt, 
by  the  bustle  and.  inten'uptions  incidental  to  the  landing.  A 
pallid  lady,  the  partner  of  his  existence  probably,  was  calling 
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out :  "  Noof  et  doo  domestiques,  Doo  !"'  to  the  sentries  who  kept 
the  line,  and  who  seemed  little  interested  by  this  fomily  new?. 
A  povernosp,  a  tall  young  lady,  and  several  more  male  and  female 
children,  followed  the  pale  lady,  who,  as  I  thougiit,  looked 
Btranfcely  frightened  when  the  gentleman  addressed  as  general 
communicated  to  her  Philip's  name.  "Is  that  him?"  said  the 
lady  in  questionable  grammar;  and  the  tall  young  lady  turned 
a  pair  of  large  eyes  upon  the  individual  designated  as  "  him,'" 
and  showed  a  pair  of  dark  ringlets,  out  of  which  the  envious  sea- 
nymphs  had  sliaken  all  the  curl. 

The  general  turned  out  to  be  General  Bayncs;  the  pale  lady 
was  Mrs.  General  B. ;  the  tall  young  lady  was  Miss  Cbarlotte 
Baynes,  the  general's  eldest  child  ;  and  the  other  si.x,  forming 
nine,  or  "  noof,"  in  all,  as  Mrs.  General  B.  said,  were  the  other 
members  of  -the  Baynes  family.  And  here  T  may  as  well  say  why 
the  general  looked  alarmed  on  seeing  Philip,  and  why  the  gen- 
eral's lady  frowned  at  him.  In  action,  one  of  the  bravest  of  men, 
in  common  life  General  Baynes  was  timorous  and  weak.  Spe- 
cially he  was  afraid  of  Mrs.  General  Baynes,  who  ruled  him  with 
a  vigorous  authority.  As  Philip's  trustee,  he  had  allowed  Philip's 
father  to  make  away  with  the  boy's  money.  He  Jearncd  with  a 
ghastl}»terror  that  he  was  answerable  for  his  own  remissness  and 
want  of  care.  For  a  long  while  he  did  not  dare  to  tell  his  com- 
mander-in-chief of  this  dreadful  penalty  which  was  hanging  over 
him.  When  at  last  he  ventured  upon  this  confession,  I  do  not 
envy  him  the  scene  which  must  have  ensued  between  him  and 
his  commanding  officer.  The  morning  after  the  fatal  confession, 
when  the  children  assembled  for  breakfast  and  prayers,  Mrs. 
Baynes  gave  the  young  ones  their  porridge  ;  she  and  Charlotte 
poured  out  the  tea  and  coffee  for  the  elders,  and  then  addressing 
her  eldest  son  Ochterlonj',  she  said,  "  Oeky,  my  boy,  the  general 
has  announced  a  charming  piece  of  news  this  morning." 

"  Bought  that  pony,  sir  ?"  says  Ocky. 

"  Oh,  what  jolly  fun  !"  says  I\Ioira,.the  second  son. 

"  Dear,  dear  papa !  what 's  the  matter,  and  why  do  you  look 
so     cries  Charlotte,  looking  behind  her  father's  paper. 

That  guilt}'  man  would  fain  have  made  a  shroud  of  his  J/orw- 
ing  Herald.  He  would  have  flung  the  sheet  over  his  whole  body, 
and  lain  liidden  there  from  all  eyes. 

"  The  fun,  my  dears,  is,  that  your  father  is  ruined  :  that 's  the 
fun.  Eat  your  porridge  now,  little  ones.  Charlotte,  pop  a  bit 
of  butter  in  Carricks  porridge,  for  you  mayn't  have  any  to- 
moi'row  .  " 

"  Oh,  gammon,"  cries  Moira. 

"  You  '11  soon  see  whether  it  is  gammon  or  not,  sir,  when  you  '"11 
be  starving,  sir.  Your  father  has  ruined  us — and  a  very  pleasant 
morning's  work,  I  am  sure." 

And  <he  calmly  rubs  the  nose  of  her  youngest  child  who  is 


ON"   HIS   WAY  THROUGH   THE  WOT!LT>. 


175 


near  her,  and  too  young,  and  innocent,  and  careless,  tierhaps,  of 
the  world  s  censure  as  yet  to  keep  in  strict  cleanliness  her  own 
dear  little  snub  nose  and  dappled  cheeks. 

"  We  are  only  ruined,  and  shall  be  starving  soon,  my  dears, 
and  if  the  general  has  bought  a  pony — as  I  dare  say  he  has ;  he 
is  quite  capable  of  buing  a  pony  when  we  are  starving — the  best 
thing  we  can  do  is  to  eat  the  pony.  M'Grigor,  don't  laugh. 
Starvation  is  no  laughing  matter.  When  wo  were  at  Dumdum, 
in  '36,  we  ate  some  colt.  Don't  you  remember  Jubbor's  colt — 
Jubber  of  the  Horse  Artillery,  general?  Never  tasted  anything 
more  tender  in  all  my  life.  Charlotte,  take  Jany's  hands  out  of. 
the  marmalade!  "We  are  all  ruined,  my  dears,  as  sure  as  our 
name  is  Baynes."  Thus  did  the  mother  of  the  family  prattle  on 
in  the  midst  of  her  little  ones,  and  announce  to  them  the  dread- 
ful news  of  impending  starvation.  "  General  Baynes,  by  his 
carelessness,  had  allowed  Dr.  Firmin  to  make  away  with  the 
money  over  which  the  general  bad  been  set  as  sentinel.  Philip 
might  recover  from  the  trustee,  and  no  doubt  would.  Perhaps 
he  would  not  press  his  claim?  My  dear,  what  can  you  expect 
from  the  son  of  such  a  father  ?  Depend  on  it,  Charlotte,  no 
good  fruit  can  come  from  a  stock  like  that.  The  son  is  a  bad  one, 
the  father  is  a  bad  one,  and  your  father,  poor  dear  soul,  is  not  fit 
to  be  trusted  to  walk  the  street  without  somo,  one  to  keep  him 
from  tumbling.  Why  did  I  allow  him  to  go  to  town  without  me  ? 
We  were  quartered  at  Colchester  then  :  and  I  could  not  move 
on  account  of  your  brother. M'Grigor.  'Baynes,'  1  said  to  your 
father,  '  as  sure  as  I  let  you  go  away  to  town  without  me,  you 
will  come  to  mischief.'  And  go  he  did,  and  come  to  mischief  he 
did.  And  through  his  folly  I  and  my  poor  children  must  go  and 
beg  our  bread  in  the  streets — I^nd  my  seven  poor,  robbed,  pen- 
niless little  ones.    Oh,  it 's  cruel,  cruel !" 

Indeed,  one  can  not  fancy  a  more  dismal  prospect  for  this 
woi'thy  mother  and  wife  than  to  see  her  children  without  pro- 
vision at  the  commencement  of  their  lives,  and  her  luckless  hus- 
band robbed  of  his  life's  earnings,  and  ruined  just  when  he  was 
too  old  to  work. 

What  was  to  become  of  them  ?  Now  poor  Charlotte  thought, 
v/ith  pangs  of  a  keen  remorse,  how  idle  she  had  been,  and  bow 
she  bad  snubbed  her  governesses,  and  how  little  she  knew,  and 
how  badly  she  played  the  piano.  Oh,  neglected  opportunities  ! 
Oh,  remorse,  now  the  time  was  past  and  irrecoverable  I  Doe.9 
any  young  lady  read  this  who,  perchance,  ought  to  be-doing  her 
lessons  ?  i\Iy  dear,  lay  down  the  story-book  at  once.  Go  up  to 
your  school-room,  and  practice  your  piano  for  two  hours  this  mo- 
ment, so  that  you  may  be  ■  prepared  to  support  your  family, 
should  ruin  in  any  case  fall  upon  you.  A  great  girl  of  sixteen,  I 
pity  Charlotte  Baynes'  feelings  of  anguish.  She  can't  write  a 
verv  gorjiJ  band;  she  cnri  scarctly  answer  any  questiop  to  speak 


176 


THE  ADVENTURES  OF  PHILIP 


of  in  any  educational  books;  her  pianO'forte  playing  is  very,  very 
so-so  indeed.  If  she  is  to  go  ont  and  get  a  living  for  the  family, 
how,  in  the  name  of  goodness,  is  she  to  set  about  it  ?  What  are 
they  to  do  with  the  boys,  and  the  money  that  has  been  put  away 
for  Oi;hterlony  when  he  goes  to  college,  and  for  Molra's  commis- 
sioa  ?  "  Why,  we  can't  afford  to  keep  them  at  Dr.  Pybns', 
where  they  were  doing  so  well;  and  they  were  ever  so  much 
better  and  more  gentlemanlike  than  Colonel  Chandler's  boys; 
and  to  lose  the  army  will  break  Moira's  heart,  it  will.  And  the 
little  ones — my  little  blue-eyed  Carrick,  and  my  darling  Jan y, 
and  my  Mary,  that  I  nursed  almost  miraculously  out  of  her  scar- 
let-fever. God  help  them !  God  help  us  all !''  thinks  the  poor 
mother.  No  wonder  that  her  nights  are  wakeful,  and  her  heart 
in  a  tumult  of  alarm  at  the  idea  of  the  impending  danger. 

Arid  the  father  of  the  family — the  stout  old  general  whose 
battles  and  campaigns  are  over,  who  has  come  home  to  rest  his 
war-worn  limbs,  and  make  his  peace  with  Heaven  ere  it  calls 
him  away — what  must  be  his  feelings  when  he  thinks  that  he  has 
been  entrapped  by  a  villain  into  committing  an  imprudence, 
which  makes  his  children  penniless' and  himself  dishonored  and 
a  beggar  ?  When  he  found  what  Dr.  Firmia  had  done,  and  how 
he  had  been  cheated,  he  wont  away,  aghast,  to  his  lawyer,  who 
could  give  him  no  help.  Philip's  mother's  trustee  was  answer- 
able to  Philip  for  his  properly.  It  had  been  stolen  through 
Baynes  own  carelessness,  and  the  law  bound  him  to  replace  it. 
General  Baynes'  man  of  business  could  not  help  him  out  of  his 
perplexity  at  all ;  and  I  hope  my  worthy  reader  is  not  going  to 
be  too  angry  with  the  general  for  what  I  own  he  did.  You  ne  ver 
would,  my  dear  sir,  I  know.  No  power,  on  earth  would  induce 
you  to  depart  one  inch  from  the  path  of  rectitude;  or,  having 
done  an  act  of  imprudence,  to  shrink  from  bearing  the  .conse- 
quence. The  long  and  short  of  the  matter  is,  that  poor  Baynes 
and  his  wife,  after  holding  agitated,  stealthy  councils  together — 
after  believing  that  every  strange  face  they  saw  was  a  bailiiF's 
coming  to  arrest  them  on  Philip's  account — after  horrible  days 
of  remorse,  misery,  guilt — I  say,  the  long  and  the  short  of  the 
matter  was,  that  these  poor  people  determined  to  run  awav. 
They  would  go  and  hide  themselves  anywhere — in  an  impenetra- 
ble pine-forest  in  Norway — up  an  inaccessible  mountain  in  S  witz- 
eriand.  They  would  change  their  names;  dye  their  mustaches 
and  honest  old  white  hair;  fly  with  their  little  ones  awav,  away, 
out  of  the  reach  of  law  and  Philip ;  and  the  first  flight  lands 
them  on  Boulogne  Pier,  and  there  is  Mr.  Philip  holdin<j-  out  his 
hand  and  actually  _  eying  them  as  they  got  out  of  the  steamer  I 
Eying  them  V  It  is  the  eye  of  Heaven  that  is  on  those  criminals.' 
Holding  out  his  hand  to  them  ?  It  is  the  hand  of  Fate  liiat  is  oii 
their  wretched  shoulders.  No  wonder  they  shuddered  and  turn- 
ed pale.    That  which  I  took  /or  sca-sickness,  I  am  sorry  to  say, 
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■was. a  gmlty  conscience;  and  where  is  the  steward;  my  dear 
friends,  who  can  relieve  us  of"  that  ? 

As  this  party  came  staggering  out  of  the  custom-house,  poor 
Baynes  still  found  Philip's  hand  stretched  out  to  catch  hold  of 
him,  and  saluted  him  with  a  ghastly  cordiality.  "  These  are  your 
children,  general,  and  this  is  Mrs.  Baynes  ?"  says  Philip,  smilinw, 
and  taking  off  his  hat. 

"  Oh,  yes !  I 'm  Mrs.  General  Baynes  I"  says  the  poor  woman ; 
"  and  these  are  the  children — yes,  yes.  Charlotte,  this  is  Mr. 
Firmin,  of  whom  you  have  heard  us  speak ;  and  these  are  my 
boys,  Moira  and  Ochterlony." 

"  I  have  had  the  honor  of  meeting  General  Baynes  at  Old  Parr 
street.  Don't  you  remember,  sirV"  says  Mr.  Pendennis,  with 
great  affability,  to  the  general. 

"  What,  another  who  knows  me  ?"  I  dare  say  the  poor  wretch 
thinks;  and  glances  of  a  dreadful  meaning  pass  between  the 
guilty  wife  and  the  guilty  husband. 

"  You  are  going  to  stay  at  any  hotel  ?" 

"Hotel  des  Bains!"  "  Hdtel  du  Nord!"  "  H6tel  d'Angle- 
terre !"  here  cry  twenty  commissioners  in  a  breath. 

"  Hotel !  Oh,  yes !  That  is,  we  have  not  made  up  our  minds 
whether  we  shall  go  on  to-night  or  whether  we  shall  stay,"  say 
those  guilty  ones,  looking  at  one  another,  and  then  down  to  the 
ground;  on  which  one  of  the  children,  with  a  roar,  says — 

"  Oh,  ma,  what  a  story  !  You  said  you 'd  stay  to-night ;  and  I 
was  so  sick  in  the  beastly  boat,  and  1  won't  travel  any  more!" 
and  tears  choke  bis  artless  utterance.  "And  you  said  Bang  to 
the  man  who  took  your  keys ;  you  know  you  did,"  resumes  the 
innocent,  as  soon  as  he  can  gasp  a  further  remark. 

"  Who  told  you  to  speak  ?"  cried  mamma,  giving  the  boy  a 
shake. 

"  This  is  the  way  to  the  Hotel  des  Bains,"  says  Philip,  making 
Miss  Baynes  another  of  his  best  bows.  And  Miss  Baynes  makes 
a  courtesy,  and  her  eyes  look  up  at  the  handsome  young  man — 
large  brown  honest  eyes  in  a  comely  round  face,  on  each  side  of 
which  depend  two  straight  wisps  of  brown  hair  that  were  ringlets 
when  they  left  Folkestone  a  few  hours  since. 

"  Oh,  1  say,  look  at  those  women  with  the  short  petticoats ! 
and  wooden  shoes,  by  George !  Oh,  it 's  jolly,  ain't  it  ?"  cries  one 
young  gentleman. 

"  By  George,  there  's  a  man  with  ear-rings  on  I  There  is, 
Ocky,  upon  my  word !"  calls  out  another.  And  the  elder  boy, 
turning  round  to  his  father,  points  to  some  soldiers.  "  Did  you 
ever  see  such  little  beggars  ?"  he  says,  tossing  his  head  up. 
"  They  would  n't  take  such  fellows  into  our  line." 

"  I  am  not  at  all  tired,  thank  you,"  says  Charlotte.  "  I  am  ac- 
customed \o  carry  him."  I  forgot  to  say  that  the  young  lady  had 
one  of  the  children  asleep  on  her  shoulder,  and  another  was  tod- 
18 
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dlinw  at  her  side,  holding  by  his  sister's  dress,  and  admiring  Mr. 
Firmin's  whiskers,  that  flamed  and  curled  very  luminously  and 
(rioriously,  like  to  the  rays  of  the  setting  sun. 

"  I  am  very  glad  we  met,  sir,"  says  Philip,  in  the  most  friendly 
manner,  taking  leave  of  the  general  at  the  gate  of  his  hotel.  "  I 
hope  you  won't  go  away  to-morrow,  and  that  I  may  come  and 
pay  my  respects  to  Mrs.  Baynes."  Again  he  salutes  that  lady 
with  a  coup  de  diapeau.  Agam  he  bows  to  Miss  Baynes.  She 
makes  a  pretty  courtesy  enough,  considering  that  she  has  a  baby 
asleep  on  her  shoulder.  And  they  enter  the  hotel,  the  excellent 
Marie  marshalling  them  to  fitting  apartments,  where  some  of  them, 
1  have  no  doubt,  will  sleep  very  soundly.  How  much  more  com- 
fortably might  poor  Baynes  and,  his  wife  have  slept  had  they 
known  what  were  Philip's  feelings  regarding  them! 

We  both  admired  Charlotte,  the  tall  girl  who  carried  her  little 
brother,  and  around  whom  the  others  clung.  And  we  spoke 
loudly  in  Miss  Charlotte's  praises  to  Mrs.  Pendennis,  when, we 
joined  that  lady  at  dinner.  In  the  praise  of  Mrs.  Baynes  we  had 
not  a  great  deal  to  say,  further  than  that  she  seemed  to  take  com- 
mand of  the  whole  expedition,  including  the  general  officer,  her 
husband. 

Though  Marie's  beds  at  the  Hotel  des  Bains  are  as  comfortable 
as  any  beds  in  Europe,  you  see  that  admirable  chambermaid  can 
not  lay  out  a  clean,  easy  conscience  upon  the  clean,  fragrant 
pillow-case :  and  General  and  Mrs.  Baynes  owned,  in  after-days, 
that  one  of  the  most  dreadful  nights  they  ever  passed  was  that  of 
their  first  landing  in  France.  What  refugee  from  his  country 
can  fly  from  himself?  Railways  were  not  as  yet  in  that  part  of 
France.  The  general  was  too  poor  to  fly  with  a  couple  of  private 
carriages,_which  he  must  have  had  for  his  family  of  "  noof,"  his 
governess',  and  two  servants.  Encumbered  with  such  a  train,  his 
enemy  would  speedily  have  pursued  and  overtaken  him.  It  is  a 
fact  that,  immediately  after  landing  at  his  hotel,  he  and  his  com- 
manding officer  went  off  to  see  when  they  could  get  places  for  

never  mind  the  name  of  the  place  where  they  really  thought  of 
taking  refuge.  They  never  told,  but  Mrs.  General  Baynes  had 
a  sister,  Mrs.  Major  MacWhirter  (married  to  MacW.  of  the  Ben- 
gal Cavalry),  and  the  sisters  loved  each  other  very  aflfectionately, 
especially  by  letter,  for  it  must  be  owned  that  they  quarrelled 
frightfully  when  together;  and  Mrs.  MacWhirter  never  dould 
bear  that  her  younger  sister  should  be  taken  out  to  dinner  before 
her,  because  she  was  married  to  a  superior  officer.  Well  their 
little  differences  were  forgotten  when  the  two  ladies  were  apart 
The  sisters  wrote  to  each  other  prodigi(jjis  long  letters,  in  which 
household  affairs,  the  chddren's  puerile  diseases,  the  relative 
prices  of  veal,  eggs,  chickens,  the  rent  of  lodging  and  houses  in 
various  places,  were  fully  discussed.  And  as  Mrs.  Baynes  showed 
a  surprismg  knowledge  of  Tours,  the  markets,  rents,  clergymen 
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society  there,  and  as  Major  aod  Mrs.  Mae  were  staying  there,  I 
have  little  doubt,  for  my  part,  from  this  and  another  not  unim- 
portant circumstance,  that  it  was  to  that  fair  city  our  fugitives 
were  wending  their  way,  when  events  occurred  which  must  now 
be  narrated,  and  which  caused  General  Baynes,  at  the  head  of 
his  domestic  regiment,  to  do  what  the  King  of  France  with  twen- 
ty thousand  men  is  said  to  have  done  in  old  times. 

Philip  was  greatly  interested  about  the  family.  The  truth  is^ 
we  were  all  very  much  bored  at  Boulogne.  We  read  the  feeblest 
London  papers  at  the  reading-room  with  frantic  assiduity.  We 
saw  all  the  boats  come  in :  and  the  day  was  lost  when  we  missed 
the  Folkestone  boat  or  the  London  boat.  We  consumed  much 
time  and  absinthe  at  cafes ;  and  tramped  leagues  upon  that  -old 
pier  every  day.  Well,  Philip  was  at  the  Hotel  des  Bains  at  a 
very  early  hour  next  morning,  and  there  he  saw  the  general, 
with  a  very  woeworn  face,  leaning  on  his  stick  and  looking  at 
his  luggage,  as  it  lay  piled  in  the  porte-cochere  of  the  hotel. 
There  they  lay,  thirty-seven  packages  in  all,  indulging  washing- 
tubs  and  a  child's  India  sleeping-cot;  and  all  these  packages 
were  ticketed  M.  le  General  Baynes,  Officier  Anglais, 
ToTJRS,  TouRAiNE,  FRANCE.  I  say,  putting  two  and  two  to- 
gether ;  calling  to  mind  Mrs.  General's  singular  knowledge  of 
Tours  and  familiarity  with  the  place  and  its  prices ;  remembering 
that  her  sister  Emily — Mrs.  Major  MacWhirter,  in  fact — was 
there ;  and  seeing  thirty-seven  trunks,  bags,  and  portmanteaus, 
all  directed  "  M.  le  General  Baynes,  Officier  Anglais,  Tours, 
Touraine,"  am  I  wrong  in  supposing  that  Tours  was  the  general's 
destination  ?  On  the  other  hand,  we  have  the  old  officer's  dec- 
laration to  Philip  that  he  did  not  know  where  he  was  going.  Oh, 
you  sly  old  man  !  Oh,  you  gray  old  fox,  beginning  to  double  and 
to  turn  at  sixty-seven  years  of  age !  Well  ?  The  general  was 
in  retreat,  and  he  did  not  wish  the  enemy  to  know  upon  what 
lines  he  was  retreating.  What  is  the  harm  of  that,  pray  ?  Be- 
sides, he  was  under  the  orders  of  his  commanding  officer,  and 
when  Mrs.  General  gave  her  orders,  I  should  have  liked  to  see 
any  officer  of  her's  disobey. 

"  What  a  pyramid  of  portmanteaus !  You  are  not  thinking  of 
moving  to-day,' general  V"  says  Philip. 

"It  IS  Sunday,  sir,"  says  the  general ;  which  you  will  perceive 
was  not  answering  the  question ;  but,  in  truth,  except  for  a  very 
great  emergency,  the  good  general  would  not  travel  on  that  day. 

"  I  hope  the  ladies  slept  well  after  their  windy  voyage." 

"  Thank  you.  My  wife  is  an  old  sailor,  and  has  made  two' 
voyages  out  and  home  to  India."  Here,  you  understand,  the  old 
man  is  again  eluding  his  interlocutor's  artless  queries. 

"  I  should  like  to  liave  some  talk  with  you,  sir,  when  you  are 
free,"  continues  Philip,  not  having  leisure  as  yet  to  be  surprised 
at  the  other's  demeanor. 
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"  There  are  other  days  besides  Sunday  for  talk  on  business," 
says  that  piteous  sly-boots  of  an  old  officer.  Ah,  conscience ! 
conscience  !  Twenty-four  Sikhs,  sword  in  hand,  two  dozen  Pin- 
darries,  Mahrattas,  Ghoorkas,  what  you  please — that  old  man 
felt  that  he  would  rather  have  met  them,  than  Philip's  unsus- 
pecting blue  eyes.  These,  however,  now  lighted  up  with  rather 
an  angry  "  Well,  sir,  as  you  don't  t&,lk  business  on  Sunday,  may 
I  call  on  you  to-morrow  morning  V" 

And  what  advantage  had  the  poor  old  fellow  got  by  all  this 
doubling,  and  hesitating,  and  artfulness  ? — a  respite  until  to-mor- 
row morning  I  Another  night  of  horrible  wakefulness  and  hope- 
less guilt,  and  Philip,  waiting  ready  the  next  morning  with  his 
little  bill,  and  "  Please  pay  me  the  thirty  thousand  which  my 
father  spent  and  you  owe  me.  Please  turn  out  into  the  streets 
with  your  wife  and  family,  and  beg  and  starve.  Have  the  good- 
ness to  hand  me  out  your  last  rupee.  Be  kind  enough  to  sell 
your  children's  clothes  and  your  wife's  jewels,  and  band  over  the 
proceeds  to  rtie.    I  '11  call  to-morrow.  By-by." 

Here  there  came  tripping  over  the  marble  .pavement  of  the 
hall  of  the  hotel  a  tall  young  lady  in  a  brown  silk  dress  and  rich 
curling  ringlets  falling  upon  her  fair  young  neck — beautiful 
brown  curling  ringlets,  vous  comprenez,  not  wisps  of  moistened 
hair,  and  a  broad  clear  forehead,  and  two  honest  eyes  shining 
below  it,  and  cheeks  not  pale  as  they  were  yesterday  ;  and  lips 
redder  still ;  and  she  says,  "  Papa,  papa,  won't  you  come  to  break- 
fast ?  The  tea  is — "  What  the  precise  state  of  the  tea  is  I  don't 
know — none  of  us  ever  shall — for  here  she  says,  "  Oh,  Mr.  Fir- 
min  !"  and  makes  a  courtesy. 

To  which  remark  Philip  replied,  "  Miss  Baynes,  I  hope  you  are 
very  well  this  morning,  and  not  the  worse  for  yesterday's  rough 
weather." 

'•'  I  am  quite  well,  tlaank  you,"  was  Miss  Baynes'  instant  reply. 
The  answer  was  not  witty,  to  be  sure ;  but  I  don't  know  that, 
under  the  circumstances,  she  could  have  said  anything  more  ap- 
propriate. Indeed,  never  was  a  pleasanter  picture  of  health  and 
good-humor  than  the  young  lady  presented :  a  difference  more 
pleasant  to  note  than  Miss  Charlotte's  face  pale  from  the  steam- 
boat on  Saturday,  and  shining,  rosy,  happy,  and  innocent,  in  the 
cloudless  Sabbath  morn. 


A  Madame, 
Madame  le  Major  MaoWhirter, 
a  Tours, 

Touraine, 
Prance. 

TlNTELLERIES,  BoULOGNE-SUR-MEn, 

Wednesday,  August  24,  18—. 
Dearest  Emily  :  After  suffering  more  dreadfally  in  the  two  honrti' 
passage  from  Folkestone  to  this  place  than  T  have  in  four  passages  out 
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and  home  from  India,  except  in  that  terrible  storm  off  the  Cape,  in  Sep- 
tember, 1824,  when  I  certainly  did  suffer  most  cruelly  on  board  that 
horrible  troop-ship,  we  reached  this  place  last  Saturday  evening,  hav- 
ing a  fvll  determination  to  proceed  immediately  on  our  route.  Now,  you 
will  pe^'ceive  that  our  minds  are  ohangsd.  We  found  this  place  pleas- 
ant, and  the  lodgings  besides  most  neat,  comfortable,  and  well  found  in 
everything,  more  reasonable  than  you  proposed  to  get  for  us  at  Tours, 
which  I  am  told  also  is  damp,  and  might  bring  on  the  general's  jungle 
fever  again.  Owing  to  the  whooping-cough  having  just  been  in  the  house, 
which,  praised  be  mercy,  all  my  dear  ones  have  had  it,  includiiig  dear 
baby,  who  is  quite  well  through  it,  and  recommended  sea-ai  * we  got 
this  house  more  reasonable  than  prices  you  mention  at  Tours.  A  whole 
house :  little  room  for  two  boys  ;  nursery ;  nice  little  room  for  Sharlotte, 
and  a  deti  for  the  general.  I  don't  know  how  ever  we  should  have 
brought  our  party  safe  all  the  way  to  Tours.  Thirty-seven  articles  of 
luggage,  and  Miss  Flixby,  who  announced  herself  as  perfect  French 
governess,  acquired  at  Paris — perfect,  btit  perfectly  useless.  She  can't 
understand  the  French  people  when  they  speak  to  her,  and  goes  about 
the  house  in  a  most  bewildering  way.  I  am  the  interpreter ;  poor  Char- 
lotte is  much  too  timid  to  speak  when  I  am  by.  I  have  rubbed  up  the 
old  French  which  we  learned  at  Chiswick  at  Miss  Pinkcrton's ;  and  I 
find  my  Hindostonee  of  great  help :  which  I  use  it  when  we  are  at  a  loss 
for  a  word,  and  it  answers  extremely  well.  We  pay  for  lodgings,  the 
whole  house,  francs  per  month.  Butcher's  meat  and  poultry  plen- 
tiful but  dear.  A  grocer  in  the  Grand  Rue  sell  excellent  wine  at  fi"f- 
teenpence  per  bottle ;  and  groceries  pretty  much  at  English  prices.  Mr. 
Blowman,  at  the  English  chapel  of  the  Tintelleries,  has  a  fine  voice,  and 
appears  to  be  a  most  excellent  clergyman.  I  have  heard  him  only  once, 
however,  on  Sunday  evening,  when  I  was  so  agitated  and  so  unhappy 
in  my  mind  that  I  own  I  took  little  note  of  his  sermon. 

The  cause  of  that  agitation  you  know,  having  imparted  it  to  you  in 
my  letters  of  July,  June,  and  24th  of  May,  ult.  My  poor  simple,  guile- 
less Baynes  was  trustee  to  Mrs.  Dr.  ,pH:jnin,  before  she  married  that 
most  unprincipled  man.  When  we  were  at  home  last,  and  exchanged 
to  the  120th  from  the  99th,  my  poor  husband  was  inveigled  by  the  hor- 
rid man  into  signing  a  paper  which  put  the  doctor  in  possession  of  all 
his  wife's  property  ;  whereas  Charles  thotight  he  was  only  signing  a 
power  of  attorney,  enabling  him  to  receive  his  son's  dividends.  Dr.  F., 
after  the  most  atrocious  deceit,  forgery,  and  criminality  of  every  kind, 
fled  the  country  ;  and  Hunt  and  Pegler,  our  solicitors,  informed  us  that 
the  general  Was  answerable  for  the  wickedness  of  this  miscreant.  He  is 
80  weak  that  he  has  been  many  and  marty  times  on  the  point  of  going  to 
young  Mr.  F.  and  giving  up  everything.  It  was  only  by  my  prayers,  by 
my  commands,  that  I  have  been  enabled  to  keep  him  quiet ;  and,  indeed, 
Emily,  the  effort  has  almost  killed  him.  Brandy  repeatedly  I  was 
obliged  to  administer  on  the  dreadful  night  of  our  arrival  here. 

For  the  first  person  we  met  on  landing  was  Mr.  Philip  Firmin,  ivith 
apert  friend  of  his,  Mr.  Pendennis,  whom  I  don't  at  all  like,  though  his 
wife  is  an  amiable  person  like  Emma  Fletcher  of  the  Horse  Artillery : 
not  with  Emma's  style,  however,  but  still  amiable,  and  disposed  to  be 
most  civil.  Charlotte  has  taken  a  great  fancy  to  her,  as  she  always 
does  to  every  new  person.  Well,  fancy  our  state  on  landing,  when  a 
young  gentleman  calls  out,  "  How  do  you  do,  general  ?"  and  turns  out 
to  be  Mr.  Firmin  !  I  thought  I  should  have  lost  Charles  in  the  night. 
I  have  seen  him  before  going  into  action  as  calm,  and  sleep  and  smile 
as  sweet  as  any  habe.     It  was  all  I  could  do  to  keep  up  hig  courage  : 
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and,  but  for  me,  but  for  my  prayers,  but  for  my  acfonies,  I  think  he  would 
have  Jumped  out  of  bed,  and  gone  to  Mr.  P.  that  niyht,  and  said,  "  Take 
everything  I  have." 

The  young  man  I  own  has  behaved  in  tTie  most  Jmnorable  way.  He 
came  to  see  us  before  breakfast  on  Sunday,  when  the  poor  general  was 
so  ill  that  I  thought  he  would  have  fainted  over  his  tea.  He  was  too  ill 
to  go  to  church,  where  I  went  alone,  with  my  dear  ones,  having,  as  I 
own,  but  very  small  comfort  in  the  sermon  :  but  oh,  Emily,  fancy,  on 
our  return,  when  I  went  into  our  room,  I  found  my  general  on  his  knees 
with  his  church  service  before  him,'  crying,  crying  like  a  baby !  You 
know  I  am  hasty  in  my  temper  sometimes,  and  his  is  indeed  an  angel's 
— and  I  said  to  him,  "  Charles  Baynes,  be  a  man,  and  don't  cry  like  a 
child  \"  "Ah,"  says  he,  "  Eliza,  do  you  kneel,  and  thank  God  too  ;"  on 
which  I  said  that  I  thought  I  did  not  require  instruction  in  my  religion 
from  him  or  any  man,  except  a  clergyman,  and  many  of  these  are  but 
poor  instructors,  as  you  Jcnow, 

"  He  has'beeu  here,"  says  Charles  ,■  when  I  said,  "  Who  has  been 
here  ?"  "  That  noble  young  fellow,"  says  my  general ;  "  that  noble,  noble 
Philip  Eirmin."  Which  noble  his  conduct  I  own  it  has  been.  "While 
you  were  at  church  he  came  again — here  into  this  very  room,  where  I 
was  sitting,  doubting  and  despairing,  with  the  Holy  Book  before  my 
eyes,  and'no  comfort  out  of  it.  And  he  said  to  me,  '  General,  I  want  to 
talk  to  you  about -my  grandfather's  will.  You  don't  suppose  that  be- 
causa  my  father  has  deceived  you  and  ruined  mo,  I  will  carry  the  ruin 
farther,  and  visit  his  wrong  upon  children  and  innocent  people  ?'  Those 
were  the  young  man's  words,"  my  general  said ;  and,  "  oh,  Eliza !"  says 
he,  "  what  pangs  of  remorse  I  felt  when  I  remembered  we  had  used  hard 
words  about  him,"  which  I  own  we  had,  for  his  manners  are  rough  and 
haughty,  and  I  have  heard  things  of  him  which  I  do  believe  now  can't 
be  true. 

All  Monday  my  poor  man  was  obliged  to  keep  his  bed  with  a  smart 
attack  of  his  fever.  But  yesterday  he  was  quite  bright  and  well  again, 
and  the  Pendennis  party  tookCiliarlotte  for  a  drive,  and  showed  them- 
selves most  polite.  She  reminds  me  of  Mrs.  Tom  Fletcher  of  the  Horse 
Artillery,  but  that  I  think  I  have  mentioned  before.  My  paper  is  full  ; 
and  with  our  best  to  MacWhirter  and  the  children,  I  am  always  my 
dearest  Emily's  affectionate  sister, 

Eliza  Batnes. 


CHAPTER  XVII. 

BKEVIS   ESSE   L A B O E O 

Never,  General  Baynes  afterward  declared,  did  fever  come 
and  go  so  pleasantly  as  tliat  attack  to  which  we  have  seen  the 
Mrs.  General  advert  in  her  letter  to  her  sister,  Mrs.  Major  Mac- 
Whirter. The  cold  fit  was  merely  a  lively,  pleasant  chatter  and 
rattle  of  the  teeth  ;  the  hot  "fit  an  agreeable  warmth  ;  and  thouo-h 
the  ensuing  sleep,  with  which  I  believe  such  aguish  attacks  are 
usually  concluded,  was  enlivened  by  several  dreams  of  death,  de- 
mons, and  torture,  how  felicitous  it  was  to  wake  and  find  that 
dreadful  thought  of  ruin  removed  which  had  always,  for  the  last 
few  months,  ever  since  Dr.  Firmin's  flight  and  the  knowledge  of 
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his  own  imprudence,  pursued  the  good-natured  gentleman  ! 
What !  this  boy  might  go  to  college,  and  that  get  his  commissioa  ; 
and  their  meals  need  be  embittered  by  no  more  dreadful  thoughts 
of  the  morrow,  and  their  walks  no  longer  were  dosr^ed  bv  im'aa- 
mary  baililrs,  and  presented  a  jail  m  the  vista!  It  was  too  much 
bliss;  and  again  and  again  the  old  soldier  said  his  thankful 
prayers,  and  blessed  liis  benefactor. 

Philip  thought  no  more  of  his  act  of  kindness,  except  to  be  very 
grateful,  and  very  happy  that  he  had  rendered  other  people  so. 
He  could  no  more  have  taken  the  old  man's  all,  and  plunged 
that  innocent  family  into  poverty,  than  he  could  have  stolen  the 
forks  off  my  table.  But  other  folks  were  disposed  to  rate  his 
virtue  much  more  highly ;  and  among  these  was  my  wife,  who 
chose  positively  to  worship  this  young  gentleman,  and  I  believe 
would  have  lot  him  smoke  in  her  drawing-rpom  if  he  had  been 
so  minded,  and  though  her  genteelest  acquaintances  were  in  the 
room.  Goodness  knows  what  a  noise  and  what  piteous  looks  are 
produced  if  ever  the  master  of  the  house  chooses  to  indulge  in  a 
cigar  after  dinner ;  but  then,  you  understand,  /  have  never  de- 
clined to  claim  mine  and  my  children's  right  because  an  old  gen- 
tleman would  be  inconvenienced  :  and  this  is  what  I  tell  Mrs.  Pen. 
If  I  order  a  coat  from  my  tailor  must  I  refuse  to  pay  him  because 
a  rogue  steals  it,  and  ought  I  to  expect  to  be  let  off?  Women 
won't  s^e  matters  of  fact  in  a  matter-of-fact  point  of  view  ;  and 
justice,  unless  it  is  tinged  with  a  little  romance,  gets  no  respect 
from  them. 

So,  forsooth,  because  Philip  has  performed  this  certainly  most 
generous,  most  dashing,  most  reckless  piece  of  extravagance,  he 
is  to  be  held  up  as  a  perfect  prew.c  chevalier.  The  most  riotous 
dinners  are  ordered  for  him.  We  are  to  wait  until  he  comes  to 
breakfast,  and  he  is  pretty  nearly  always  late.  The  children 
are  to  be  sent  round  to  kiss  uncle  Philip,  as  he  is  now  called. 
The  children  V  I  wonder  the  mother  did  not  jump  up  and  kiss 
him  too.  Elle  en  elait  capable.  As  for  the  osculations  which 
took  place  between  Mrs.  Pendennis  and  her  new-found  young 
friend.  Miss  Charlotte  Baynes,  they  were  perfectly  ridiculous  ; 
two  school-children  could  not  have  behaved  more  absurdly.;  and 
I  don't  know  which  seemed  to  be  the  youngest  of  these  two. 
There  were  colloquies,  assignations,  meetings  on  the  ramparts, 
on  the  pier,  where  know  I  ? — and  the  servants  and  little  children 
of  the  two  establishments  were  perpetually  trotting  to  and  fro 
with  letters  from  dearest  Laura  to  dearest  Charlotte,  and  dearest 
Charlotte  to  her  dearest  Mrs.  Pendennis.  Wliy,  my  wife  abso- 
lutely went  the  length  of  saying  tliat  dearest  Charlotte's  mother, 
Mrs.  Baynes,  was  a  worthy,  clever  woman,  and  a  good  mother — 
a  woman  whose  tongue  never  ceased  clacking  about  the  regiment, 
and  all  the  officers,  and  all  the  officers'  wives ;  of  whom,  by  the 
way,  she  had  very  little  good  to  tell. 
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"A  worthy  mother,  is  she,  my  dear  ?"  I  say.  "  But,  oh,  mercy  ! 
Mrs.  Baynes  would  be  an  awful  mother-in-law  !" 

I  shuddered  at  the  thought  of  having  such  a  commonplace, 
hard,  ill-bred  woman  in  a  state  of  quasi  authority  over  me. 

On  this  Mrs.  Laura  must  break  out  in  quite  a  petulant  tone — 
"  Oh,  how  stale  this  kind  of  thing  is,  Arthur,  from  a  man  ^ui  veut 
passer  pour  un  homme  d' esprit!  You  are  always  attacking  moth- 
ers-in-law !" 

"  Witness  Mrs.  Mackenzie,  my  love — Clive  Newcome's  moth- 
er-in-law. That 's  a  nice  creature  !  not  selfish,  not  wicked, 
not—" 

"  Not  nonsense,  Arthur !" 
Mrs.  Baynes  knew  Mrs.  Mackenzie  in  the  West  Indies,  as 
she  knew  all  the  female  army.  She  considers  Mrs.  Mackenzie 
was  a  rnost  elegant,  handsome,  dashing  woman — only  a  little  too 
fond  of  the  admiration  of  our  sex.  There  was,  I  own,  a  fascina- 
tion about  Captain  Goby.  Do  )  ou  remember,  my  love,  that  man 
with  the  stays  and  dyed  hair,  who — " 

"  Oh,  Arthur  !  When  our  girls  marry,  I  suppose  you  will  teach 
their  husbands  to  abuse,  and  scorn,  and  mistrust  their  mother-in- 
law.  Will  he,  my  darlings  ?  will  he,  my  blessings  ?"  (This  apart 
to  the  children,  if  you  please.)  "  Go  !  I  have  no  patience  with 
such  talk  !" 

"  Well,  my  love,  Mrs.  Baynes  is  a  most  agreeable  woman ; 
and  when  I  have  heard  that  story  about  the  Highlanders  at  the 
Cape  of  Good  Hope  a  few  times  more  "  (I  do  not  tell  it  here,  for 
it  has  nothing  to  do  with  the  present  history),  "  I  dare  say  I  shall 
begin  to  be  amused  by  it." 

"Ah  !  here  comes  Charlotte,  I 'm  glad  to  say.  How  pretty  she 
is !  What  a  color  !  What  a  dear  creature  !" 

To  all  which,  of  course,  I  could  not  say  a  contradictory  word, 
for  a  prettier,  fresher  lass  than  Miss  Baynes,  with  a  sweeter  voice, 
face,  laughter,  it  was  difficult  to  see. 

"  Why  does  mamma  like  Charlotte  better  than  she  likes  us  ?" 
says  our  dear  and  justly  indignant  eldest  girl. 

"  I  could  not  love  her  better  if  I  were  her  mother-in-laio,"  says 
Laura,  running  to  her  young  friend,  casting  a  glance  at  me  over 
her  shoulder  ;  and  that  kissing  nonsense  begins  between  the  two 
ladies.  To  be  sure  the  girl  looks  uncommonly  bright  and  pretty 
with  her  pink  cheeks,  her  bright  eyes,  her  slim  form,  and  that 
charming  white  India  shawl  which  her  father  brought  home  for 
her. 

To  this  osculatory  party  enters  presently  Mr.  Philip  Firmin 
who  has  been  dawdhng  about  the  ramparts  ever  since  breakfast' 
He  says  he  has  been  reading  law  there.  He  has  found  a  iollv 
quiet  place  to  read.  Law,  has  he?  And  much  good  may  it  do  him! 
Why  has  he  not  gone  back  to  his  law,  and  his  reviewing  ? 

"  You  must — you  must  s.tay  on  a  little  longer.    You  have  only 
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been  here  five  days.    Do,  Cliarlotte,  ask  Philip  to  stay  a  little." 

All  the  children  sing  in  a  chorus,  "  Oh,  do,  uncle  Philip)  stay 
a  little  longer  !"  Miss  Baynes  says,  "  I  hope  you  will  stay,  Mr. 
Firmin,"  and  looks  at  him.  ^ 

"  Five  days  has  he  been  here  ?  Five  years.  Five  lives.  Five 
hundred  years.  What  do  you  mean  ?  In  that  little  time  of — let 
me  see,  a  hundred  and  twenty  hours,  and  at  least  a  half  of  them 
^or  sleep  and  dinner  (for  Philip's  appetite  was  very  fine) — (Jo 
you  mean  that  in  that  little  time  his  heart,  cruelly  stabbed  by  a 
previous  monster  in  female  shape,  has  healed,  got  quite  well,  and 
actually  begun  to  be  wounded  again  ?  Have  two  walks  on  the 
pier,  as  many  visits  to  the  Tintelleries  (where  he  hears  the  story 
of  the  Highlanders  at  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope  with  respectful 
interest),  a  word  or  two  about  the  weather,  a  look  or  two,  a 
squeezekin,  perhaps,  of  a  little  handykin^I  say,  do  you  mean 
that  this  absurd  young  idiot,  and  that  little  round-tiaced  girl, 
pretty,  certainly,  but  only  just  out  of  the  school-room — do  you 
mean  to  say  that  they  have—  Upon-  my  word,  Laura,  this  is 
too  bad.    Why,  Philip  has  not  a  penny  piece  in  the  world." 

"  Yes,  he  has  a  hundred  pounds,  and  expects  to  sell  his  mare 
for  ninety  at  least."  He  has  excellent  talents.  He  can  edsily 
write  three  articles  a  week  in  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette.  I  am  sure 
no  one  writes  so  well,  and  it  is  much  better  done  and  more  amus- 
ing than  it  used  to  be.  That  is  three  hundred  a  year.-  Lord 
Ringwood  must  be  applied  to,  and  must  and  shall  get  him  some- 
thing. Don't  you  know  that  Captain  Baynes  stood  by  Colonel 
Eingwood's  side  atBusaco,  and  that  they  were  the  closest  friends  ? 
And  pray,  how  did  we  get  on,  I  should  like  to  k'now  ?  How  did 
we  get  on,  baby  ?" 

"  How  did  we  det  on  ?"  says  the  baby. 
Oh,  woman  !  woman  !"  yells  the  father  of  the  family.  "  Why, 
Philip  Firmin  has  all  the  habits  of  a  rich  man  with  the  pay  of  a 
mechanic.  Do  you  suppose  he  ever  sate  in  a  second-class  carriage 
in  his  life,  or  denied  himself  any  pleasure  to  which  he  had  a 
mind  ?    He  gave  five  francs  to  a  beggar  girl  yesterday !" 

"  He  had  always  a  noble  heart,"  says  my  wife.  "  He  gave  a 
fortune  to  a  whole  family  a  week  ago;  and"  (out  comes  the 
pocket-handkerchief— oh,  of  course,  the  pocket-handkerchiel) — 
"  and — '  God  loves  a  cheerful  giver!' " 

"  He  is  careless ;  he  is  extravagant ;  he  is  lazy ;  I  don't  know 
that  he  is  remarkably  clever — " 

"  Oh,  yes !  he  is  your  friend,  of  course.  Now,  abuse  him — do, 
Arthur !" 

"And,  pray,  when  did  you  become  acquainted  with  this  astound- 
ing piece  of  news  ?"  I  inquire. 

"  When  ?  From  the  very  first  moment  when  I  saw  Charlotte 
looking  at  him,  to  be  sure.    The  poor  child  said  to  me  only  y ester- 
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day,  '  Oh,  Laura !  ho  is  our  preserver ! '  And  their  preserver  Le 
Las  been,  under  Heaven." 

"  Yes.    But  he  has  not  got  a  five-pound  note  !"  I  cry. 

"Arthur,  I  am  surprised  at  you.  Oh,  men,  men  are  awfully 
worldly !  Do  you  suppose  Heaven  will  not  send  him  help  at  its 
good  time,  and  be  kind  to  him  who  has  rescued  so  many  from 
ruin  ?  Do  you  suppose  the  prayers,  the  blessings  of  that  father, 
of  those  little  ones,  of  that  dear  child,  will  not  avail  him  ?  Sup- 
pose he  has  to  wait  a  year,  ten  years,  have  they  not  time,  and 
will  not  the  good  day  come  ?" 

Yes.  This  was  actually  the  talk  of  a  woman  of  sense  and  dis- 
cernment when  her  prejudices  and  romance  were  not  in  the  Avay, 
and  she  looked  forward  to  the  marriage  of  these  folks,  some  ten 
years  hence,  as  confidently  as  if  they  were  both  rich,  and  going 
to  St.  George's  to-morrow. 

As  for  making  a  romantic  story  of  it,  or  spinning  out  love  con- 
versations between  Jenny  and  Jessamy,  or  describing  moonlight 
raptures  and  passionate  outpourings  of  two  young  hearts,  and  so 
forth — excuse  me,  sHl  vous  plait.  I  am  a  man  of  the  world,  and 
of  a  certain  age.  Let  the  young  people  fill  in  this  outline,  and 
color  it  as  they  please.  Let  the  old  folks  who  read  lay  down  the 
book  a  minute  and  remember.  It  is  well  remembered,  is  n't  it, 
that  time  ?  Yes,  good  John  Anderson  and  Mrs.  John.  Yes,  good 
Darby  and  Joan.  The  lips  won't  tell  what  they  did  once.  To- 
day is  for  the  happy,  and  to-morrow  for  the  young,  and  yester- 
day, is  not  that  dear  and  here  too  ? 

I  was  in  the  company  of  an  elderly  gentleman  not  very  long 
since,  who  was  perfectly  sober,  who  is  not  particularly  handsome, 
or  healthy,  or  wealthy,  or  witty;  and  who,  speaking  of  his  past 
life,  volunteered  to  declare  that  he  would  gladly  live  every  min- 
ute of  it  over  again.  Is  a  man  who  can  say  that  a  hardened  sin- 
ner, not  aware  how  miserable  he  ought  to  be  by  rights,  and 
therefore  really  in  a  most  desperate  and  deplorable  condition ; 
or  is  he  forlunatus  nimium,  and  ought  his  statue  to  be  put  up  in 
the  most  splendid  and  crowded  thoroughfare  of  the  town? 
Would  you  who  are  reading  this,  for  example,  like  to  live  your 
life  over  again  ?  What  has  been  its_  chief  joy  ?  What  are  to- 
day's pleasures  ?  Are  they  so  exquisite  that  you  would  prolong 
them  for  ever  ?  Would  you  like  to  have  the  roast  beef  on  wluch 
you  have  dined  brought  back  again  to  table,  and  have  more  beef, 
and  more,  and  more  ?  Would  you  like  to  hear  yesterday's  ser- 
mon over  and  over  again — eternally  voluble  ?  Would  you  like 
to  get  on  the  Edinburgh  mail  and  travel  outside  for  fifty  hours, 
as  you  did  in  your  youth?  You  might  as  well  say  you  would 
like  to  go  into  the  flogging-room  and  take  a  turn  under  the  rods : 
you  would  like  to  be  thrashed  oveY  again  by  your  bully  at  school : 
you  would  like  to  go  to  the  dentist's,  where  your  dear  parents 
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were  in  the  habit  of  taking  you  :  you  would  like  to  be  taking  hot 
Epsom  salts,  with  a  piece  of  dry  bread  to  take  away  the  taste : 
you  would  like  to  be  jilted  by  your  first  love :  you  would  like  to 
be  going  in  to  your  father  to  tell  him  you  had  contracted  debts 
to  the  amount  of  x-\-y-{-z,  while  you  were  at  the  university.  As 
I  consider  the  passionate  griefs  of  childhood,  the  weariness  and 
sameness  of  shaving,  the  agony  of  corns,  and  the  thousand  other 
ills  to  which  flesh  is  heir,  I  cheerfully  say  for  one,  I  am  not  anx- 
ious to  wear  it  for  ever.  No.  I  do  not  want  to  go  to  school 
again.  I  do  not  want  to  hear  Trotman's  sermon  over  again. 
Take  me  out  and  finish  me.  Give  me  the  cup  of  hemlock  at 
once.  Here  a  health  to  you,  my  lads.  Don't  weep,  my  Sim- 
mias.  Be  cheerful,  my  Phsedon.  Ha !  I  feel  the  co-o-old  steal- 
ing, stealing  upward.  Now  it  is  in  my  ankles — no  more  gout  in 
my  foot :  now  my  knees  are  numb.  What,  is — is  that  poor  exe- 
cutioner crying  too  ?  Good-by.  Sacrifice  a  cock  to  ^scu — 
-33scula — .  .  Have  you  ever  read  the  chapter  in  Grote's  His- 
tory ?  Ah !  When  the  Sacred  Ship  returns  from  Delos,  and  is 
telegraphed  as  entering  into  port,  may  we  be  at  peace  and 
ready ! 

What  is  this  funeral  chant,  when  the  pipes  should  be  playing 
gayly  as  Love,  and  Youth,  and  Spring,  and  Joy  are  dancing 
under  the  windows.  Look  you.  Men  not  so  wise  as  Socrates 
have  their  demons,  who  xvill  be  heard  and  whisper  in  the  queer- 
est times  and  places.  Perhaps  I  shall  have  to  tell  of  a  funeral 
presently,  and  shall  be  outrageously  cheerful :  or  of  an  execution, 
and  shall  split  my  sides  with  laughing.  Arrived  at  my  time  of 
life,  when  I  see  a  penniless  young  friend  falling  in  love,  and 
thinking,  of  course,  of  committing  matrimony,  what  can  I  do  but 
be  melancholy  ?  How  is  a  man  to  marry  who  has  not  enough  to 
keep  ever  so  miniature  a  brougham — ever  so  small  a  house — not 
enough  to  keep  himself,  let  alone  a  wife  and  family  ?  Gracious 
powers !  is  it  not  blasphemy  to  marry  without  fifteen  hundred  a 
year  ?  Poverty,  debt,  protested  bills,  duns,  crime,  fall  assuredly 
on  the  wretch  who  has  not  fifteen — say  at  once  two  thousand  a 
year ;  for  )'0u  can't  live  decently  in  London  for  less.  And  a  wife 
whom  you  have  met  a  score  of  times  at  balls  or  breakfasts,  and 
with  her  best  dresses  and  behavior  at  a  country  house — how  do 
you  know  how  she  will  turn  out ;  what  her  temper  is ;  what  her 
relations  are  likely  to  be  ?  Suppose  she  has  poor  relations,  or 
loud  coarse  brothers  who  are  always  dropping  in  to  dinner  ? 
What  is  her  mother  like  ?  and  can  you  bear  to  have  that  woman 
meddling  and  domineering  over  your  establishment  ?  Old  Gen- 
eral Baynes  was  very  well — a  weak,  quiet,  and  presentable  old 
man  ;  but  Mrs.  General  Baynes  and  that  awful  Mrs.  Major  Mac- 
Whirter — and  those  hobbledehoys  of  boys  in  creaking  shoes,  hec- 
toring about  the  premises?  As  a  maji  of  the  world  I  saw  all 
these-  dreadful  liabilities  impending  over  the  husband  of  Miss 
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Charlotte  Baynes,  and  could  not  view  tliem  without  horror. 
Gracefully  and  slightly,  but  wittily  and  in  my  sarcastic  way,  I 
thought  it  my  duty  to  show  up  the  oddities  of  the  Baynes  family 
to  Phijip.  I  mimicked  the  boys,  and  their  clumping  Blucher- 
boots. "  I  touched  oS  the  dreadful  military  ladies,  very  smartly 
and  cleverly  as  I  thought,  and  as  if  I  never  supposed  that  Philip 
had.  any  idea  of  Miss  Baynes.  To  do  him  justice,  he  laughed 
once  or  twice ;  then  he  grew  very  red.  His  sense  of  humor  is 
very  limited ;  that  even  Laura  aUows.  Then  he  came  out  with 
strong  expression,  and  said  it  was  a  confounded  shame,  and  strode 
off  with  his  cigar.  And  when  I  remarked  to  my  wife  how  sus- 
ceptible he  was  in  some  things,  .and  how  little  in  the  matter  of 
joking,  she  shrugged  her  shoulders  and  said,  "_^Philip  not  only 
understood  perfectly  well  what  I  said,  but  would  tell  it  all  to 
Mrs.  General  and  Mrs.  Major  on  the  first  opportunity."  And 
this  was  the  fact,  as  Mrs.  Baynes  took  care  to  tell  me  afterward. 
She  was  aware  who  was  her  enemy.  She  was  aware  who  spoke 
ill  of  her  and  her  blessed  darling  behind  our  hacks.  And  "do 
you  think  it  was  to  see  you  or  any  one  belonging  to  your  stuck- 
up  house,  sir,  that  we  came  to  you  so  ofttu,  which  we  certainly 
did,  day  and  night,  breakfast  and  suppci-,  and  n»  thanks  to  you? 
No,  sir !  ha,  ha !"  I  can  see  her  flaunting  out  of  my  sitting-room 
as  she  speaks  with  a  strident  laugh,  and  snapping  her  dingily- 
gloved  fingers  at  the  door.  Oh,  Philip,  Philip !  To  think  that 
you  were  such  a  coward  as  to  go  and  tell  her !  But  I  pardon 
him ;  from  my  heart  I  pity  and  pardon  him. 

For  the  step  which  he  is  meditating,  you  may  be  sure  that  the 
young  man  himself  does  not  feel  the  smallest  need  of  pardon  or 
pity.  He  is  in  a  state  of  happiness  so  crazy  that  it  is  useless  to 
reason  with  him.  Not  being  at  all  of  a  poetical  turn  originally, 
the  wretch  is  actually  perpetrating  verse  in  secret,  and  my  ser- 
vants found  fragments  of  his  manuscript  on  the  dressing-table  ia 
his  bedroom.  Heart  and  art,  sever  and  for  ever,  and  so  on  ;  what 
stale  rhymes  are  these !  I  do  not  feel  at  liberty  to  give  in  entire 
the  poem  which  our  maid  found  in  Mr.  Philip's  room,  and  brought 
sniggering  to  my  wife,  who  only  said  "  Poor  thing '"  The  fact 
is,  it  was  too  pitiable.  Such  maundering  rubbish !  Such  stale 
rhymes,  and  such  old  thoughts!  But  then,  says  Laura,  "I  dare 
say  all  people's  love-making  is  not  amusing  to  their  neighbors ; 
and  I  know  who  wrote  not  very  wise  love-verses  when  he  was 
young."  No,  I  won't  publish  Philip's  verses,  until  some  day  he 
shall  mortally  offend  me.  I  can  recall  some  of  my  own  written 
under  similar  circumstances  with  twinges  of  shame,  and  shall  drop 
a  veil  of  decent  friendship  over  my  friend's  folly. 

Under  that  veil,  meanwhile,  the  young  man  is  perfectly  con- 
tented, nay,  uproariously  happy.  All  earth  and  nature  smiles 
round  about  him.  "  When  Jove  meets  his  Juno  in  Homer,  sir," 
says  Philip,  in  his  hectoring  way,  "don't  immortal  flowers  of 
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beauty  spring  up  around  tliem,  and  rainbows  of  celestial  hues 
bend  over  their  heads  ?  Love,  sir,  flings  a  halo  round  the 
loved  one.  Wliere  she  moves  rise  roses,  hyacinths,  and  am- 
brosial odors.  Don't  talk  to  me  about  poverty,  sir !  He  either 
fears  his  fate  too  much  or  his  desert  is  small,  who  dares  not  put 
it  to  the  toucli  and  win  or  lose  it  all !  Have  n't  I  endured  pov- 
erty ?  Am  I  not  as  poor  now  as  a  man  can  be — and  what  is 
therein  it?  Do  I  want  for  anything?  Have  n't  I  got  a  guinea  in 
my  pocket  ?  Do  I  owe  any  man  anything  ?  Is  n't  there  manna 
in  the  wilderness  for  those  who  have  faith  to  walk  in  it  ?  That 's 
where  you  fail.  Pen.  By  all  that  is  sacred,  you  have  no  faith  ; 
your  heart  is  cowardly,  sir;  and  if  you  are  to  escape,  as  perhaps 
you  may,  I  suspect  it  is  by  your  wife  that  you  will  be  saved. 
Laura  has  a  trust  in  Heaven,  but  Arthur's  morals  are  a  genteel 
atheism.  Just  reach  me  that  claret — the  wine 's  not  bad.  I  say 
your  morals  are  a  genteel  atheism,  and  I  shudder  when  I  think- 
of  your  condition.  Talk  to  me  about  a  brougham  being  necessary 
for  the  comfort  of  a  woman !  A  broomstick  to  ride  to  the  moon  ! 
And  I  don't  say  that  a  brougham  is  not  a  comfort,  mind  you  ; 
but  that,  when  it  is  a  necessity,  mark  you.  Heaven  will  provide 
it !  Why,  sir,  hang  it,  look  at  me  !  Ain't  I  suffering  in  the  most 
abject  poverty  ?  I  ask  you  is  there  a  man  in  London  so  poor  as 
I  am  ?  And  since  my  father's  ruin  do  I  want  for  anything  ?  I 
want  for  shelter  for  a  day  or  two.  Good.  There  's  my  dear 
Little  Sister  ready  to  give  it  me.  J  want  for  money.  Does  not 
that  sainted  widow's  cruse  pour  its  oil  out  for  me  ?  Heaven  bless 
and  reward  her.  Boo !"  (Here,  for  reasons  which  need  not  be 
named,  the  orator  squeezes  his  fists  into  his  eyes.)  "I  want 
shelter ;  ain't  I  in  good  quarters  ?  I  want  work  ;  have  n't  I  got 
work,  and  did  you  not  get  it  for  me  ?  You  should  just  see,  sir, 
how  I  polished  off  that  book  of  travels  this  morning.  I  read 
some  of  the  article  to  Char — ,  to  Miss — ,  to  some  friends,  in  fact. 
I  don't  mean  to  say  that  they  are  very  intellectual  people,  but 
your  common  hum-drum  average  audience  is  the  public  to  try. 
Recollect  Moliere  and  his  housekeeper,  you  know." 

"  By  the  housekeeper,  do  you  mean  Mrs.  Baynes  ?"  I  ask,  in 
my  amontillado  manner.  (By  the  way,  who  ever  heard  of  amon- 
iillado  in  the  early  days  of  which  I  write  ?)  "  In  manner  she 
would  do,  and  I  dare  say  in  accomplishments ;  but  I  doubt  about 
Her  temper." 

"  You  're  almost  as  worldly  as  the  Twysdens,  by  George,  you 
are !  Unless  persons  are  of  a  certain  monde,  you  don't  value 
them.  A  little  adversity  would  do  you  good.  Pen  ;  and  I  heartily 
wish  you  might  get  it,  except  for  the  dear  wife  and  children. 
You  measure  your  morality  by  May-fair  standards;  and  if  an 
angel  unawares  came  to  you  in  pattens  and  a  cotton  umbrella, 
you  would  turn  away  from  her.  You  would  never  have  found 
out  the  Little  Sister.    A  duchess — God  bless  her !    A  creature 
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of  an  imperial  generositj-,  and  delicacy,  and  intrepidity,  and  the 
fijnest  sense  of  humor,  but  she  drops  her  h's  often,  and  how  could 
you  pardon  such  a  crime  ?  Sir,  you  are  my  better  in  wit  and  a 
dexterous  application  of  your  powers;  but  I  think,  sir,"  says 
Phil,  curling  the  flaming  mustaches,  "  I  am  your  superior  in  a 
certain  magnanimity ;  though,  by  Jove,  old  fellow,  man  and  boy, 
you  have  always  been  one  of  the  best  fellows  in  the  world  to  P. 
F. ;  one  of  the  best  fellows,  and  the  most  generous,  and  the  njosfc 
cordial — that  you  have :  only  yon  do  rile  me  when  you  sing  in 
that  confounded  May-fair  twang." 

Here  one  of  the  children  summoned  us  to  tea — and  "Papa  wag 
laughing,  and  uncle  Philip  was  flinging  his  hands  about  and  pull- 
ing his  beard  off,"  said  the  little  messenger. 

"  I  shall  keep  a  fine  lock  of  it  for  you,  Nelly,  my  dear,"  says 
uncle  Philip.  On  which  the  child  said,  "  Oh,  no !  I  know  whom 
you  '11  give  it  to,  don't  I,  mamma  ?"  and  she  goes  up  to  her  mam- 
ma and  whispers. 

Miss  Nelly  knows  ?  At  what  age  do  those  little  match-makera 
begin  to  know,  and  how  soon  do  they  practice  the  use  of  their 
young  eyes,  their  little  smiles,  wiles,  and  ogles  ?  This  young 
woman,  I  believe,  coquetted  while  she  was  yet  a  baby  in  arms, 
over  her  nurse's  shoulder.  Before  she  could  speak  she  could  be 
proud  of  her  new  vermilion  shoes,  and  would  point  out  the 
charms  of  her  blue  sash.  She  was  jealous  in  the  nursery,  and 
her  little  heart  had  beat  for  years  and  years  before  she  left  off 
pinafores. 

For  whom  will  Philip  keep  a  lock  of  that  red,  red  gold  which 
curls  round  his  face  ?    Can  you  guess  ?    Of  what  color  is  the 
hair  in  that  little  locket  which  the  gentleman  himself  occultly 
wears  ?    A  few  months  ago,  I  believe,  a  pale,  straw-colored  wisp 
of  hair  occupied  that  place  of  honor ;  now  it  is  a  chestnut-brown, 
as  far  as  I  can  see,  of  precisely  the  same  color  as  that  which 
waves  round  Charlotte  Baynes'  pretty  face,  and  tumbles  in  clus- 
ters on  her  neck,  very  nearly  the  color  of  Mrs.  Paynter's  this  last 
season.    So,  you  see,  we  chop  and  we  change  :  straw  gives  place 
to  chestnut,  and  chestnut  is  succeeded  by  ebony ;  and  for  our 
own  parts  we  defy  time ;  and  if  you  want  a  lock  of  my  hair, 
Belinda,  take  this  pair  of  scissors,  and  look  in  that  cupboard  in 
the  bandbox  marked  No.  S,  and  cut  off'  a  thick  glossy  piece, 
darling,  and  wear  it,  dear,  and -my  blessings  go  with  theel 
What  is  this  ?    Am  I  sneering  because  Corydon  and  Phillis  are' 
wooing  and  happy  ?    You  see,  I  pledged  myself  not  to  have  anv 
sentimental  nonsense.  _  To  describe  love-making  is  immoral  and 
immodest;  you  know  it  is.    To  describe  it  as  it  really  is  or 
would  appear  to  you  and  me  as  lookers-oir,  would  be  to  describe 
the  most  dreary  farce,  to  chronicle  the  most  tautological  twaddle. 
To  take  a  note  of  sighs,  hand-squeezes,  looks  at  the'^moon,  and  so 
forth — does  this  business  become  our  dignity  as  historians? 
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Come  away  from  those  foolish  young  people — they  (Jon't  want 
us ;  •and  dreary  as  their  farce  is,  and  tautological  as  their  twaddle, 
you  may  6e  sure  it  amuses  them,  and  that  they  are  happy  enough 
without  us.  Happy  ?  Is  there  any  happiness  like  it,  pray  ? 
Was  it  not  rapture  to  watch  the  messenger,  to  seize  the  note, 
and  fee  the  bearer  ?— to  retire  out  of  sight  of  all  prying  eyes  and 
read:  "Dearest!  Mamma's  cold  is  better  this  morning.  The 
Joneses  came  to  tea,  and  Julia  sang.  I  did  not  enjoy  it,  as  my 
dear  was  at  his  liorrid  dinner,  where  I  hope  he  amused  himself. 
Send  me-a  word  by  Buttles,  who  brings  this,  if  only  to  say  you 
are  your  Louisa's  own,  own,"  etc.,  etc.,  etc.  That  used  to  be 
the  kind  of  thing.  In  such  coy  lines  artless  Innocence  used  to 
whisper  its  little  vows.  So  she  used  to  smile ;  so  she  used  to 
warble ;  so  she  used  to  prattle.  Young  people,  at  present  en- 
gaged in  the  pretty  sport,  be  assured  your  middle-aged  parents 
have  pla,yed  the  game,  and  remember  the  rules  of  it.  Yes, 
under  papa's  bow-window  of  a  waistcoat  is  a  heart  which  took 
very  violent  exercise  when  that  waist  was  slim.  Now  he  sits 
tranquilly  in  his  tent,  and  watches  the  lads  going  in  for  their 
innings.  Why,  look  at  grandmamma  in  her  spectacles  reading 
that  sermon.  In  her  old  heart  there  is  a  corner  as  romantic  still 
as  when  she  used  to  read  the  "  Wild  Irish  Girl "  or  the  "  Scottish 
Chiefs  "  in  the  days  of  her  missliood.  And  as  for  your  grand- 
lather,  my  dears,  to  see  him  now  you  would  little  suppose  that 
that  calm,  polished,  dear  old  gentleman  was  once  as  wild — as 
wild  as  Orson .  Under  my  windows,  as  I  write,  there  passes  an 
itinerant  flower  merchant.  He  has  his  roses  and  geraniums  on  a 
3art  drawn  by  a  quadruped — a  little  long-eared  quadruped, 
ivhich  lifts  up  its  voice,  and  sings  after  its  manner.  When  I  was 
froung,  donkeys  used  to  bray  precisely  in  the  same  way;  and 
Dthers  will  heehaw  so  when  we  are  silent  and  our  ears  hear'i^tio 
norc. 


CHAPTER  XVIII. 

DRTJM  IST's  so  WOHL  MIR  IN  DER  WELT. 

Our  new  friends  lived  for  a  while  contentedly  enough  at  Bou- 
logne, where  they  found  comrades  and  acquaintances  gathered 
together  from  those  many  regions  which  they  had  visfted  in  the 
course  of  their  military  career.  Mrs.  Baynes,  out  of  the  field,  was 
ihe  commanding  officer  over  the  general.  She  ordered  his 
clothes  for  him,  tied  his  neckcloth  into  a  neat  bow,  and,  on  tea- 
party  evenings,  pinned  his  brooeh  into  his  shirt-frill.  She  gave 
fiim  to  understand  when  he  had  had  enougli  to  eat  or  drink  at 
iinner,  and  explained,  with  great  frankness,  how  this  or  that 
3ish  did  not  agree  with  him.   If  he  was  disposed  to  exceed,  she 


192 


THE  ADVEXTPRES  OF  PHILIP 


would  call  out  in  3,  loud  voice,  "  Remember,  general,  what  you 
took  this  morning !"  Knowing  his  constitution,  as  sh»  said,  she 
knew  the  remedies  which  were  necessary  for  her  husband,  and 
administered  them  to  him  with  great  liberality.  Resistance  was 
impossible,  as  the  veteran  officer  acknowledged.  "  The  boys 
have  fought  about  the  medicine  since  we  came  home,"  he  con- 
fessed, "  but  she  has  me  under  her  thumb,  by  George.  She  really 
is  a  magnificent  physician  now.  She  has  got  some  invaluable 
prescriptionsj  and  in  India  she  used  to  doctor  the  whole  statioa." 
She  would  have  taken  the  present  writer's  little  household  under 
her  care,  and  proposed  several  remedies  for  my  children,  until 
their  alarmed  mother  was  obliged  to  keep  them  out  of  her  sight. 
I  am  not  saying  this  was  an  agreeable  woman.  Her  voice  was 
loud  and  harsh.  The  anecdotes  which  she  was  for  ever  narrating 
related  t<y  military  personages  in  foreign  countries  with  whom  I  was 
unacquainted,  and  whose  history  failed  to  interest  me.  She  took 
her  wine  with  much  spirit  while  engaged  in  this  prattle.  I  have 
heard  talk  not  less  foolish  in  much  finer  company,  and  known 
people  delighted  to  listen  to  anecdotes  of  the  duchess  and  the 
marchioness  who  would  yawn  over  the  history  of  Captain  Jones' 
quarrels  with  his  lady,  or  Mrs.  Major  Wolfe's  monstrous.- flirta- 
tions with  young  Ensign  Kyd.  My  wife,  with  the  mischievous- 
ness  of  her  sex,  would  mimic  the  Baynes'  conversation  very 
drolly,  but  always  insisted  that  she  was  not  more  really  vulgar 
than  many  much  greater  persons. 

For  all  this,  Mrs.  General  Baynes  did  not  hesitate  to  declare 
that  we  were  "  stuck-up"  people ;  and  from  the  very  first  settin" 
eyes  on  us  she  declared  that  she  viewed  us  with  a  constant  dark- 
ling suspicion.  Mrs.  P.  was  a  harmless,  washed-out  creature,  with 
nc^hing  in  her.  As  ^r  that  high  and  mighty  Sir.  P.  and  his  airs, 
she  would  be  glad  to  know  whether  the  wife  of  a  British  general 
officer  who  had  seen  service  in  every  part  of  the  globe,  and  met 
the  7nost  distinguished  governors,  generals,  and  their  ladies,  sev- 
eral-of  whom  were  noblemen — she  would  be  glad  to  know  whether 
such  people  were  not  good  enough  for,  etc.,  etc.  Who  has  not 
met  with  these  difficulties  in  life,  and  who  can  escape  them  ? 
"  Hang  it,  sir,"  Phil  would  say;  twirling  the  red  mustaches,  I 
like  to  be  hated  by  some  fellows ;"  and  it  must  be  owned  that 
Mr.  Philip  got  what  he  liked.  I  suppose  Mr.  Philip's  friend  and 
biographer  had  something  of  the  same  feeling.  At  any  rate,  in 
regard  of  this  lady  the  hypocrisy  of  politeness  was  very  hard'  to 
keep  up ;  wanting  us  for  reasons  of  her  own,  she  covered  the 
dagger  with  which  she  would  have  stabbed  us :  but  we  knew  it 
was  there  clenched  in  her  skinny  hand  in  her  meain-e  pocket 
She  would  pay  us  the  most  fulsome  compliments  with  arnrer 
raging  out  of  her  eyes— a  little  hate-bearing  woman,  envimis 
malicious,  but  loving  her  cubs,  and  nursing  them,  and  clntchin* 
them  in  her  lean  arms  with  a  jealous  strain.    It  was  "  Gtood-b^ 
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darling !  I  shall  leave  you  here  with  your  friends.  Oh,  how 
kind  you  are  to  her,  Mrs.  Pendennis !  How  can  I  ever  thank 
you,  and  Mr.  P.  I  am  sure  ;"  and  she  looked  as  if  she  could  poison 
both  of  us,  as  she  went  away,  courtesying  and  darting  dreary 
parting  smiles. 

The  lady  had  an  intimate  friend  and  companion  in  arms,  Mrs. 
Colonel  Bunch,  in  fact,  of  the — the  Bengal  Cavalry,  who  was 
now  in  Europe  with  Bunch  and  their  children,  who  were  resid- 
ing at  Paris  for  the  young  folks'  education.  At  first,  as  we 
have  heard,  Mrs.  Baynes'  predilections  had  been  all  for  Tours, 
where  her  sister  was  living,  and  where  lodgings  were  cheap  and 
food  reasonable  in  proportion.  Bat  Bunch  happening  to  pass 
through  Boulogne  on  his  way  to  his  wife  at  Paris,  and  meeting 
his  old  comrade,  gave  General  Baynes  suuh  an  account  of  the 
cheapness  and  pleasures  of  the  French  capital  as  to  induce  the 
general  to  think  of  bending  his  steps  thither.  Mrs.  Baynes 
would  not  hear  of  such  a  plan.  She  ivas  all  for  her  dear  sister 
and  Tours ;  but  when,  in  the  course  of  conversation.  Colonel 
Bunch  described  a  ball  at  the  Tuileries,  where-  he  and  Mrs. 
B.  had  been  received  with  the  most  flattering  politeness  by 
the  royal  family,  it  was  remarkc^d  that  Mrs.  Baynes'  mind 
underwent  a  change.  When  Biuiuh  went  on  to  aver  that 
the  balls  at  Government  House  at  Calcutta  were  nothing  com- 
pared to  those  at  the  Tuileries  or  the  Prefecture  of  the  Seine; 
that  the  English  were  invited  and  respected  everywhere  ;  that 
the  embassador  was  most  hospitable ;  that  the  clergymen 
were  admirable;  and  that  at  their  boarding-house,  kept  by 
Madame  la  Geiierale  Baronne  de  Smolensk,  at  the  Petit  Cha- 
teau d'Espagne,  Avenue  de  Valmy,  Champs  Elysees,  they  had 
balls  twice  a  month,  the  most  comfortable  apartments,  the  most 
choice  society,  and  every  comfort  and  luxury  at  so  many  francs 
per  month,  with  an  allowance  for  children — I  say,  Mrs.  Baynes 
was  very  greatly  moved.  "  It  is  not,"  she  said,  in  consequence 
of  the  balls  at  the  embassador's  or  the  Tuileries,  for  I  am  an  old 
woman  ;  and  in  spite  of  what  you  say,  colonel,  I  can't  fancy,  af- 
ter Government  House,  anything  more  magnificent  in  any 
French  palace.  It  is  not  for  me,  goodness  knows,  I  speak  :  but 
the  children  should  have  education,  and  my  Charlotte  an  entree 
into  the  world  ;  and  what  you  say  of  the  invaluable  clergyman, 

Mr.  X  ,  I  haie  been  thinking  of  it  all  night;  but,  above  all, 

above  all,  of  the  chances  of  education  for  my  darlings.  Nothing 
should  give  way  to  that — nothing  I"  On  this  a  long  and  delight- 
ful conversation  and  calculation  took  place.  Bunch  produced 
his  bills  at  the  Baroness  de  Smolensk's.  The  two  gentlemen 
jotted  up  accounts,  and  made  calculations  all  through  the  even- 
ing. It  was  hard  even  for  Mrs.  Baynes  to  force  the  figures  into 
.such  a  shape  as  to  make  them  accord  with  the  general's  income ; 
but,  driven  awav  bv  one  calculation  after  another,  she  returned 
17 
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airain  and  again  to  tlie  charge,  nntU  she  overcame  the  stubborn 
arithmetical  difficulties,  and  the  pounds,  shillinors.  and  pjnce  lay 
prostrate  before  her.  Thev  could  save  upon  this  point :  they 
could  screw  upon  that :  thev  m!/s?  make  a  sacrifice  to  educate 
the  children.  "  Sarah  Bunch  and  her  girl?  po  to  Court,  indeed  ; 
Why  shouhl  n't  mine  co  she  asked.  On  which  her  «eneral 
said^  By  Georse.  Eliza,  that  *s  the  point  vou  are  thinkin«  of." 
On  -which  Eliza  said,  '-Xo."  and  repeated  No  "  a  score  of  times, 
growing  more  ancrry  as  she  uttered  each  denial.  And  she  de- 
clared before  Heaven  she  did  not  want  to  go  to  any  Court.  Had 
she  not  refused  to  be  presented  at  Lome,  though  Mrs.  Colonel 
Flack  went,  because  she  did  not  chocse  to  fro  to  the  wicked  ex- 
pense of  a  train  ?  And  it  was  base  of  the  general,  base  and 
mean  of  him  to  say  so.  And  there  was  a  fine  scene,  as  I  am 
given  to  understand ;  not  that  I  was  present  at  this  family  fight  : 
but  my  informant  was  Mr.  Firmin ;  and  ^Ir.  Firmin  had  Id?  in- 
formation from  a  little  person  who.  about  this  time,  had  got  to 
prattle  out  all  the  secrets  of  her  young  heart  to  him  ;  who  would 
have  jumped  off  the  pier-head  with  her  hand  in  his  if  he  had 
said  Come,"  without  bis  hand  if  he  had  said  "  Gio :"  a  little 
pei-son  whose  whole"  life  had  been  changed — changed  for  a 
month  past — changed  in  one  minute,  that  minute  when  she  saw 
Philip's  fiery  whiskers  and  heard  his  great  big  voice  saluting 
her  father  among  the  commissioners  on  the  <juai  before  the  cus- 
tom-house. 

Tom-s  was,  at  any  rate,  a  hundred  and  fifty  miles  further  off 
than  Paris  from — from  a  city  where  a  young  gentleman  lived  in 
whom  Miss  Charlotte  Baynes  felt  an  interest  ;^  hence,  I  suppose, 
arose  her  delight  that  her  parents  had  determint  d  upon  taking  up 
their  residence  in  the  larger  and  nearer  city.  Besides,  she  owned, 
in  the  course  of  her  artless  confidences  to  my  wife,  that,  when 
together,  mamma  and  aunt  Mac^Ylsirter  quarrelled  unceasinslv ; 
and  had  once  caused  the  old  boys,  the  major  and  the  general,  to 
call  each  other  out  She  preferred,  then,  to  live  away  from  aunt 
Mac.  She  had  never  had  such  a  friend  as  Laura,  never.  She 
had  never  been  so  happy  as  at  Bonlonge.  never.  She  should 
always  love  everybody  in  our  house,  that  she  should,  for  ever  and 
evei- — and  so  forth,  and  so  forth.  The  ladies  meet:  clin<T  to- 
gether;  osculations  are  carried  round  the  whole  family  circle 
from  our  wondering  eldest  bov,  who  cries.  '-Isav  hullo'  what 
are  you  kissing  me  so  about  lo  darling  babv,'crowin.T 'and 
sputtenng  unconscious  in  the  rapturous  voun.T  irirl'^  emtira-e^ 
1  tell  you,  these  two  women  were  niakin-  fools""of  them'^elveV 
and  they  were  burning  with  entLusiasm  for  the  "-p.-o^v-vver  "  of 
the  Baynes  family,  as  they  called  that  bi^  lellow  voncler  whose 
biographer  I  have  aspirtd  to  be.  The  Jazv  rosue  lay  baskiii"  in 
the  glorious  warmth  and  sunshine  of  earlv^lovc.'  lie  would 
stretch  his  big  limbs  out  in  our  garden ;  pour  out  his  feelings 
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with  endless  volubility  ;  call  upon  hominum  divumque  volupias, 
alma  Venus ;  vow  that  he  had  never  lived  or  been  bappy  until 
now  ;  declare  that  he  laughed  poverty  to  scorn  and  all  her  ills  ; 
and  fume  against  his  masters  of  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette,  because 
thtty  declined  to  insert  certain  love  verses  which  Mr.  Philip 
now  composed  almost  every  day.  Poor  little  Charlotte  !  And 
didst  thou  receive  those  treasures  of  song ;  and  wonder  over  them, 
not  perhaps  comprehending  them  altogether ;  and  lock  them  up 
in  thy  heart's  inmost  casket  as  well  as  in  thy  little  desk ;  and 
take  them  out  in  quiet  hours,  and  kiss  them,  and  bless  Heaven 
for  giving  thee  such  jewels  ?  I  dare  say.  I  can  f^ncy  all  this 
without  seeing  it.  I  can  read  the  little  letters  in  the  little  desk 
without  picking  lock  or  breaking  seal.  Poor  little  letters ! 
Sometimes  they  are  not  spelled  right,  quite  ;  but  I  don't  know 
that  the  style  is  wo.'se  for  that.  Poor  little  "letters  !  You  are 
flung  to  the  winds  sometimes  and  forgotten,  with  all  your  sweet 
secrets  and  loving,  artless  confessions  ;  but  not  always — no,  not 
always.  As  for  Philip,  who  was  the  most  careless  creature  alive, 
and  left  all  his  clothes  and  haberdashery  sprawling  on  his  bed- 
room floor,  he  had  at  this  time  a  breast-pocket  stuffed  out  with 
papers  which  crackled  in  the  most  ridiculous  way.  He  was  al- 
ways looking  down  at  this  precious  pocket,  and  putting  one  of 
his  great  hands  over  it  as  though  he  would  guard  it.  The  pocket 
did  not  contain  bank-notes,  you  may  be  sure  of  that.  It  con- 
tained documents  stating  that  mamma's  cold  is  better ;  the 
Joneses  came  to  tea,  and  Julia  sang,  etc.  Ah,  friend,  however 
old  you  are  now,  however  cold  you  are  now,  however  tough,  I 
hope  you,  too,  remember  how  Julia  sang,  and  the  Joneses  camo 
to  tea. 

Mr.  Philip  staid  on  week  after  week,  declaring  to  my  wife 
that  she  was  a  perfect  angel  for  keeping  him  so  long.  Bunch 
wrote  fsoai  his  boarding-liouse  more  and  more  enthusiastic  re- 
ports about  the  comforts  of  the  establishment.  For  his  sake, 
Madame  la  Baronne  de  Smolensk  would  make  unheard-of  sacri- 
fices in  order  to  accommodate  the  general  and  his  distinguished 
party.  The  balls  were  going  to  be  perfectly  splendid  that  win- 
ter. There  were  several  old  Indians  living  near  ;  in  fact,  they 
could  form  a  regular  little  club.  It  was  agreed  that  Baynes 
should  go  and  reconnoitre  the  ground.  He  did  go.  Madame  de 
Smolensk,  a  most  elegant  woman,  had  a  magnificent  dinner  for 
him — quite  splendid,  I  give  you  my  word,  but  only  what  they 
have  every  day.  Soup,  of  course,  my  love  ;  fish,  capital  wine, 
and,  I  should  say,  some  five  or  six  and  thirty  made  dishes.  The 
general  was  cjuite  enraptured.  Bunch  had  put  his  boys  to  a  fa- 
mous school,  where  the3'  might  "  whop"  the  French  boys,  and 
learn  all  the  modern  languages.  The  little  ones  would  dine 
early  ;  the  baroness  would  take  the  whole  family  at  an  astonish- 
inalv  cheap  rate.    In  a  word,  the  Baynes'  column  cot  the  route 
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for  Paris  shortly  before  our  family-party  was  crossing  tlte  seas  to 
return  to  London  fogs  and  duty. 

You  have,  no  doubt,  remarked  how,  under  certain  tender  cir- 
cumstances, women  will  help  one  another.  They  help  where 
they  ought  not  to  help.  When-  Mr.  Darby  ought  to  be  separ- 
ated from  Miss  Joan,  and  the  best  thing  that  could  happen  for 
both  would  be  a  lettre  de  cache/  to  whip  off  Mons."  Darby  to  the 
Bastile  for  five  years,  and  an  order  from  her  parents  to  lock  up 
Mademoiselle  Jeanne  in  a  convent,  some  aunt,  some  relative, 
some  pitying  female  friend  is  sure  to  be  found,  who  will  give  the 
pair  a  chance  of  meeting,  and  turn  her  head  away  while  those 
unhappy  lovers  are  warbling  endless  good-bys  close  up  to  each 
other's  ears.  My  wife,  I  have  said,  chose  to  feel  this  absurd 
sympathy  for  the  j  oung  people  about  whom  we  have  been  just 
talking.  As  the  day  for  Charlotte's  departure  drew  near  this 
wretched,  misguiding  matron  would  take  the  girl  out  walking 
into  I  know  not  what  unfrequented  by-lanes,  quiet  streets,  ram- 
part-nooks, and  the  like  ;  and  la  !  by  the  most  singular  coinci- 
dence, Mr.  Philip's  hulking  boots  would,  assuredly  come  tramp- 
ing after  the  women's  little  feet.  What  will  you  say,  when  I 
tell  you  that  I  myself,  the  father  of  the  family,  the  renter  of  the 
old-fashioned  house,  Rue  Roucoule,  Haute  Ville,  Boulonge-sur- 
Mer — as  I  am  going  into  my  own  study — am  met  at  the  thresh- 
old by  Helen,  my  eldest  daughter,  who  puts  her  little  arms  be- 
fore the  glass-door  at  which  I  was  about  to  enter,  and  says, 
"  You  must  not  go  in  there,  papa  !  Mamma  says  we  none  of  us 
are  to  go  in  there." 

"  And  why,  pray  ?"  I  ask. 

"  Because  uncle  Philip  and  Charlotte  are  talking  secrets  there  ■ 
and  nobody  is  to  disturb  them— nobody  !" 

Upon  my  word,  wasn't  this  too  monstrous  ?  Am  I  Sir  Panda- 
rus  of  Troy  become  ?  Am  I  going  to  allow  a  penniless  younf 
man  to  steal  away  the  heart  of  a  young  girl  who  has  not  two^ 
pence  half-penny  to  her  fortune  ?  Shall  I,  I  say,  lend  myself  to 
this  most  unjustifiable  intrigue  ? 

"  Sir  "  says  my  wife  (we  happened  to  have  been  bred  up  from 
chijdhood  together,  and  I  own  to  have  had  one  or  two  foolish 
initiatory  flirtations  before  I  settled  down  to  matrimonial  fideli- 
ty)—" Sir,"  says  she,  "  when  you  were  so  wild— so  spoony  I 
think  13  your  elegant  word— about  Blanche,  and  used  to  put 
letters  into  a  hollow  tree  for  her  at  home,  I  used  to  see  the  let- 
ters, and  I  never  disturbed  them.  These  two  people  have  much 
warmer  hearts,  and  are  a  great  deal  fonder  of  each  other  than 
you  and  Blanche  used  to  be.  I  should  not  like  to  separate 
Charlotte  from  Philip  now.  It  is  too  late,  sir.  She  can  never 
like  anybody  else  as  she  likes  him.  If  she  lives  to  be  a  hundred 
she  will  never  forget  him.  Why  should  not  the  poor  thino-  be 
hannv  a  little,  while  she  may  V"  " 
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An  old  house,  with  a  green  old  court-yard  and  an  ancient 
mossy  wall,  through  breaks  of  which  I  can  see  the  roofs  and 
gables  of  the  quaint  old  town,  the  city  below,  the  shining  sea, 
and  the  white  English  cliffs  beyond ;  a  green  old  court-yard,  and 
a  tall  old  stone  house  rising  up  in  it,  grown  over  with  many  a 
creeper  on  which  the  sun  casts  flickering  shadows  ;  and  under 
the  shadows,  and  through  the  glass  of  a  tall  gray  window,  I  can 
just  peep  into  a  brown  twilight  parlor,  and  there  I  see  two  hazy 
figures  by  a  table.  On?  slim  figure  has  brown  hair,  ani  one  has 
flame-colored  whiskers.  Look  !  a  l  ay  of  sunshine  has  just  peered 
into  the  room,  and  is  lighting  the  whiskers  up  ! 

"  Poor  little  thing,"  whispers  my  wife,  very  ^entl)'.  "  They 
are  going  away  to-morrow.  Let  them  have  their  talk  out.  She 
is  crying  her  little  eyes  out.  Lam  sure.     Poor  little  Charlotte,!" 

While  my  wife  was  pitying  j\Iiss  Charlotte  in  this  pathetic 
way,  and  was  going,  I  dare  say,  to  have  recourse  to  her  own 
pocket-handkerchief,  as  I  live  there  came  a  burst  of  laughter  from 
the  darkling  chamber  where  the  two  lovers  were  billing  and  coo- 
ing. First  came  Mr.  Philip's  great  boom  (such  a  roar — such  a 
haw-haw,  or  hee-haw,  I  never  heard  any  other  ^wo-Iegged  animal 
perform).  Then  follows  Miss  Charlottes  tinkling  peal ;  and 
presently  that  young  person  conies  out  into  the  garden,  with  her 
round  face  not  bedewed  with  tears  nt  all,  but  perfectlv  rosy,  fresh, 
dimpled,  and  good-humored.  Charlotte  gives  me  alittlccourtesy, 
and  my  wife  a  hand  and  a  kind  glance.  Tlmy  retreat  through 
the  open  casement,  twining  round  eacli  other  as  the  vine  does 
round  the  window;  though  which  is  thij  vine  and  which  is  the 
window  in  this  simile  I  pretend  not  to  say — I  can't  see  through 
either  of  them,  that  is  the  truth.  They  pass  through  the  parlor, 
and  into  the  street  beyond,  doubtless  :  and  as  fjr  Mr  Philip,  I 
presently  see  his  head  popped  out  of  his  window  in  the  upper  floor 
with  his  great  pipe  in  his  mouth.  He  can't  "  work  "  without  hi's 
pipe,  he  says ;  and  my  wife  believes  him.    Work,  indeed  ! 

Miss  Charlotte  paid  us  another  little  visit  that  evening,  when 
we  happened  to  be  alone.  The  children  were  gone  to  bed.  The 
darlings  !  Charlotte  must  go  up  and  kiss  them.  Mr.  Philip  Fir- 
min  was  out.  She  did  not  seem  to  miss  him  in  the  least,  nor  did 
she  make  a  single  inquiry  for  him.  We  had  been  so  good  to  her 
— so  kind.  How  should  she  ever  forget  our  great  kindness  V  She 
had  been  so  happy — oh  !  so  happy !  She  had  never  been  so 
happy  before.  She  would  write  often  and  often,  and  Laura 
would  write  constantly — would  n't  she  ?  "  Yes,  dear  child  I''  says 
my  wife.  And  now  a  little  more  kissing,  and  it  is  time  to  go 
home  to  the  Tintelleries.  What  a  lovely  night !  Indeed  the 
riioon  was  blazing  in  full  round  in  the  purple  heavens,  and  the 
stars  were  twinkling  by  myriads. 

"  Good-by,  dear  Charlotte ;  happiness  go  with  you !"  I  seize 
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Her  sweetness,  her  happiness,  her  artless  good-hamor  and  gen- 
tlent  ss  has  endeared  her  to  ns  all.  As  for  me,  I  love  her  -with  a 
fatherly  affection.  ■•  Stay,  my  dear  '."  I  cry,  with  a  happy  gal- 
lantry.      I  '11  go  home  with  you  to  the  Tintelleries," 

Yon  should  have  seen  the  i;a'r  round  face  then  .'  Such  a  piteous 
expression  came  over  it !  She  looked  at  my  wife ;  and  as  for  that 
Mrs.  Laura,  she  pulled  the  tail  of  my  coat, 

"  What  do  you  mean,  my  dear "?''  I  asked. 

"  Don't  go  out  on  such  a  dreadful  night.  You  'II  catch  cold  ! ' 
says  Laura. 

Cold,  my  love  '."  I  say.  "  Why,  it  s  as  fine  a  night  as 
ever — " 

"Oh!  you — you  stoopid !"  says  Laura,  and  begins  to  laugh. 
And  there  goes  Miss  Charlotte  tripping  away  from  us  without  a 
word  more  ! 

Philip  came  in  sbout  half  an  liour  afterward.  And  do  you 
kcow  I  very  strongly  suspect  that  he  bad  been  waiting  round  the 
corner.  Few  things  escape  7?;^,  you  see.  when  I  have  a  mind  to 
be  observant.  And,  certainly,  if  I  had  thought  of  that  possi- 
bility, and  that  I  might  be  spoiling  sport,  T  should  not  have  p re- 
posed to  iliss  Charlotte  to  walk  home  with  her. 

At  a  very  early  hour  on  the  ricxt  morning  my  wife  arose,  autl 
spent,  in  my  opinion,  a  great  deal  of  unprofitable  time,  bread, 
butter,  cold  beef,  mustard  and  salt,  in  cpmpilinir  a  heap  of  sand- 
wiches, which  were  tied  up  in  a  copy  of  the  Pall  Mcdl  Gazette. 
That  persistence  in  making  sandwiches,  in  providing  cs^kcs  and 
other  refreshments  for  a  journey,  is  a  strange  infatu-ilion  in 
women  ;  as  if  there  was  not  always  enough  to  eat  to  b<5  had  at 
road  inns  and  railway  stations  I  What  a  good  dinner  we  used  to 
have  at  Montreuil  in  the  old  days,  before  railways  were,  and 
when  the  diligence  spent  four  or  six  and  twenti-  cheerfii]  hours 
on  its  way  to  Pai-is  !  I  think  the  finest  dishes  are  not  to  be  com- 
pared to  that  well-remembered  fricandeau  of  youth,  nor  do  wines 
of  the  most  dainty  vintage  surpass  the  rough,  honest,  blue  ordi- 
naire which  was  served  at  the  plenteous  inn-table.  I  took  our 
bale  of  sandwiches  down  to  the  oflice  of  the  Messageries,  whence 
our  friends  were  to  start.  We  saw  six  of  the  Barnes  famiiv 
packed  into  the  interjor  of  the  diligence;  and  the'bovs  climb 
cheerily  into  the  rotonde.  Charlotte's  pretty  lips  and  hands 
wafted  kisses  to  us  from  her  corner.  Mrs.  General  Baynes  com- 
manded the  column,  pushed  the  little  ones  into  their  places  in  the 
ark,  ordered  the  general  and  young  ones  hither  and  thither  with 
her  parasol,  declined  to  give  the  grumbling  porters  anv  but  the 
snialiost  gratuity,  and  talked  a  shrieking  jargon  of  French  and 
Hindostanee  to  the  people  assembled  round  the  earria<»e.  ilv 
wife  has  that  command  over  me  that  she  actually  made  me  de- 
mean myself  so  far  as  to  deliver  the  sandwich  parcel  to  one  of  the 
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his  hand  eagerly,  evidently  expecting  that  I  was  about  to  tip  him 
■with  a  five-franc  piece  or  some  such  coin.  Fouetle,  cocker  !  The 
horses  squeal.  The  huge  machine  jingles  over  the  road  and 
rattles  down  the  street.  Farewell,  pretty  Charlotte,  with  your 
sweet  face,  and  sweet  voice,  and  kind  eyes !  But  why,  pray,  is  Mr. 
Philip. Firmin  not  here  to  say  farewell  too  ? 

Before  the  diligence  got  under  way,  the  Baynes  boys  had 
fought  and  quarrelled,  and  wanted  to  mount  on  the  imperial  or 
cabriolet  of  the  carriage,  where  there  was  only  one  passenger,  as 
yet.  But  the  conductor  called  the  lads  off,  saying  that  the  re- 
maining place  was  engaged  by  a  gentleman,  whom  they  were  to 
take  up  on  the  road.  And  who  should  this  turn  out  to  be  ?  Just 
outside  the  town  a  man  springs  up  to  the  imperial ;  his  light  lug- 
gage, it  appears,  was  on  the  coa(^h  already,  and  that  luggage  be- 
longed toPhilip  Firmin.  Ah,  monsieur  !  and  that  was  the  reason, 
was  it,  why  they  were  so  merry  yesterday — the  parting  day  ? 
Because  they  were  not  going  to  part  just  then.  Because,  when 
the  time  of  execution  drew  near,  they  had  managed  to  snniggle 
a  little  reprieve  !  Upon  my  conscience,  I  never  heard  of  such  im- 
prudence in  the  whole  course  of  my  life !  Why,  it  is  starvation 
— certainly  misery  to  one  and  the  other.  "I  don't  like  to  med- 
dle in  other  people's  affairs,"  T  say  io  niy  wife  ;  "  but  I  have  no 
patience  with  such  folly,  or  with  myself  for  not  speaking  to  Gen- 
eral Baynes  on  the  subject.    I  shall  write  to  the  general." 

"  My  dear,  the  general  knows  all  about  it,"  says  Charlotte's, 
Philip's  (in  my  opinion)  most  injudicious  friend.  "  We  have 
talked  about  it,  and,  like  a  man  of  sense,  the  general  makes  light 
of  it.  'Young  folks  will  be  young  folks,'  he  says;  'and,  by 
George !  ma'am,  when  I  married — I  should  say,  when  Mrs.  B. 
ordered  me  to  marry  her — she  had  nothing,  and  I  but  my  cap- 
tain's pay.  People  get  on,  somehow.  Better  for  a  young  man 
to  marry,  and  keep  out  of  idleness  and  mischief;  and,  I  prciniise 
you,  the  chap  who  marries  my  girl  gets  a  treasure.  T  like  the 
boy  for  the  sake  of  my  old  friend  Phil  Ringwood.  I  don't  see 
that  the  fellows  with  the  rich  wives  are  much  the  happier,  or 
that  men  should  wait  to  marry  until  they  are  gouty  old  rakes.'  " 
And,  it  appears,  the  general  instanced  several  officers  of  his  own 
acquaintance  ;  some  of  whom  had  married  when  they  were 
young  and  poor  ;  some  who  had  married  when  they  were  old  and 
suliy ;  some  who  had  never  married  at  all.  And  he  mentioned 
his  comrade,  my  own  uncle,  the  late  Major  Pcudennis,  v/hom  he 
called  a  selfish  old  creature,  and  hinted  that  the  major  had  jilted 
some  lady  in  early  life,  whom  he  would  have  done  much  better 
to  marry. 

And  so  Philip  is  actually  gone  after  his  charmer,  and  is  pursu- 
ing her  summa  diligentid  f  The  Baynes  family  has  allowed  this 
penniless  }oung  law  student  to  make  loAe  to  their  daughter,  to 
accompany  thtmto  Paris,  to  appear  as  the  almost  recognized  son 
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of  the  honse.  "  Other  people,  when  tbey  were  young,  wanted 
to  make  imprudent  marriages,"  says  my  wife  (as  if  that  wretched 
tit  quoque  were  any  answer  to  my  remark  I).  '■  This  penniless  law 
student  might  have  a  good  sum  of  money  if  he  chose  to  press  the 
Baynes  family  to  pay  him  what,  after  all,  they  owe  him."  And 
so  poor  little  Charlotte  .was  to  be  her  father's  ramsom  !  To  be 
sure,  little  Charlotte  did  not  object  to  offer  herself  up  in  payment 
of  her  papa's  debt !  And  though  I  objected  as  a  moral  man,  and 
a  prudent  man,  and  a-  father  of  a  family,  I  could  not  be  very  se- 
riously angry.  I  am  secretly  of  the  disposition  of  the  time-hon- 
ored phre  de  JamUle  in  tlie  comedies,  the  irasi^iWe  old  gentleman 
in  the  crop  wig  and  George-the- Second  coat,  who  is  always  men- 
acing "  Tom  the  young  dc^  "  with  his  cane.  When  the  deed  is 
done,  and  Miranda  (the  little  sly-boots  !)  falls  before  my  square- 
toes  and  shoe-buckles,  and  Tom  the  young  dog  kneels  before  me 
in  his  white  ducks,  and  they  cry  out  in  a  pretty  chorus,  For- 
give us,  grandpapa !"  I  say,  Well,  you  rogue,  boys  will  be  boys. 
Take  her,  arrah!  Be  happy  with  her;  and,  hark  ye!  in  this 
pocket-book  you  will  find  tea  thousand."  etc,  etc.  Tou  all  know 
the  story:  I  can  not  help  liking  it,  however  old  it  may  be.  In 
love,  somehow,  one  is  pleased  that  yoang  people  should  dare  a 
little.  Was  nob  Bessy  Eldoii  famoos  as  an  economist,  and  Lord 
£idon  celebrated  for  wisdom  and  caatiou  ?  and  did  not  John 
Scott  marry  Elizabeth  Snrtees  when  they  had  scarcely  two-pence 
a  year  between  them  ?  "  Of  course,  my  dear,"  I  say  to  the  part- 
ner of  my  existence,  "  now  this  madcap  fellow  is  utterly  ruined, 
now  is  the  very  time  he  ought  to  marry.  The  accepted' doctrine 
is,  that  a  man  should  spend  his  own  fortune,  then  his  wife's  fort- 
une, and  then  he  may  begin  to  get  on  at  the  bar.  Philip  has  a 
hundred  pounds,  let  us  say  ;  Charlotte  has  nothing  ;  so  that  in 
about  six  weeks  we  may  look  to  hear  of  Philip  being  in  success- 
ful practice — " 

"  Successfal  nonsense  !"  ci-ies  the  lady.  Don't  go  on  like  .» 
cold-blooded  eaJcnlatang  machine !  Ydn  don't  believe  a  word  of 
what  you  say,  and  a  more  imprudent  pereon  never  lived  than 
yon  yourself  were  as  a  young  man."  This  was  departing  from 
the  question,  which  women  will  do.  "  Nonsense  !"  again  says 
my  romantic  being  of  a  partner-of-existence.  D  jn't  tell  me 
sir.  They  will  be  provided  for !  Are  we  to  be  for  ever  takinw 
care  of  the  morrow,  and  not  trusting  that  we  shall  be  cared  for? 
You  may  call  your  way  of  thinking  prudence.  I  call  it  sinful 
vmidlinesi,  sir."  When  my  life-partner  speaks  in  a  certain 
strain,  1  know  that  remonstrance  is  useles  and  arauoicnt  un- 
availing, and  I  generally  resort  to  cowardly  subterfu-Tes,  and 
sneak  out  of  the  conversation  by.  a  pun,  a  side  jokc'or  'aome 
other  flippancy.  Besides,  in  this  case,  though  I  ar^ue  against 
my  wife,  my  sympathy  is  on  her  side,    I  know  Mr.  Philipls  im- 
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prudent  and  lieadstrong,  but  I  should  like  him  to  succeed  and  be 
happy.    I  own  he  is  a  scapegrace,  but  I  wish  him  well. 

So,  just  <is  the  diligence  of  Laffitte  And  Caillard  is  dealing  out 
of  Boulogne  town,  the  conductor  causes  the  carriage  to  stop,  and 
a  young  fellow  has  mounted  up  on  the  roof  in  a  twinkling ;  and 
the  postilion  says  "  Hi !"  to  his  horses,  and  away  those  squealing 
grays  go  clattering.  And  a  young  lady,  happening  to  look  out 
of  one  of  the  windows  of  the  inte'rienr,  lias  perfectly  recognized 
the  young  gentleman  who  leaped  up  to  the  roof  so  nimbly ;  and 
the  two  boys  who  were  in  the  rotonde  would  have  recognized  the 
gentleman,  but  that  they  were  already  eating  the  sandwiches 
which  my  wife  had  provided.  And  so  the  diligence  goes  on  until 
it  reaches  that  lull  where  the  girls  used  to  come  and  offer  to  sell 
you  apples ;  and  some  of  the  passengers  descend  and  walk,  and 
the  tall  young  man  on  the  roof  jumps  down,  and  approaches  the 
party  in  the  interior,  and  a  young  lady  crii's  out,  "  La  !"  and  her 
mamma  looks  impenetrably  grave,  and  not  in  the  least  surprised; 
and  her  father  gives  a  wink  of  one  eye  and  says,  "  It's  him,  is 
it,  by  George !"  and  the  two  boys  coming  out  of  the  rotonde, 
their  mouths  full  of  sandwich,  cry  out,  "  Hullo  !  It  s  Mr.  Fir- 
min." 

"  How  do  you  do,  ladies  he  says,  blushing  as  red  as  an  ap- 
ple, and  his  heart  thumping — but  that  may  be  from  walking  up 
hill.  And  he  puts  a  hand  toward  the  carriage-window,  and  a 
little  hand  comes  out  and  lights  on  his.  And  Mrs.  General 
Baynes,  who  is  reading  a  religious  work,  looks  up  and  says, 
"  Oh  !  how  do  you  do,  Mr.  Firmin  ?"  And  this  is  the  remarkable 
dialogue  that  takes  place.  It  is"  not  very  witty ;  but  Philip's 
tone  sends  a  rapture  into  one  young  heart ;  and  when  he  is  ab- 
sent, and  has  climbed  up  to  his  place  in  the  cabriolet,  the  kick  of 
his  boots  on  the  roof  gives  the  said  young  heart  inexpressible  com- 
fort and  consolation.  Shine,  stars  and  moon.  Shriek,  gray 
horses,  through  the  calm  night.  Snore  sweetly,  papa  and  mam- 
ma, in  your  corners,  with  your  pocket-handkerchiefs  tied  round 
your  old  fronts  T  I  suppose,  under  all  the  stars  of  heaven,  there 
is  nobody  more  happy  than  that  child  in  that  carriage — that 
wakeful  girl,  in  sweet  maiden  meditation — who  has  given  her 
heart  to  the  keeping  of  the  champion  who  is  so  near  her.  Has 
he  not  been  always  their  champion  and  preserver  ?  Don't  they 
owe  to  his  generosity  ever)-thing  in  life  V  One  of  the  little 
sisters  wakes  wildly  and  cries  in  the  night,  and  Charlotte  takes 
the  child  into  her  arms  and  soothes  her.  "  Hush,  dear  !  He 's 
there — he  s  there,"  she  whispers,  as  she  bends  over  the  child. 
Nothing  wrong  can  happen  with  him  there,  she  feels.  If  the  rob- 
bers were  to  spring  out  from  yonder  dark  pines,  why,  he  would 
jump  down,  and  they  would  all  fly  before  him  !  The  carriage 
rolls  on  through  sleeping  villages,  and  as  the  old  team  retires  all 
in  a  halo  of  rmoke,  and  the  ti  esh  hordes  come  clattering  up  to 
1  ^ 
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their  pole,  Charlotte  sees  a  -weil-known  -white  face  in  the  gleam 
of  the  c  arriage  lanterns.  Through  tlie  long  avenues  the  great 
vehicle  rolls  on  its  course.  The  dawn  peers  over  the  poplars : 
the  stars  quiver  out  of  sight :  the  sun  is  up  in  the  fky,  and  the 
heaven  is  all  in  a  flame.  The  night  is  over — the  night  of  nights. 
In  all  the  round  world,  whether  lighted  fcv  stars  or  sunshine, 
there  were  not  two  people  more  happv  than  these  had  been. 

A  very  short  time  afterward,  at  the  end  of  October,  our  own 
little  sea-side  sojourn  came  to  an  end.  That  astounding  bill  for 
broken  glass,  chairs,  crockery,  was  paid.  The  Loridon  steamer 
takes  us  all  on  board  on  a  beautiful,  sunny  autumn  evening,  and 
lands  us  at  the  Custom-house  quay  in  the  midjt  of  a  deep,  dun 
log,  through  which  our  cabs  have  to  work  their  way  over  greasy 
pavements,  and  bearing  two  loads  of  silent  and  terrified  children. 
Ah,  that  return,  if  but  after  a  fortnight  s  absence  and  holiday ! 
Oh,  that  heap  of  letters  lying  in  a  ghastly  pile,  and  yet  so  clear- 
ly visible  in  the  dim  twilight  of  master's  study  I  We  cheerfully 
bi  eakfast  by  candle-light  tor  the  first  two  days  after  my  arrival 
at  home,  and  I  have  ttie  pleasure  of  cutting  a  part  of  my  chin  ofiT 
because  it  is  too  dark  to  shave  at  nine  o'clock  in  the  morning. 

My  wife  can't  be  so  unfeeling  as  to  laugh  and  be  men-y  because 
I  have  met  with  an  accident  which  temporarily  disfigures  me  ? 
If  the  dun  fog  makts  her  jocular,  she  has  a  very  queer  sense  of 
humor.  She  has  a  letter  before  her,  over  which  she  is  perfectly 
radiant.  When  she  is  especially.pleased  I  can  see  by  her  face 
and  a  particular  animation  and  affectionateness  toward  the  rest 
of  the  family.  On  ihis  present  morning  her  face  beams  out  of 
the  fog-clouds.  The  room  is  illuminated  by  it,  and  perhaps  by 
the  two  candles  which  are  placed  one  on  either  side  of  the  urii. 
The  fire  crackles,  and  flames,  and  spits  most  cheerfully;  and  the 
sky  without,  which  is  of  the  hue  of  brown  paper,  seems  to  set  otf 
the  brightness  of  the  little  interior  scene. 

"  A  letter  from  Charlotte,  papa  !"  cries  one  little  girl,  with  an 
air  of  consequence.  "  And  a  letter  from  Uncle  Philip,  papa  I" 
cries  another ;  "  and  they  like  Paris  so  much,''  continues  the 
little  reporter. 

"  And  there,  sir,  did  n't  I  tell  you  ?"  cries  the  lady,  handinc 
me  over  a  letter.  " 

"  Mamma  always  told  you  so,-"  echoes  the  child,  with  an  im- 
portant nod  of  the  head  ;  "  and  I  should  n't  be  surprised  if  he 
were  to  be  very  rich,  should  you,  mamma  '  continues  this  arith- 
metician. 

I  would  not  put  Miss  Charlotte's  letter  into  print  if  I  could  for 
do  you  know  that  little  person's  grammar  -n  as  frequently  incor- 
rect ;  there  were  three  or  four  words  spelled  wron.rly ;  and  the 
letter  was  so  scored  and  marked  with  dashes  under  every  other 
word,  that  it  is  clear  to  me  her  education  had  been  neglected  • 
and  as  I  am  very  fond  of  her,  I  do  not  wish  to  make  fun  of  her.' 
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And  T  can't  print  Mr.  Philip's  letter,  for  I  have  n't  kept  it.  Of 
what  use  keeping  letters  ?  I  say,  Burn,  burn,  burn.  No  heart- 
pangs.  No  reproaches.  No  ygsterday.  Was  it  happy,  or  mis- 
erable ?  To  think  of  it  is  always  melancholy.  Goto!  I  dare  say 
it  is  the  thought  of  that  fog  which  is  making  this  sentence  so  dis- 
<  ma).  Meanwhile  there  is  Madam  Laura's  face  smiling  out  of  the 
darkness,  as  pleased  as  may  be ;  and  no  wonder,  she  is  always 
happy  when  her  friends  are  so. 

Charlotte's  letter  contained  a  full  account  of  the  settlement  of 
the  Baynes  family  at  Madame  Smolensk's  boarding-house,  where 
they  appear  to  have  been  really  comfortable,  and  to  have  lived 
at  a  very  cheap  rate.  As  for  Mr.  Philip,  he  made  his  way  to  a 
crib,  to  which  his  artist  friends  had  recommended  him,  on  the 
Faubourg  St.  Germain  side  of  the  water — the  Hotel  Pousin,  in 
the  street  of  that  name,  which  lies,  you  know,  between  the  Maza- 
rin  Library  and  the  Musee  des  Beaux  Arts.  In  former  days  my 
gentleman  had  lived  in  state  and  bounty  in  the  English  hotels 
and  quarter.  Now  he  found  himself  very  handsomely  lodged  for 
thirty  francs  per  month,  and  with  five  or  six  pounds,  he  has  re- 
peatedly said  since,  he  could  carry  through  the  month  very  com- 
fortably. I  don't  say,  my  young  traveller,  that  you  can  be  so 
lucky  nowaday  s.  Are  we  not  telling  a  story  of  twenty  years 
ago  ■?  Ay,  marrj".  Ere  steam-coaches  had  begun  to  scream 
on  French  rails  ;  and  when  Louis  Philippe  was  king. 

As  soon  as  Mr.  Philip  Firmin  is  ruined  he  must  needs  fall  iii 
love.  In  order  to  be  near  the  beloved  object,  he  must  needs  fol- 
loT>-  her  to  Paris,  and  give  up  his  promised  studies  for  the  bar  at 
home  ;  where,  to  do  him  justice,  I  believe  the  fellow  would  never 
have  done  any  good.-  And  he  has  not  been  ii^  Paris  a  fortnight 
when  that  fantastic  jade  Fortune,  who  had  seemed  to  fly  away 
from  Wm,  gives  him  a  smiling  look  of  recognition,  as  if  to  say, 
"  Young  gentleman,,!  have  not  quite  done  with  yftu." 

The  good  fortune  was  not  much.  Do  not  suppose  that  Philip 
suddenly  drew  a  twenty-thousand  pound  prize  in  a  lottery.  But, 
biiing  in  much  want  of  money,  he  suddenly  found  himself  ena- 
bled to  earn  some  in  a  way  pretty  easy  to  himself 

In  the  first  place,  Philip  found  his  friends  Mr>  and  Mrs.  Mug- 
ford  in  &  bewildered  state  in  the  midst  of  Paris,  in  which  city 
Mugford  would  never  consent  to  have  a  laquais  de  place,  being 
firmly  convinced  to  the  day  of  his  death  that  he  knew  the  French 
language  quite  sufficiently  for  all  purposes  of  conversation. 
Philip,  who  had  often  visited  Paris  before,  came  to  the  aid  of  his 
friends  in  a  two-franc  dining-house,  which  he  frequented  for 
economy's  sake ;  and  they,  because  they  thought  the  banquet 
there  provided  not  only  cheap  but  most  magnificent  and  satis- 
factory. He  interpreted  for  them,  and  rescued  them  from  their 
perplexity,  whatever  it  was.  He  treated  them  handsomely  to 
catty  on  the  buUyvard,  as  Mugford  said  on  returning  home  and 
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in  reeotinting  the  adventure  to  me.  "  He  can't  forget  that  he 
]ia3  been  a  swell;  and  he  does  do  things  like  a  gentleman,  that 
Firmin  does.  He  came  back  with  ns  to  our  hotel — Meurice's,'' 
said  Mr.  Mugford,  "  and  who  should  drive  into  the  yard  and  stop 
out  of  his  carriage  but  Lord  Ein^wood — you  know  Lord  Ring- 
wood;  everybody  knows  him.  As  he  gets  out  of  his  carriage — 
'  What '  is  that  you.  Phiiip  '?'  says  his  lordship,  giving  the  young 
fellow  his  hand.  '  Come  and  breakfas'  with  me  to-movrow  morn- 
ins.'    And  away  he  goes  most  friendly." 

How  came  it  to  p;\;s  that  Lord  Ringwoori,  whose  instinct  of 
seli-preservation  was  strong — who,  I  feai',  was  rather  a  selfish 
nobleman — and  wl;o.  of  late,  as  we  have  heard,  had  given  or- 
ders to' refuse  Mr.  Philip  entracee  at  Lis  door — shotild  all  of  a 
sudden  turn  rouml  and  greet  the  youna  man  with  cordicility  '? 
In  the'Srst  plaL-e,  Philip  had  never  troubled  his  lordship's  knocker 
at  all;  and  second,  as  luck  would  have  it.  on  this  very  day  of 
their  meeting  his  lor  :-hip  hid  been  to  dine  v.  ith  that  w.-Il-known 
Parisian  resident  and  h  ni  vivan'.  mv  Lord  Viscount  Trim,  who 
had  been  Governor  of  the  S.i_ro  islands  when  Colonel  Baynes 
was  there  with  bis  regimc-nt.  the  gallant  100th.    And  the  gen- 
eral and  his  old  West  India  jrovrrnor  meeting'  at  chureh.  i\y 
LfOrd  Trim  straizhtway  asked  General  Baynes  to  dinner,  where 
Lord  Ringwood  was  present,  along  with  other  distinguished 
company,  whom  at  present  we  need  not  particularize.    Xow  it 
has  been  said  that  Philip  Rir,:zwood,  my  lor  l's  brother,  and 
Captain  Baynes,  in  eai-ly  youth,  had  been  close  friends,  and  that 
the  colonel  had  died  in  the  captain's  arms.    Lord  Rin;rwc,od, 
who  had  an  excellent  memory  when  he  chose  to  use  it,  was 
pleased  on  this  occasion  to  remember  General  Baynes  and  his 
intimacy  with  his  brother  in  oLi  Jays.    And  of  those  old  times 
tiiey  talked;  the  general  waxing  more  eloquent.  I  sup^'ose,  than 
Lis  wont  over*Lord  Trims  excellent  wine..  And  in  the  course 
of  conversation  Philip  was  named,  and  the  general,  warm  with 
drink,  poured  out  a  most  enthn.-iaitie  eulogium  on  liis  votmcr 
friend,  and  mentioned  how  noble  and  seli-denyino'  Philin's  con- 
duct had  been  in  his  own  case.    And  periiaps  Lord  Piinirwood 
was  pleased  at  hearing  these  praises  of  his  brother's  grandson  ; 
and  perhaps  he  thought  of  old  times,  when  he  had  a  !'.e.art,  and 
he  and  his  brother  loved  each  other.    And  thoush  he  misht 
think  Philip  Firmin  an  absurd  young  blockhead  for  ffivins'up 
any  claims  which  he  might  have  on  General  Baynes,  at  anv~rate 
I  have  no  doubt  his  lordship  thoitgiit,  "  This  bov  is  not  likelv  to 
come  begging  money  from  me  :  '  "  Hence,  when  he  drove  back 
to  his  hotel  on  the  very  niuht  after  this  dinner,  and  in  the  court- 
yard saw  that  Philip  Firmin,  his  brother's  arandscn.  the  heart  of 
the  old  nobleman  was  smitten  with  a  kindlv  sentiment,  and  he 
bade  Phiiip  to  come  and  see  him. 

I  have  described  .ome  of  Philiji';  oddities,  and  amonf  thcr-p 
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was  a  vei-y  remarkable  change  in  his  appearance,  wLicii  ensued 
very  speedily  after  his  rui;i.  I  know  that  the  greater  number  of 
story  readers  are  Tounj-,  and  those  who  are  ever  so  old  remem- 
ber that  their  own  youlig  days  occurred  but  a  very,  very  short 
while  ago.  Don't  you  remember,  most  potent,  grave,  and  rev- 
erend senior,  when  you  were  a  junior,  and  actually  rather  pleas- 
ed with  new  clothes  ?  Does  a  new  coat  or  a  waistcoat  cause  you 
any  pleasure  now  ?  To  a  well-constituted  middle-aged  gentle- 
man, I  rather  trust  a  smart  new  suit  causes  a  sensation  of  un- 
easiness— not  from  the  tightness  of  the  fit,  which  may  be  a  reason 
— but  from  the  gloss  and  splendor.  When  my  late  kind  friend, 
Mrs.  — — ,  gave  me  the  emerald  tabinet  waistcoat,  with  the  gold 
shamrocks,  I  wore  it  once  to  go  to  Richmond  to  dine  with  her ; 
but  I  buttoned  myself  so  closely  in  an  upper  coat  that  I  am  sure 
nobody  in  the  omnibus  saw  what  a  painted  vest  I  had  on.  Gold 
sprigs  and  emerald  tabinet,  what -a  gorgeous  raiment !  It  has . 
formed  for  ten  years  the  chief  ornament  of  my  wardrobe ;  and 
though  I  have  never  dared  to  wear  it  since,  I  always  think  with 
a  secret  pleasure  of  possessing  that  treasure.  Do  women,  when 
they  are  sixty,  like  handsome  and  fashionable  attire,  and  a  youth- 
ful appearance  ?  Look  at  Lady  Jezebel's  blushing  cheek,  her 
raven  hair,  her  splendid  garments  !    But  this  disquisition  may 

carried  to  too  great  a  length.  I  want  to  note  a  fact  which 
has  occurred  not  seldom  in  my  experience — that  men  who  have 
been  great  dandies  will  often  and  suddenly  give  up  their  long- 
accustomed  splendor  of  dress,  and  walk  about,  most  happy  and 
contented,  with  the  shabbiest  of  coats  and  hats.  No.  The  ma- 
jority of  men  are  not  vain  about  their  dress.  For  instance, 
within  a  very  few  years  men  used  to  have  pretty  feet.  See  in 
what  a  resolute  way  they  have  kicked  their  pretty  boots  off  al- 
most to  a  man,  and  wear  great,  thick,  formless,  comfortable 
walking  boots,  of  shape  scarcely  more  graceful  than  a  tub  ! 

When  Philip  Firmin  first  came  on  the  town  there  were  dandies 
still;  there  were  dazzling  waistcoats  of  velvet  and  brocade,  and 
tall  stocks  with  cataracts  of  satin ;  there  were  pins,  studs,  neck- 
chains,  I  know  not  what  fantastic  splendors  of  youth.  His 
varnished  boots  grew  upon  forests  of  trees.  He  had  a  most  re- 
splendent silver-gilt  dressing-case  presented  to  him  by  his  father 
(for  which,  it  is  true,  the  doctor  neglected  to  pay,  leaving  that 
duty  to  his  son).  "Jt  is  a  mere  ceremony,"  said  the  worthy 
doctoi-,.  "  a  cumbrous  thing  you  may  fancy  at  first ;  but  take  it 
about  with  you.  It  looks  well  on  a  man's  dressing-table  at  a 
country  house.  It  poses  a  man,  you  understand.  I  have  known 
women  come  in  and  peep  at  it.  A  trifle,  you  may  say,  my  boy  ; 
but  what  is  the  use  of  flinging  any  chance  in  life  away  ?"  'Now, 
when  misfortune  came,  young  Philip  flung  away  all  tUese  mag- 
nificent follies.  He  wrapped  himself  TO-toie  sMa;  and  I  am  bound 
to  say  a  more  queer-looking  fellow  than  friend  Philip  seldom 
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•walked  cii5  piii  eraiiit  ot  LonJoa  or  Par;;.  He  i_oul'J  noi:  wear 
thf  olf  a.l  Lis  l  jji:;.  or  rub  Lis  e' l-o  ~s  into  r a^s  in  ?:x  oion-hs  ; 
t:;:.  as  he  ^om-':L  ?.iy  oi  hiaisci:  tti:^  a:u:-ii  ;;cipuci"y.  ••  I 
ZL...^  I  r"^r,  to  cure  or.ieklv  ttrai  anv  t'ei'ow-  1  ever  s.ne'^v. 
-11'-  mv  50ck5  in  holes.  Mr^  Pru  itrnni? :  ail  my  shlrr-bnttoris 
gone.  I  2ive  yoa  hit  ^ord.  T  dja't  k:io^<^  how  the  things  hold 
togrther,  and  why  they  don":  tnLnbie  to  pieoes.  I  itiip<JOt  I  must 
h:\-  oabad  liundreii."  S:;5-^eot'  My  children  used  to  laugh 
and  orow  as  they  i;wed  bu:::r.s  oa  to  him.  As  for  the  Li::Ie 
Sister,  she  broke  into  his  ap.\rtLaer.:s  in  his- absence,  and  said 
that  it  turned  her  hair  grav  to  see  the  state  of  his  poor  wardrobe. 
I  believe  that  Mrs.  Brandon  nut  in  surreptitious  linen  iiuo  his 
drawers.  Hv  did  not  know.  He  wore  the  Siiircs  in  a  routentcd 
spirit.  Tl;e  giossy  boots  bc-gan  to  crack  and  then  to  burst.  £>nd 
P;:iiip  wore  them  with  perieer  equanimity.  AVhere  were  the 
■beautiful  lavender  and  lemon  gloves  of  last  vear  V  His  great 
naked  hinds  (with  which  he  sesticuiates  so  grandly)  v.  cre  as 
brown  as  an  Indian  s  now.  We  had  liked  him  heartiiy  in  his 
days  of  spl-ndor  :  we  loved  him  liov.-  in  his  threadbare  suit. 

I  can  rancv  the  young  man  striding  into  the  room  where  his 
lordship's  gu-sts  were  assembled.  In  the  presence  of  gr'eat  or 
sural:.  Philip  has  always  been  en:ireiy  auconccrned,  and  he  is 
one  of  the  half-dozen  men  I  have  seen  in  mv  lite  upon  whom 
rank  made  no  impression.  It  appears  that,  on  occasion  of  this 
creakfast.  there  were  one  or  two  dandies  present  ^vho  were 
aghait  at  ridlip's  freedom  of  behavior.  He  eiiirajed  in  conver- 
sation with  a  fltmous  French  statesman:  contradieted  him  with 
much  energy  in  his  own  ^auguage  :  and  when  the  statesman  ask- 
ed whetiier  monsieur  was  membre  da  Pariement  ?  Philip  burst 
into  one  of  his  roars  of  iatiahter,  which  almost  breaks  the  ^hisses 
on  a  tabie.  and  said,  ■•  Je  suis  ioumaiiste.  monsieur,  a  vos  or.ires  .'" 
Young  Timbary  of  the  embassy  was  aghast  at  Phihp's  insolence  : 
and  I>r.  Botts.  his  lordship  s  traveiling  physician,  looked  a:  him 
with  a  terrified  face.  A  bottle  of  claret  was  brouo-ht.  which  al- 
most all  the  gentlemen  present  began  to  swallow,  until  Philip, 
tasting  his  irlass.  called  out.  •■  Fangh  !  It  "s  corked  !"'  •■  So  it  is. 
and  very  badly  corked,"  growls  my  lord,  with  one  of  his  usual 
oaths.  ••  Why  di  1  n  t  some  of  yon  reilews  speak  ?  Do  vou  like 
corked  wine'?"  There  were  gaiiaat  fellows  roun^i  that  table 
who  wouLd  have  drunk  corked  black  dose,  had  his  lordshi'i  pro- 
fessed to  like  sr-ma.  The  old  host  was  thkieii  and  arn-'Aed. 
•■  Your  mother  was  a  quiet  soul,  and  your  farlier  used  to  bow  like 
a  danciug-masrer.  You  ain't  much  like  him.  I  Jir.e  at  home  mo-r 
days.  Leave  word  in  the  morning  with  mv  yer-oie.  and  com.^ 
when  you  like,  Philip,"  he  growled.  A  p.-.rt'of  this  uews  Puilip 
narrated  to  us  in  his  letter,  and  the  other  part  was  siven  ver- 
bally by  ill-,  and  Airs.  iMugford  on  their  return  to  Loudon.  '■  I 
tell  yoa,  sir,"  says  Mugtbrd,    he  has  been  taken  by  the  hand  hj 
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some  of  the  tip-toj)  people,  and  I  have  booked  him  at  three  guin- 
eas a  wool-:  for  a  letter  to'  the  PaU  Mall  Gazette:' 

And  this  was  the  cause  of  my  v/ife  s  exultation  and  triumph- 
ant '•  Did  n't  I  tell  you  '?"  Philip's  foot  was  on  tiie  ladder ;  and 
who  so  capable  of  mounting  to  the  top  ?  When  happiness  and 
a  fond  and  lovely  girl  were  waiting  for  him  there,  would  he  lose 
heart,  spare  exertion,  or  be  afraid  to  climb  ?  He  had  no  truer 
well-wisher  than  myself,  and  no  friend  who  liked  him  better, 
though,  I  dare  say,  many  admired  him  much  more  than  I  did. 
But  these  were  women  for  the  most  part ;  and  women  become  so 
absurdly  unjust  and  partial  to  persons  whom  they  love,  when 
these  latter  are  in  misfortune,  that  I  am  surprised  ilr.  Puilip  did 
not  quite  lose  his  head  in  his  poverty,  with  such  fond  tiatcerers 
and  sycophants  round  him.  Would  you  grud^fe  him  the  conso- 
lation to  be  had  from  these  sweet  uses  of  ad\'ersity  ?  Many  a 
heart  would  be  hardctied  but  for  the  memjrv  of  past  griefs ;  when 
eyeS  now  averted,  perhaps,  were  full  of  sympathy,  and  hands, 
now  cold,  were  eager  to  soothe  and  t.uecor. 


CHAPTER  XIX. 

QU'OX  P;ST  BIEX  A  VINGT  AXS. 

A  fair  correspondent — and  I  would  parenthetically  hint  that 
all  correspondents  are  not  fair — points  out  the  discrepancy  exist- 
ing between  the  text  and  the  illustrations  of  our  story  ;  and  justly 
remarks  that  the  story  dated  more  than  twenty  years  back,  while 
the  costumes  of  the  actors  of  our  little  comedy  are  of  the  fashion 
of  to-day. 

My  dear  madam,  these  anachronisms  must  be,  or  you  would 
•scarcelv  be  able  to  keep  any  interest  for  our  characters.  What 
would  be  a  woman  without  a  crinoline  petticoat,  for  example':* 
an  object  ridiculous,  hatefu],  I  suppose  hardly  proper.  What 
would  you  think  of  a  hero  who  wore  a  large  high  black-satin 
stock  cascading  over  a  figured  silk  waistcpat ;  and  a  blue  dress- 
coat,  with  brass  buttons,  mayhap  'i"  If  a  person  so  attired  came 
up  to  ask  you  to  dance,  could  you  refrain  from  laughing  '?  Time 
was  when  young  men  so  decorated  found  favor  in  the  eyes  of 
damsels  who  had  never  beheld  hooped  petticoats  except  in  their 
grandmothers'  portraits.  Persons  who  flourished  in  the  first  part 
of  the  century  never  thought, to  see  the  hoops  of  our  ancestors' 
age  rolled  downward  to  our  contemporaries  and  children.  Did 
we  ever  imagine  that  a  period  would  arrive  when  our  yoting  men 
would  part  their  hair  down  the  middle,  and  wear  a  piece  of  tape 
for  a  neckcloth  ?    As  soon  .should  we  have  thought  of  their  dve- 
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ino-  tlieir  bodies  vith  woad.  and  arraying  themselves  liiie  ancient 
Britons.  So  ihe  ag?s  lave  their  dress  and  undress;  and  the 
iientiemen  and  la'lies  of  Victoria's  time  are  s-itislied  -with  tlieir 
manner  of  raiment;  as  no  doubt  in  Boadieea's  court  they  looked 
charming  tatooed  and  painted  blue. 

The  times  of  -which  we  -write,  the  times  of  Louis  Philippe  the 
king,  are  so  altered  from  the  present,  that  -when  Philip  Firmin 
■went  to  Paris  it  -was  absolutely  a  cheap  place  to  live  in;  and  he 
Las  often  bragged  in  subsequent  days  of  ha-ying  lived  well  during 
a  month  for  five  pounds,  and  bought  a  neat  waistcoat  with 
a  part  of  the  money.  "A  capital  bedroom,  an  premier,  for  a 
franc  a  day,  sir,"  he  would  call  all  persons  to  remark — '•  a  bed- 
room as  good  as  yours,  my  lord,  at  Meurice"s.  Very  good  tea  or 
cofl'ee  breakfast;  twent}-  francs  a  month,  with  lots  of  bread  and 
butter.  Twenty  francs  a  month  for  washing,  and  fifty  for  dinner 
and  pockct-uioney — that  s  about  the  figure.  •  The  dinner,  I  owa, 
is  shy,  unless  I  come  and  dine  with  my  friends;  and  then  I  mTike 
up  for  banyan  days."  And  so  sayii,g,  Philip  would  call  out  for 
more  trufiled  partridges,  or  affably  fill  his  goLlet  with  my  Lord 
Ririgv/ood's  best  Sillery  "At  those  shops,''  he  would  observe, 
"where  I  dine,  I  have  beer:  I  can't  stand  the  wine.  And  you 
see  I  can't  go  to  the  cheap  English  ordinaries,  of  which  there  are 
many,  because  English  gentlemen's  servants  are  there,  vou 
know,  and  it 's  not  pleasant  to  sit  with  a  fellow  who  waits  on  you 
the  day  after." 

"  Oh !  tlie  English  servants  go  to  the  cheap  ordinaries,  do 
they?"  asks  niy  lord,  greatly  amused,  "and  you  drink  biere  de 
Mars  at  the  shop  where  you  dine  ?" 

"And  dine  very  badly,  too,  I  can  tell  you.  Ahvays  come  away 
hungry.  Give  me  some  champagne — the  di-y,  if  you  please. 
They  mix  very  well  togetlier — sweet  and  dry.  Did  ever 
dine  at  Elicoteau's,  Mr.  Pecker  ?" 

"  /  dine  at  one  of  your  horrible  two-franc  houses  cries  Mr. 
Pecker,  with  a  look  of  terror.  "  Do  you  know,  mv  lord,  there 
are  actually  houses  where  people  dine  for  two  francs '?'' 

"Two  francs!  Seventeen  sous!"  bav.ls.  out  Mr.  Firmin. 
The  soup,  the  beef,  the  roti,  the  salad,  the  dessert,  and  the  whi- 
ty-brown  bread  at  discretion.  Jt  s  not  a  good  dinner  certainly 
—in  fact,  it  is  a  dreadful  bad  one.  But  to  dine  so'wou'ld  do 
some  fellows  a  great  deal  of  good." 

"What  do  you  say.  Pecker?  Elicoteau's;  seventeen  sous. 
\Ve  11  make  a  little  party  and  try,  and  Firmin  shall  do  the  hon- 
ors of  his  restaurant,"  says  my  lord,  with  a  grin. 

"  Alercy  !"  gasps  Mr.  Pecker. 

"  I  had  rather  dine  here,  if  you  please,  my  lord,"  says  the 
young  man.    "  This  is  cheaper,  and  certainl-y^  better.'' 

My  lord'?  doctor,  and  many  of  the  guests  at  his  table,  my  lord's 
henchmen,  flatterers,  and  led  captains,  looked  aghast  at  the  free- 
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dom  of  the  young  fellow  in  tbe  shabby  coat.  If  t?iey  dared  to  be 
familiar  with  their  liost,  there  came  a  scowl  over  that  noble 
countenance  which  was  awful  to  face.  They  di'ank  his  corked 
wine  in  meekness  of  spirit.  They  laughed  at  his  jokes  trembling. 
One  after  another,  they  were  the  objects  of  his  satire  ;  and  each 
grinned  piteoiisly  as  he  took  his  turn  of  punishment.  Some  din- 
ners are  dear,  though  they  cost  nothing.  At  some  great  tables 
are  not  toads  served  along  with  the  entrees?  Yes,  and  many 
amateurs  are  exceedingly  Jond  of  the  dish. 

How  do  Parisians  live  at  ally  is  a  question  which  has  often  set 
me  wondering.  How  do  men  in  public  otfiees,  with  fifteen  thou- 
sand francs,  let  us  say,  for  a  salary — and  tiis,  for  a  French 
official,  is  a  liigh  sala)-y — live  in  handsome  apartments  ;  give  gen- 
teel entertainments;  cloihe  themselves  aiul  their  families  with 
much  more  sumptuous  raiment  than  English  people  of  the  same 
station  can  aflbrd  ;  take  their  country  holiday,  a  six.  weeks'  so- 
journ avx  eaux  ;  and  appear  cheerful  and  to  want  for  nothing  V 
Paterfamilias,  with  six  hundred  a  year  in  London,  knows  wh.al  a 
straitened  life  his  is,  with  rent  high,  and  beef  at  a  shilling  a 
pound.  Well,  in  Paris  rent  is  higher  and  meat  is  dearer;  and 
yet  madame  is  richly  dressed  when  you  see  her;  monsieur  has 
always  a  little  money  in  his  pocket  for  his  club  or  his  cafe;  and 
something  is  pretty  surely  put  away  every  year  for  the  marriage- 
portion  of  the  young  folks.  "  Sir,"  Philip  used  to  say,  describing 
this  period  of  his  life,  on  which — and  on  most  subjects  regarding 
himself,  by  the  way — he  was  wont  to  be  very  eloquent,  "  when 
my  income  was  raised  to  five  thousand  francs  a  year,  I  give  you 
my  word  I  was  considered  to  be  rich  by  my  French  aequaint- 
ance.  I  gave  four  sous  to  the  waiter  at  our  dining-place — in 
that  respect  I  was  always  ostentatious — and  I  believe  they  called 
me  Milor.  I  sliould  have  been  poor  in  the  Rue  de  la  Paix  ;  but 
I  was  wealthy  in  the  Luxembourg  quarter.  Don't  tell  me  about 
poverty,  sir  !  Poverty  is  a  bully  if  you  are  afraid  of  her,  or 
truckle  to  her.  Poverty  is  good-natured  enough  if  }  ou  meet  her 
like  a  m,an.  You  saw  how  my  poor  old  father  was  afraid  of  her, 
and  tlioui^ht  the  world  would  come  to  an  end  if  Dr.  Firmin  did 
not  keep  his  butler,  and  his  footman,  and  his  fine  house,  aud  line 
chariot  and  horses?  lie  was  a  poor  man,  if  you  please.  He 
nmst  have  suffered  agonies  in  his  struggle  to  make  both  ends 
meet.  Everything  he  bought  must  have  cost  him  twice  the  hon- 
est price  ;  and  when  I  think  of  nights  iJiat  must  have  been  passed 
without  sleep — of  that  proud  man  having  to  smirk  and  cringe 
before  creditors — to  coax  butchers,  by  George !  and  wheedle 
tailors — I  pity  him  :  I  can't  be  angry  any  more.  That  man  has 
suffered  enough.  As  for  me,  have  n't  you  remarked  that  since  I 
have  not  a  guinea  in  the  world,  I  swagger,  and  am  a  much  great- 
er swell  than  before  ?"    And  the  truth  is  that  a  Prince  Royal 
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cor.ld  not  have  calied  rbr  bis  g'tns  with  a  more  maiDini-ent  air 
than  ^'  •  Piiilip  —his  h-j  iurLiinsn-;  1  tL-  Trai-or  ani  paid  for  his 
jiei!/  rem'. 

Ta-k  of  poverty,  iadc-ed'  That  perioi.  Pnilip  vot,-?.  was  the 
har-jieit  of  his  life.  He  i.'ie  ;  to  teU  in  aitir-days  ot  the  choice 
avquaintanee  of  Boai-mia-^s  waita  lie  Lai  roraiad.  Their  jui. 
lie  s;i:],  though  ic  contained  but  saiili-b.^er.  tvas  always  fuii. 
T;ie;r  tibaceo,  though  it  bore  no  hi^hrr  rank  trian  that  o:  capo- 
ril.  was  pieutiru!  ari'l  f;'3_'r?..iit.  He  kaew  some  a  imirablf-  medi- 
cal itudi;nts  :  soaie  artists  who  oaly  wanted  talent  and  industry 
to  be  at  the  heijlst  of  their  proresiion :  and  one  or  two  of  the 
magnates  of  his  owr;  .-allin?,  the  newspaper  correspondants, 
whose  ho^i^es  an!  tables  were  open  to  hitn.  It  was  wonderful 
what  Secrets  of  policies  he  learned  aad  trausrnitted  to  his  own 
paper.  He  pursued  Fren:-h  statesmen  of  those  days  with  pro- 
digious eloquenee  and  vigor.  At  t'le  exoer.se  of  that  old  kini; 
he  was  wouileriuhy  witty  and  sareastieal.  He  reviewed  t'le  at- 
fairs  of  Europe,  settled  the  destinies  of  Russia,  denounced  the 
Spanish  marriajes.  dispos-d  of  the  Pope,  and  advoeated  the  lib- 
eral cause  in  FLanre.  with  an  untiring  e';oquence.  '"Absinthe 
nsed  to  be  my  drinij.  sir,''  so  he  was  good  enough  to  tell  his 
friends.  •■  It  makes  the  ink  ran,  and  imparts  a  fine  eloquence 
to  the  style.  Mercy  upon  us,  how  I  would  belabor  that  poor 
King  of  the  Freaeh  under  the  influence  of  absinthe  in  that  cafe 
opposite  the  Bourse  where  I  use  to  make  mv  Letter'  Wiio 
knows,  sir,  perhap-  the  induence  of  those  letters  nrecipic\ted  the 
fall  of  tile  Bourbon  dynasty!  Before  I  had  an'otSee.  Giiiisran. 
of  the  Ceraury.  and  I  used  to  do  our,  letters -at  that  cafe  f  we 
compared  notes,  and  pitched  into  each  other  amieablv." 

Gillisan.  of  the  Century,  and  Firmin,  o?  the  Pa.l  Mai  Gazit'e. 
were,  however,  very  minor  persoiia^es  amon;r  the  London  news- 
paper eorrc-spondents.  Their  seniors  of  the  liaiiv  pre=s  lia'i 
haads-otne  apartmenis.  gave  sump'ujus  dinners,  were  cio-eted 
with  ministers  seeretaries,  and  entertained  members  of  tiie 
Chamber  of  Deputies.  Phiiip.  on  perfectly  easy  terms  wiu.  him- 
self and  the  world,  swaggering  about  the  embassv  balls  Piiiiip, 

the  friend  and  relative  of  Lord  Ringwood — was  viewed  by  his 
professional  seniors  and  superiors  wirh  aii  eve  of  favor,  w'hi  -a 
was  not  eertainlv  turned  on  all  gentlemen  fji'.owing  his  cal'biiT. 
Certainly  poor  Gilligan  was  never  asked  to  those  dinners  which 
some  of  the  newspaper  eaibassalors  gave.,  whereis  PLtiii;,  wa^ 
received  not  unhospitably.  Giliigia  received  bar  a  coid  s  lou^- 
der  at  Mr..  Morning  Messenj^^r  s^Tuursd  v.'s :  and  as  for  beinj 
as;ei  to  dmner.  beiai ',  _  ••  That  fehjw.  Firmin.  has  an  air  wir'n 
him  which  will  carry  him  through  anywhere  "'  Pail's  brother 
correspoadect  owned.  -  He  seems  to  pitrouize  an  embassa.ior 
when  he  goes  up  and  speaks  to  him  :  a-.iJ  he  3a%-3  to  a  secretarv 
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■My  good  fellow,  tell  your  master  that  Mr.  Firralii,  of  the  Pall 
Mull  Gazette,  wants  to  sej  uiai,  and  will  thanl:  him  to  step  over 
to  the  Cafe  de  la  Bourse.'  "  I  don't  think  Philip,  for  his  part, 
■would  have  seen  much  matt  jr  of  surprise  in  a  minister  stepping 
over  to  speak  to  him.  To  him  all  folk  were  alike,  great  and 
small ;  and  it  is  recorded  of  Siim  that  when,  on  one  occasion,  Lord 
Ringwood  paid  him  a  visit  at  Jiis  lodgings  in  the  Faubourg  St. 
Germain,  Philip  afiabl}'  offered  his  lordship  a  cornel  of  fried  po- 
tatoes, with  which,  and  plentiful  tobacco  of  course,  Philip  and 
one  or  two  of  his  friends  were  renraliQff  themselves  when  Lord 
Ringwood  chanced  to  call  on  Lis  kinsman. 

A  crust  and  a  carafon  of  small-beer,  a  correspondence  with  a 
weekly  paper,  and  a  remuneration  such  as  that  we  have  men- 
tioned— was  Philip  Firmin  to  look  for  no  more  than  this  pittance, 
and  not  to  seek  for  more  permanent  and  lucrative  employment V 
Some  of  his  friends  at  home  were  rather  vexed  at  what  Philip 
chose  to  consider  his  good  Ibrtune  ;  namely,  his  connection  with 
the  newspaper  and  the  small  stipend  it  gave  him.  He  might 
quarrel  with  his  employer  any  day.  Lideed  no  man  was  more 
likely  to  fling  his  bread  and  butter  out  of  window  than  Mr.  Phi-r 
lip.  He  was  losing  precious  time  at  the  bar ;  where  he,  as  hun- 
dreds of  other  poor  gentlemen  had  done  before  him,  might  make 
a  career  for  himself.  For  what  are  colonies  made  ?  Why  do 
bankruptcies  occur  ?  Why  do  people  break  tiie  peace  and  quar- 
rel with  policemen,  but  that  barristers  may  be  employed  as 
judges,  commissioners,  magistrates  ?  A  reporter  to  a  newspaper 
remains  all  his  life  a  newspaper  reporter.  Philip,  if  he  would 
but  help  himself,  had  friends  in  the  world  who  might  aid  effeci  u- 
ally  to  advance  him.  So  it  was  we  pleaded  with  him,  in  the  lan- 
guage of  moderation,  urging  tlie  dictates  of  common  sense.  As 
if  moderation  and  common  sense  could  be  got  to  move  that  mule 
of  a  Philip  Firmin  ;  as  if  any  persuasion  of  ours  could  induce  bim 
to  do  anything  but  what  he  liked  to  do  best  himself! 

"  That  you  should  be  worldly,  my  poor  fellow  ''  (so  Philip 
wrote  to  his  present  biographer) — "  that  you  should  be  thinking 
of  money  and  the  main  chance,  is  no  matter  of  surprise  to  me. 
You  have  suffered  under  that  curse  of  manhood,  that  destroyer 
of  generosity  in  the  mind,  that  parent  of  selfishness — a  little  fort- 
une. You  have  your  wretched  hundreds  "  (my  candid  corres- 
pondent stated  the  sum  correctly  enough ;  and  I  wish  it  were 
double  or  treble  ;  but  that  is  not  here  the  point)  "  paid  quarterly. 
The  miserable  pittance  numbs  your  whole  existence.  It  pre- 
vents freedom  of  thought  and  action.  It  makes  a  screw  of  a 
man  who  is  certalnl}'  not  without  generous  impulses  :  as  I  know, 
my  poor  old  Harpagon,  for  hast  thou  not  offered  to  open  thy 
purse  to  me  ?  I  tell  you  I  am  sick  of  the  way  in  which  people  in 
London,  especially  good  people,  think  about  money.  You  live 
up  to  your  income's  edge.    You  are  miserably  poor.    You  brag 
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and  flatter  yourselves  that  )-ou  owe  no  man  an3'thiiig ;  but  your 
estate  has  creditors  upon  it  as  insatiable  as  any  usurer,  and 
as  hard  as  any  bailifi".  You  call  me  reckless,  and  prodigal,  and 
idle,  and  all  sorts  of  names,  because  I  live  in  a  single  room,  do  as 
little  work  as  I  can,  and  go  about  with  holes  in  my  boots:  and 
you  flatter  yourself  you  are  prudent,  because  you  have  a  genteel 
house,  a  grave  flunky  out  of  livery,  and  two  green-grocers  to 
wait  when  you  give  your  half-dozen  dreary  dinner-parties. 
Wretched  man  !  You  are  a  slave  :  not  a  man.  You  are  a  pau- 
per, with  a  good  house  and  good  clothes.  You  are  so  miserabl)' 
prudent  that  all  your  money  is  spent  for  you,  except  the.  few 
wretched  shillings  which  you  allow  yourself  for  pocket-money. 
You  tremble  at  the  expense  of  a  cab.  I  believe  you  actually  look 
at  half-a-crown  before  you  ppend  it.  The  landlord  is  your  mas- 
ter. The  livery-stable  keeper  is  your  master.  A  train  of  ruth- 
less, useless  servants  are  your  pitiless  creditors,  to  wliom  you 
have  to  pay  exorbitant  dividends  every  day.  I,  with  a  hole  in 
my  elbow,  who  live  upon  a  shilling  dinner,  and  walk  on  cracked 
boot-soles,  am  called  extravagant,  idle,  reckless,  I  don't  know 
what ;  while  you,  forsooth,  consider  yourself  prudent.  Miserable 
delusion  1  You  are  flinging  away  heaps  of  money  on  useless 
flunkies,  on  useless  maid-servants,  on  useless  lodgings,  on  useless 
finery — and  you  say,  '  Poor  Phil  I  what  a  sad  idler  he  is  !  how 
he  flings  himself  away  !  in  what  a  wretched  disreputable  manner 
he  lives  !'  Poor  Phil  is  as  rich  as  you  are,  for  he  has  enough,  and 
is  content.  Poor  Phil  can  afibrd  to  be  idle,  and  you  can't.  You 
must  work  in  order  to  keep  that  great  hulking  footman,  that 
great  raw-boned  cook,  that  army  of  babbling  nursery-maids,  and 
I  don't  know  what  more.  And  if  you  choose  to  submit  to  the 
slavery  and  degradation  inseparable  from  your  condition  ;  the 
wretched  inspection  of  candle  ends,  which  you  call  order  ;  the 
mean  self-denials,  which  you  must  daily  practice — I  pity  you,  and 
don't  c|uarrel  with  you.  But  1  wish  you  would  not  be  so  insuf- 
ferably virtuous,  and  ready  with  your  blame  and  pity  for  me.  If 
I  am  happy,  pray  need  you  be  ditquieted  ?  Suppose  I  prefer  in- 
dependence and  shabby  boots  ?  Are  not  these  better  than  to  be 
pinched,  by  your  abominable  varnished  conventionalism,  and  to 
be  denied  the  liberty  of  free  action  ?  My  poor  fellow,  I  pity  you 
from  my  heart  ;  and  it  grieves  me  to  think  how  those  fine  honest 

children— honest,  and  hearty,  and  frank,  and  open  as  yet  are 

to  lose  their  natural  good  qualities,  and  to  be  swathed,  and  swad- 
dled, and  stifled  out  of  health  and  honesty  by  that  ob.stinate 
worldling,  their  fai^her.  Don't  tell  me  about  the  world  :  1  know  it. 
People  sacrifice  the  next  world  to  it,  and  are  all  the  while  proud 
of  their  prudence.  Look  at  my  miserable  relations,  steeped  in 
respectability.  Look  at  my  father.  There  is  a  chance  for  him 
now  he  is  down  and  in  poverty.  I  have  liad  a  letter  from  him' 
containing  more  of  that  dreadful  worldly  advice  which  you  Phari- 
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sees  give.  If  it  -were  n't  for  Laura  and  tte  childreD,  sir,  I 
heartily  wish  you  were  ruined  like  your  affectionate       P.  F. 

"ISr.B..  P.S.— Oh,  Pen!  I  am  so  happy!  She  is  such  a  little 
darling  !  I  bathe  in  her  innocence,  sir  !  J  strengthen  myself  in 
lier  purity.  I  kneel  before  her  sweet  goodness  and  unconscious- 
ness of  guile.  I  walk  from  my  room,  and  see  her  every  morning 
before  seven  o'clock.  I  see  her  every  afternoon.  .She  loves  you 
and  Laura.  And  you  love  her,  don't  yon  ?  And  to  think  that 
six  months  ago  I  was  going  to  marry  a  woman  without  a  heart ! 
Why,  sir,  blessings  be  on  the  poor  old  father  for  spiending  our 
money,  and  rescuing  me  from  that  horrible  fate  !  I  m.ight  have 
been  like  that  fellow  in  the  '  Arabian  Nights,'  who  man-ied 
Amina — the  respectable  woman,  who  dined  upon  grains  of  rice, 
but  supped  upon  cold  dead  body.  Was  it  not  worth  all  the 
money  I  ever  was  heir  to,  to  have  escaped  from  that  ghoul? 
Lord  Ringwood  savs  he  thinks  I  was  well  out  of  that.  He  calls 
people  by  Anglo-Saxon  names,  and  uses  very  expressive  mono- 
syllables :  and  of  Aunt  Twysden,  of  Uncle  Twysdeu,  of  the  girls, 
and  their  brother,  he  speaks  in  a  way  which  makes  me  see  he  has 
come  to  just  conclusions  about  them. 

"P.S.  I'J^o.  2. — ,A.h,  Pen  !  She  is  such  a  darling.  I  think  I  am 
the  happiest  man  in  the  world." 

And  this  was  what  came  of  being  ruined  !  A  scapegrace, 
who,  when  he  had  plenty  of  money  in  his  pocket,  was  ill-tem- 
pered, imperious,  and  discontented ;  now  that  he  is  not  worth 
two-pence,  declares  himself  the  happiest  fellow  in  the  world  ! 
Do  you  remember,  my  dear,  how  he  used  to  grumble  at  our  claret, 
and  what  wry  faces  he  made,  when  there  was  only  cold  meat  for 
dinner  ?  The  wretch  is  absolutely  contented  with  bread  and 
cheese  and  small-beer — even  that  bad  beer  which  they  have  in 
Paris  !  Xow  and  as;ain,  at  this  time,  and  as  our  mutual  avocations 
permitted,  I  saw  Philip's  friend,  the  Little  Sister.  He  wrote  to 
her  dutifully  from  time  to  time.  He  told  her  of  his  love  affair 
with  Miss  Charlotte^  and  my  wife  and  I  could  console  Caroline, 
by  assiiring  her  that  this  time  the  young  man's  heart  was  given 
to  a  worthy  mistress.  I  say  console,  for  the  news,  after  all,  was 
sad  for  her.  In  the  little  chamber  which  she  always  kept  ready 
for  him,  he  would  lie  awake,  and  think  of  some  one  dearer  to  him 
than  a  hundred  poor  Carolines.  She  would  devise  something 
that  should  be  agreeable  to  the  young  lady.  At  Christmas-time 
there  came  to  Miss  Baynes  a  wonderfully  worked  cambric  pocket- 
handkerchief,  with  "  Charlotte  "  most  beautifully  embroidered  in 
the  corner.  It  was  this  poor  widow's  mite  of  love  and  tenderness 
which  she  meekly  laid  down  in  the  place  where  she  worshipped. 
"  And  I  have  six  for  him,  too,  ma'am,"  Mrs.  Brandon  told  my 
wife.  "  Poor  fellow  !  His  shirts  was  in  a  dreadful  way  when  he 
went  away  from  here,  and  that  you  know,  ma'am."  So  you  see 
th.b  wayfarer,  having  fallen  among  undoubted  thieves,  yet  found 
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msnv  kind  ;.:-.5  to  reliere  'aim.  anl  manT  a  good  Samaritan 
rcScV  — hh  his  rwo-rcn-.-e.  if  neeu  vrere. 

The  re?-5:n  -srhv  Phiiip  ira;  :he  hapri'-eii  man  in  the  ■world  of 
ccnrse  tci  rLiidtrsrand.  Frecch  n-;opl-?  are  T-i-rv  ear^y  nje;r5 ; 
azd.  at  die  little  hotel  wh^-re  Mr.  Ph'.iip  hved.  the  ^holeere^  of 
the  house  wvre  cp  hours  tctcre  ^azy  Eaghsh  iria;ter;  ar:d  fervanis 
thiuh  c;  srirric^.  At  ever  so  early  an  hcu-  Pidl  h.il  a  nne  bowl 
o:'oc3ee  a::d  nrhk  ard  bread  for  his  br-akih;:  :  ar.d  he  ■was  srrid- 
do^n  to  'lie  Invih  ief.  and  a::c.;;  the  bridge  'd  the  Charap; 
Eiysees.  and  the  ihnies  ot  hh  pipe  preceded  him  -n-ith  a  pieasaat 
c jor.  And  a  short  time  atber  pissinj  the  Bjr.d  Point  in  the 
Eiys'an  he! is.  ^itrre  an  a.tive  tountaiu.  -^as  fiin;:T:g  up  sho'srers 
of  diamonds  tc  the  sity — a.h-r.  I  say.  leavir^  the  Eond  Point  on 
his  ri;h".  ani  passin::  und-r  umhrajreots  groves  in  the  direction 
of  the  p-f-sent  Castle  of  Fio'svers.  Mr.  Philip  vroaid  see  a  "ittle 
perstn.  Srniet'ni-s  a  yoting  sister  or  crcther  came  irith  the  lit- 
tle ^  ;r5on.'  ^  jnienmes  only  a  hlusli  iluttered  in  her  cheek,  and 
a  sweet  sn:ile  beami-d  in  her  face  as  she  came  ibrwarJ  tc  greet 
hia?..  For  the  anjvl-  were  scarce  pnt^r  than  this  yonn;  maid: 
an  i  Una  was  no  more  airaii  of  the  lion  than  Charlotte  or'  her  com- 
panion with  the  iond  voice  and  the  tawny  nctne.  I  would  not 
have  nvied  ''.at  rep-obatr's  lot  who  shonld  have  dared  to  s.ty  a 
dourt:ul  word  to  ihis  Una  :  hut  the  truth  is.  she  never  thoiigi^t 
of  danger,  or  rcet  with  any.  The  workmen  were  goir.::  to  their 
labor  :  the  dandies  were  asleep  ;  and.  tonsiierin?  their  ag;.  and 
the  relati-nsh'p  in  which  th-y  stood  to  one  anotner.  I  am  no:  sur- 
prised at  Ptihip  tt-r  anncupcin^  that  ibis  was  the  happiest  time  of 
his  ht'e.  In  later  ila}"s.  when  two  gentlemen  of  mature  acre  h:\D- 
penc^  to  be  in  Pt^ris  together,  what  must  iMr.  Philip  Tirinin  do 
bnc  ins'st  r.pcn  wabKisc  nie  seniimer tally  "o  the  Chacos  Z'-s  sees. 
and  looking  at  an  old  hcn=e  there,  a  rather  jha'tby  oid  house  in 
a  carden.  "  ■■  Ti:at  was  the  place."  sijbs  he.  ••  That  wa-  Ma- 
damie  de  ."^rr.o'ersk  s.  That  was  the  winuow.  th.e  th'r-d  one.  wirh 
the  green  jabotisie.  By  Jove.  sir.  how  happy  an  i  how  mis-rable 
I  have  been'  behind  that  green^  hlin  i  And  my  Jaiend  shakes 
his  larae  fist  at  hhe  somewhat  dilapidated  mar.sion.  whence  i>Ja- 
dame-de  :>moien5k  and  her  boar.\ers  have  loni:  since  denar:^  h 

1  lear  that  baroness  had  engaged  in  her  en'-rprise  with  infn> 
fident  capita',  or  conducted  it  with  such  liocraiiry  that  her  prtcrs 
were  taten  np  by  her  boarders.  I  could  tt-li  drcadtal  stories  im- 
pugning the  baroness  moral  character.  Pcorle  said  she  had  no 
right  to  the  title  cf  baroness  at  aii.  or  to  the  noble  foreign  name 
01  Smolensk.  People  are  still  alive  who  knew  her  under  a  dh^ 
ferent  name.  The  b  aroness  her^elt  was  what  scree  amatetirs  call 
a  fine  woman,  especially  at  dinner- time,  when  she  at^ne-ired  hi 
black  satin  and  with  cheeks  that  blushed  np  as  far  as  t'h'e  ev^lids. 
In  her  peigrcoir  in  the  morning.  =he  was  perhaps  the  reverse  of 
fine.     Loutotirs  whi<.h  were  roiiad  at  niiht.  in  the  lorenoon  ap- 
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peared  lean  and  angular.  Her  roses  only  bloomed  half  an  hour 
before  dinner-time  on  a  cheek  -which  was  quite  yellow  until  live 
o'clock.  I  am  sure  it  is  very  kind  of  elderly  and  ill-complexioned 
people  to  supply  the  ravages  of  time  or  jaundice,  and  present  to 
our  view  a  figure  blooming  and  agreeable,  in  place  of  an  object 
faded  and  withered.  Do  you  quarrel  with  your  opposite  neigh- 
bor for  painting  his  house-front  or  putting  roses  in  his  balcony  ? 
You  are  rather  thankful  for  the  adornment.  IMadame  de  Smo- 
lensk's front  was  so  decorated  of  afternoons.  Geraniums  were 
set  pleasantly  under  those  first-lloor  windows,  her  eyes.  Carcel 
lamps  beamed  from  those  windows  :  lamps  which  she  had  trimmed 
with  her  own  scissors,  and  into  which  that  poor  widow  poured  the 
oil  which  she  got  some  how  and  any  how.  When  the  dingy 
breakfast  papillotes  were  cast  of  an  afternoon,  what  beaXitiful 
black  curls  appeared  round  her  brow  !  The  dingy  papillotes  were 
put  away  in  tlie  drawer:  the  peignoir  retired  to  its  hook  behind 
the  door  :  the  satin  raiment  came  forth,  the  shining,  the  ancient, 
the  well-kept,  the  well- wadded  :  and  at  the  same  moment  the 
worthy  woman  took"  that  smile  out  of  some  cunning  box  on  her 
scanty  toilet-table — that  smile  which  she  wore  all  the  evening 
along  with  the  rest  of  her  toilet,  and  took  out  of  her  mouth  when 
she  went  to  bed  and  to  think— to  think  how  both  ends  were  to 
be  made  to  meet. 

Philij)  said  he  respected  and  admired  that  vv-oman  :  and  worthy 
of  respect  she  was  in  her  way.  She  painted  her  face  and  grinned 
at  poverty.  She  laughed  and  rattled  with  care  gnawing  at  her 
side.  She  had  to  coax  the  milkman  out  of  his  human  kindness : 
to  pour  oil— his  own  oil — upon  the  stormy  epicier's  soul :  to  melt 
the  buttei-man  :  to  (ap  the  wine  merchant :  to  mollify  the  butcher  : 
to  invent  new  pretexts  for  the  landlord  :  to  reconcile  the  lady 
boarders,  Mrs.  General  Baynes,  let  us  sa}',  and  the  Honorable 
Mrs.  Boldero,  who  were  always  quarrelling :  to  see  that  the  din- 
ner, when  procured,  was  cooked  properly;  that  Fran^oise,  to 
whom  she  owed  ever  so  many  months'  wages,  was  not  too  rebel- 
liou.s  or  intoxicated  ;  that  .4TJg"ste,  also  her  creditor,  had  his  glass 
clean  and  his  lamps  in  ori^er.  And  this  work  done,  and  the  hour 
of  six  o'clock  arriving,  she  had  to  carve  and  be  agreeable  to  her 
table  ;  not  to  hear  the  growls. of  the  discontented  (and  at  what 
table-d'hote  are  there  not  grumblers  '?)  ;  to  have  a  word  for  every 
body  present ;  a  smile  and  a  laiigh  for  Mrs.  Bunch  (with  whom 
there  had  been  very  likely  a  dreadful  row  in  the  morning") ;  a  re- 
mark for  the  colonel ;  a  polite  phrase  for  the  general's  lady  ;  and 
even  a  good  word  and  compliment  for  sulky  Auguste,  who  just 
before  dinner-time  had  unfolded  the  napkin  of  mutiny  about  his 
wages. 

"VVas  not  this  enough  work  for  a  woman  to  do  ?  To  conduct 
a  great  house  without  sufficient  money,  and  make  soup,  fish, 
roasts,  and  half  a  dozen  entries  out  of  wind  as  it  were  ?  to  eon- 
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jure  up  wine  in  piece  and  by  tlie  dozen  ?  to  langb  and  joke 
■without  the  least  gayety  ?  to  receive  scorn,  abuse,  rebuffs,  inso- 
lence, with  gay  good-humor  ?  and  then  to  go  to  bed  wearied  at 
night,  and  have  to  think  about  figures  and  that  dreadful,  dread- 
ful sura  in  arithmetic — given,  £5  to  pay  £6  '?  Lady  Macbeth  is 
supposed  to  have  been  a  resolute  woman ;  and  great,  tall,  loud, 
hectorinff  females  are  set  to  represent  the  character.  I  say  no. 
She  was  a  weak  woman.  She  began  to  walk  in  her  sleep,  and 
blab  after  one  disagreeable  little  incident  had  occurred  in  her 
house.  She'  broke  down,  and  got  all  the  people  away  from  her 
own  table  in  the  most  abrupt  and  clumsy  manner,  because  that 
drivelling  epileptic  husband  of  hers  fancied  he  saw  a  ghost.  In 
Lady  Smolensk's  place  Madame  de  Macbeth  would  have  broken 
down  in  a  week,  and  Smolensk  lasted-  for  years.  If  twenty 
gibbering  ghosts  had  come  to  the  boarding-house  dinner,  ma- 
dame  would  have  srone  on  carving  her  dishes,  and  smiling,  and 
helping  the  live  guests,  the  paying  guests,  leaving  the  dead 
guests  to  gibber  away  and  help  themselves.  "My  poor  father 
had  to  keep  up  appearances,"  Phil  would  say,  recounting  these 
things  in  after-days;  "but  how?  You  know  he  always  looked 
as  if  ho  was  going  to  be  hung."  Smolensk  was  the  gayest  of  the 
gay  always.  That  woman  would  have  tripped  up  to  her  funeral 
pile  and  kissed  her  hands  to  her  friends  with  a  smiling  "  bon 
jour!" 

"  Pray,  who  was  Monsieur  de  Smolensk  V"  asks  a  simple  lady 
who -may  be  listening  to  our  friend's  narrative. 

"  Ah,  my  dear  lady !  there  was  a  pretty  disturbance  in  the 
house  when  that  question  carae  to  be  mooted,  I  promise  you," 
sa^'s  our  friend,  laugiiing,  as  he  recounts  his  adventures.  And, 
after  all,  what  does  it  matter  to  you  and  me  and  tliis  story  who 
Smolensk  was  V  I  am  sure  this  poor  lady  had  tardships  enoucrh 
in  her  life  campaign,  and  that  Ney  himself  could  not  have  faced 
fortune  with  a  constancy  more  heroical. 

Well.  When  the  Bayneses  first  came  to  her  house,  I  tell  yon 
Smolensk  and  all  round  her  smiled,  and  our  fi-iends  thought 
they  were  landed  in  a  real  rosy  Elysii^  in  the  Champs  of  that 
name.  Madame  had  a  Carrkk  a  la  Indienne  prepared  in  com- 
pliment to  her  guests.  She  had  had  many  Indians  in  her  estab- 
lishment.   She  adored  Indians,    jy'efait  ce  la  polytjnmie  they 

were  most  estimable  people,  the  Hindus.  Surtout  she  adored 
Indian  shawls.  That  of  Madame  la  Generale  was  ravishinw. 
The  company  at  madame's  was  pleasant.  The  Honorable  Mrs. 
Boldero  was  a  dashing  woman  of  fashion  and  respectability  who 
had  lived  in  the  best  world-— it  was  easy  to  see  that.  The  y'ouno- 
ladies'  duets  were  very  striking.  The  Honorable  Mr.  Boldero 
was  away  shooting  in  Scotland  at  his  brother.  Lord  Stronn-- 
itharm's,  and  would  take  Gaberlunzie  Castle  and  the  duke's  on 
his  way  south.    Mrs.  Baynes  did  not  know  J^adv  Estridge,  the 
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embassadress  ?    When  the  Estridges  returned  from  Chantilly, 
the  Honorable  Mrs.  B.  wouid  be  delighted  to  introduce  her. 
"  Your  pretty  girl's  name  is  Charlotte  ?    So  is  Lady  Estridge's— 
and  very  nearly  as  tall;  fine  girls,  the  Estridges;  fine  long  necks 
— large  feet — but  your  jrirl,  Lady  Baynes,  has  beautiful  feet. 
Lady  Baynes,  I  said  ?    Well,  you  must  be  Lady  Baynes  soon. 
The  general  must  be  a  K.  C.B.  after  his  services.    What,  you 
know  Lord  Trim  '?    He  will  and  must  do  it  for  you.    If  not,  my 
brother  Strongitharm  shall."    I  have  no  doubt  Mrs.  Baynes  was 
greatly  elated  by  the  attentions  of  Lord  Strongitharm's  sister ; 
and  looked  him  out  in  the  Peerage,  where  his  lordship's  arms, 
pedigree,  and  residence  of  Gaberlunzie  Castle  are  duly  recorded. 
The  Honorable  Mrs.  Boldero's  daughters,  the  Misses  Minna  and 
Brenda  Boldero,  played  some  rattling  sonatas  on  a  piano  which 
was  a  good  deal  fatigued  by  their  exertions,  for  the  young  ladies' 
hands  were  very  powerful.    And  madame  said,  "Thank  you," 
with  her  sweetest  smile ;  and  Auguste  handed  about  on  a  silver 
tray — I  say  silver,  so  that  the  convenances  may  not  be  wounded 
— well,  say  silver  that  was  blushing  to  find  itself  copper — handed 
up  on  a  tray  a  white  drink  which  made  the  Baynes  boys  cry  out, 
"I  say,  mother,  what 's  this  beastly  thing?''    On  which  madame, 
with  the  sweetest  smile,  appealed  to  the  company,  and  said, 
"  They  love  orgeat,  these  denr  infants !"  and  resumed  her  piquet 
with  old  M.  Biiiois — that  odd  old  gentleman  in  the  long  brown 
coat,  with  the  red  ribbon,  who  took  so  much  snufl'  and  blew  his 
nose  so  often  and  so  loudly.    One,  two,  three  rattling  sonatas 
Minna  and  Brenda  played ;  Mr.  Clancy,  of  Trinity  College, 
Dublin  (M.  de  Clanci,  madame  called  him),  turning  over  the 
leaves,  and  presently  being  persuaded  to  sing  some  Irish  melo- 
dies for  the  ladies.    I  don't  think  Miss  Charlotte  Baynes  listened 
to  the  music  much.    She  was  listening  to  another  music,  which 
she  and  Mr.  Firmin  were  performing  together.    Oh,  how  pleas- 
ant that  music  used  to  be !    There  was  a  sameness  in  it,  I  dare 
say;  but  still  it  was  pleasant  to  hear  the  aii>  over  again.  The 
pretty  little  duet  a  quatre  mains,  where  the  hands  cross  over, 
and  hop  up  and  down  the  keys,  and  the  heads  get  so  close,  so 
close.    Oh,  duets  1  oh,  resrcts  !    Pshaw  !  no  more  of  this.  Go 
down  stairs,  old  dotard.    Take  A  our  hat  and  umbrella  and  go 
walk  by  the  sea-shore,  and  whistle  a  toothless  old  solo.    "  These 
are  our  qiiiet  nights,"  whispers  M.  de  Clanci  to  the  Baynes  la- 
dies, when  the  evening  draws  to  an  end.    "  Madame's  Thurs- 
days are,  I  promise  ye,  much  more  fully  attended."  Good-night, 
good-night!    A  squeeze  of  a  little  hand,  a  hearty  hand-shake 
irom  papa  and  mamma,  and  Philip  is  striding  throug'n  the  dark 
El_vsian  fields  and  over  the  Place  of  Concord  to  his  lodgings  in 
the  Faubourg  St.  Germain.    Or,  stay !    What  is  that  glow- 
worm beaming  by  tlio  wall  opposite  Madame  de  Smolensk's 
house — a  glow-worm  that  wafts  an  aromatic  inceiise  and  odor  ? 
19 
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I  do  believe  it  is  Mr.  Philip's  cigar.  And  he  is  watching,  watch- 
ing at  a  window  hj  which  a  slim  figure  flits  now  and  again. 
Then  darkness  falls  on  the  little  window.  The  sweet  eyes  are 
closed.  Oh,  blessings,  blessings  be  upon  them!  The  stars  shine 
overhead.  And  homeward  stalks  Mr.  Firmin,  talking  to  himself 
and  brandishing  a  great  stick.  I  wish  that  poor  Madame  Smo- 
lensk could  sleep  as  well  as  the  people  in  her  house.  But  care, 
with  the  cold  feet,  gets  under  the  coverlet,  and  says,  "  Here  ] 
am;  you  know  that  bill  is  coming  due  to-morrow."  Ah,  atra 
cural  can't  you  leave  the  poor  thing  a  little  quiet  ?  Has  n't  she 
had  work  enough  for  aU  day "? 


CHAPTER  XX. 

COURSE  OF  XEUE  LOTJ£. 

We  beg  the  gracious  reader  to  remember  that  Mr.  Philip's 
business  at  Paris  was  only  with  a  weekly  London  paper  as  yet 
and  hence  that  he  had  on  bis  hant^s  a  great  deal  of  leisure.  He 
could  glance  over  the  state  of  Europe  ;  give  the  latest  news 
from  the  salons,  imparted  to  him.  1  do  believe,  for  the  most  part 
by  some  brother  hireling  scribes;  be  present  at  all  the  theatres 
by  deputy ;  and  smash  Louis  Philippe  or  Messieurs  Guizot  and 
Thiers  in  a  few  easUy-tnrned  paragraphs,  which  tost  but  a  verv 
few  hours'  labor  to  that  bold  and  rapid  pen.  A  wholesome 
though  humDiating  thought  it  must  be  to  great  and  learned 
public  writers,  that  their  eloquent  sermons  are  but  for  the  day 
and  that,  having  read  what  the  philosophers  say  on  Tuesdav  oi 
Wednesday,  we  think  about  their  yesterday's  sermons  or  essays 
no  more.  A  score  of  years  hence  men  will  read  the  papers  ol 
1863  for  the  occurrences  narrated — births,  marrianes.  bankrupt- 
cies, elections,  murders,  deaths,  and  so  forth,  and  not  for  the 
leading  articles.  "  Though  there  were  some  of  my  letters."  IMr. 
Philip  would  say.  in  after-times,-"  that  I  fondly  fancied  the  world 
would  not  willingly  let  die.  I  wanted  to  have  them  or  see  them 
reprinted  in  a  volume,  but  I  could  find  r.o  publisher  willin"  to 
undertake  the  risk.  A  fond  being,  who  fancies  there  is  crenius 
in  everj-thing  I  say  or  write,  would  have  had  me  reprint  inv  let- 
tei-s  to  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette;  but  I  -was  too  timid,  or  she!  per- 
haps, was  too  confident.  The  letters  never  were  republished. 
Let  them  pass."  They  have  passed.  And  he  sijrhs.  in  mention- 
ing this  circumstance ;  and  I  think  tries  to  persuade  himself 
rather  than  others,  that  he  is  an  unreeoffnized  rvenius  '  ' 

"And  then,  you  know,"  he  pleads,^'!  was" in  love,  sir  and 
spending  all  my  days  at  Omphale's  knees.  1  did  n't  do  justice  to 
my  powers.    If  I  had  had  a  daily  paper.  I  still  tbink"  I  mi^i' t 
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have  made  a  good  public  writer ;  aad  that  I  had  the  stuff  in  me — 
the  stuff  in  me,  sir !" 

The  truth  is,  that  if  he  had  had  a  daily  paper,  and  ten  times 
as  much  work  as  fell  to  his  lot,  Mr.  Philip  would  have  found 
means  of  pursuing  his  inclination,  as  he  ever  through  life  has 
done.  The  being  whom  a  young  man  wishes  to  see,  he  sees. 
What  business  is  superior  to  that  of  seeing  her  ?  'T  is  a  little 
Hellespontine  matter  keeps  Leander  from  his  Hero?  He  would 
die  rather  than  not  see  her.  Had  he  swum  out  of  that  difficulty 
on  that  stormy  night,  and  carried  on  a  few  months  later,  it  might 
have  been,  "Beloved!  my  cold  and  rheumatism  are  so  severe 
tiiat  the  doctor  says  I  must  not  think  of  cold  bathing  at  night ;" 
or,  "Dearest!  we  have  a  party  at  tea,  and  3 ou  mustn't  expect 
your  ever  fond  Lambda  to-night,"  and  so  forth,  and  so  forth. 
But  in  the  heat  of  his  passion  water  could  not  stay  him ;  tem- 
pests could  not  frighten  him ;  and  in  one  of  them  he  went  down, 
while  poor  Hero's  lamp  was  twinkling  and  spending  its  best 
flame  in  vain.  So  Philip  came  from  Sestos  to  Abydos  daily — 
across  one  pf  the  bridges,  and  paying  a  half-penny  toll  very 
likely — and,  late  or  early,  poor  little  Charlotte's  virgin  lamps 
were  lighted  in  her  eyes,  and  watching  for  him. 

Philip  made  many  sacrifices,  mind  you — sacrifices  which  all 
men  are  not  in  the  habit  of  making.  When  Lord  Ringwood 
was  in  Paris,  twice,  thrice  he  refused  to  dine  with  his  lordship, 
until  that  nobleman  smelled  a  rat,  as  the  saying  is,  and  said, 
"  Well,  youngster,  I  suppose  you  are  going  where  there  is  metal 
more  attractive.  When  you  come  to  twelve  lustres,  my  boy, 
you  '11  find  vanity  and  vexation  in  that  sort  of  thing,  and  a  good 
dinner  better,  and  cheaper,  too,  than  tb^  best  of  them."  And 
when  some  of  Philip's  rich  college  friends  met  him  in  his  exile, 
and  asked  him  to  the  Rocher  or  the  Trois  Freres,  he  would 
break  away  from  those  banquets  ;  and  as  for  meeting  at  those 
feasts  doubtful  companions,  whom  young  men  will  sometimes 
invite  to  their  entertainments,  Philip  turned  from  such  with 
scorn  and  anger.  His  virtue  was  loud,  and  he  proclaimed  it 
loudly.  He"  expected  little  Charlotte  to  give  him  credit  for  it, 
and  told  her  of  his  self  denial.  And  she  believed  anything  he 
said  ;  and  delighted  in  everything  he  wrote  ;  and  copied  out  his 
articles  for  the  PaZ/ iV/a/^  Gazette;  and  treasured  his  poems  in 
her  desk  of  desks;  and  there  never  was  in  all  Sestos,  in  all  Aby- 
dos, in  all  Europe,  in  all  Asia  Minor  or  Asia  Major,  such  a  noble 
creature  as  Leander,  Hero  thought;  never,  never!  I  hope, 
young  ladies,  you"  may  all  have  a  Leander  on  his  way  to  the 
tower  where  the  light  of  your  love  is  burning  steadfastly.  I 
hope,  young  gentlemen,  you  have  each  of  you  a  beacon  in  sight, 
and  may  m.eet  with  no  mifihap  in  swimming  to  it. 

From  my  previous  remarks  r^^garding  Mrs.  Baynes,  the  reader 
has  boon  made  aware  that  the  general's  wife  "was  no  more  fault- 
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!es3  than  the  rest  of  her  fellow-creatures ;  and  having  already 

candidly  informed  the  public  that  the  writer  and  his  feunily  were 
no  favorites  of  this  lady,  I  have  now  the  pleasing  duty  of  re- 
oordincr  my  own  opinions  regarding  her.  Mrs.  General  B.  waa 
an  earlv  ri??r.  She  was  a  frjgal  woman;  fond  of  her  voung. 
or,  let  us  sav,  anxious  to  provide  for  their  maintenance ;  and 
here,  with  my  best  conn'Knients.  I  think  the  catalogue  of  her 
good  qualifies  is  ended.  She  had  a  bad,  violent  temper;  a  dis- 
agreeable person,  attired  in  very  bad  taste  :  a  shrieking  voic«  ; 
and  two  manners,  the  res^^^eetti:!  and  the  patronizing,  which  were 
both  alike  odious.  Whea  she  ordered  Baynes  to  marry  her, 
Gracious  Powers,  why  did  he  not  rim  away  '/  Who  dared  first 
to  say  that  marriages  are  made  in  heaven'.'  We  know  that 
there  are  no:  only  blunders,  but  roguery,  in  the  marriage  office. 
Do  not  mistakes  oecur  every  day,  and  are  not  the  wrong  people 
coupled  y  Had  heaven  anything  to  do  with  the  bargain  oy 
Avhich  young  iliss  Blushrose  was  sold  to  old  Mr.  Hoarfrost  ? 
Did  heaven  order  young  Miss  Tripper  to  throw  over  poor  Tom 
Spooner  and  marry  the  wealthy  Mr.  Bang  ?  Xou  may  as  well 
sav  that  horses  are  sold  in  h-^aveE.  which,  as  you  know  are 
groome  !.  are  donorel.  are  changed  on  to  the  market,  and  war- 
ranted by  dexterous  horse-venders  as  possessing  every  quality 
of  blood,  pace,  temper,  age.  Againsr  these  Mr.  Greenhorn  has 
Lis  remedy  sometim- s :  but  airainst  a  mother  who  sells  you  a 
warranted  daughter,  what  remedy  is  there  ?  Ton  have  been 
joekeyed  by  false  representations  into  bidd;n:r  tor  the  Cecilia, 
and  the  animal  is  yours  for  life.  She  shies,  kicks,  stumbles,  has 
an  infeiTial  temper,  is  a  crib-biter — and  she  was  warranted  to 
you  by  her  mother  as  the  most  perfect,  good-tempered  creature, 
whom  the  most  timid  might  manage  !  Yon  have  bought  her. 
She  is  yours.  Heaven  bless  you  !  Take  her  home,  and  be  mis- 
erable tor  the  rest  of  your  days.  Yon  have  no  redress.  You 
have  done  the  deed.  Marriages  were  made  in  heaven,  vou 
know ;  and  in  yours  you  were  as  much  sold  Moses  Primrose 
was  w)ien  he  bought  the  gross  of  green  spectailes. 

I  don't  think  poor  General  Bavnes  ever  had  a  proper  sense  of 
his  situation,  or  knew  how  miserable  he  ought  by  rights  to  have 
been.  He  was  not  uneheeriui  at  times  r  a  silent  man,  liking  his 
rubber  and  his  glass  of  wine  ;  a  very  weak  person  in  the  com- 
mon anairs  of  lite,  as  his  test  friends  must  o-s-n  :  but.  as  I  have 
heard,  a  very  tiger  in  action.  ■■  I  know  your  opini.on  of  the 
general,"  Philip  used  to  say  to  me,  in  his  grandiloquent  wav  : 
••you  despise  men  who  don  t  bully  their  wives:  vou  do,  sir  ' 
You  think  the  seneral  weak.  I  know,  I  know,  0:her  brave  men 
were  lo  ah:.u:  women,  as  I  dare  say  you  have  heard,  Thi="man 
so  vreak  at  home,  was  mighty  on  the  war-pa:h  ;  and  in  his  wi j- 
wam  are  the  scalps  of  countless  warriors."'  ~ 

■•  In  his  wig  wla'Y'  say  I.    The  truth  is.  on  his  meek  head 
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the  general  wore  a  little  cnrling  chestnut  topknot,  which  looked 
very  queer  and  out  of  place  over  that  wrinkled  and  war-worn 

face. 

"  If  YOU  cboose  to  laujh  at  ycnr  joke,  p  -ay  do,"  says  Phil, 
majestioalh-.  "  I  make  a  noble  image  of  a  warrior.-  You  pre- 
fer a  barber';  pole.  Bon  .'  Pass  me  the  wine.  The  veteran 
whom  I  hope  to  salute  as  father  ere  Ion:: — the  solJier  of  twenty 
battles;  who  saw  mv  ovrn  brave  grandfathc-r  die  at  !:i;  side — 
die  a:  Busaoo.  by  George  '  you  laujli  at  ou  account  of  his  wig. 
It 's  a  capital  joke."  Ar.d  here  Phil  seowkd  and  slapped  the 
table,  and  passed  his  hands  aoros;  his  eyes,  eis  though  the  death 
of  his  granJiather,  which  occurred  long  before  Philip  was  born, 
caused  him  a  very  serious  pang  of  grief.  Philip's  newspaper 
business  brought  him  to  London  on  occasions,  I  think  it  was  on 
one  of  these  visits  thai  we  had  our  taik  about  .Gcner.iil  Baynes. 
And  it  was  at  the  s.vme  time  Philip  described  the  biarding-house 
to  us.  and  its  inm.^tes,  and  the  landlady,  and  the  doing;  there. 

For  t'aa:  siruo'aHng  landlady,  as  for  all  women  in  distress,  our 
fi'iend  had  a  great  sympat'iiy  and  liking  ;  and  she  returned  Phi- 
lip's kiu'iness  by  being  very  good  to  ilademoijelle  Charlotte,  and 
A"ery  forbearing  with  the  gL-neral's  wife  and  his  other  children. 
The  appetites  of  those  little  ones  was  frig'h.t'u!.  the  temper  of 
Madame  la  Geuerale  was  almo;t  intolerable,  but  Charlotte  was 
an  aiigel,  and  the  general  was  a  mutton — a  true  mutton.  Her 
own  lather  had  been  so.  The  brava  are  often  mutton's  at  home. 
I  suirect  that,  though  madame  couM  have  made  but  little  profit 
b^'  the  general's  family,  his  monthly  payments  were  very  wel- 
come to  her  meagre  little  exchequer.  '-Ah  '  if  all  my  locataries 
were  like  him  !"  ;ighcd  the  poor  lady.  "  Tiiat  Madame  Boldero, 
whom  the  generaless  treat;  always  as  honorable.  I  wish  I  was  as 
sure  of  her  '.    And  others  again  "' 

I  never  kept  a  boardlng-hoase.  but  I  am  sure  there  must  be 
many  painful  duties  attendant  on  that  profession.  What  can 
you  do  if  a  lady  or  gentleman  does  n't  pay  his  bill'.^  Tern  him 
or  her  out''  Pcrliap;  the  very  thing  that  lady  or  gentleman 
would  desire.  They  go.  Those  trunks  which  you  have  insanely 
detained,  and  about  which  yoa  have  made  a  njht  and  a  scandal, 
do  not  contain  a  hundred  francs'  worth  of  goods,  and  your  credi- 
tor=  never  come  back  a^ain.  You  do  not  like  to  have  a  row  in 
a  boarding-house  anj-  more  than  you  would  like  to  have  a  party 
with  searlet-tever  in  your  best  bedrocm.  The  s;arlet-fever  par- 
tv  stavs,  and  the  other  boarders  go  away  What,  you  ask.  do  I 
mean  'by  this  mystery'.-  I  am  sorry  to  have  to  give  up  names, 
and  titled  names.  I  am  sorry  to  say  the  HonoralVie  Airs.  Boldero 
did  not  pay  h-r  bills.  S'ie  was  waiting  for  remittances,  which 
the  Honorable  Bj:dero  was  dreadt'ully  remls;  in  sending.  A 
dreadful  man  !  He  was  still  at  his  lordship's  at  Gaberhinzie 
Castle,  shooting  the  wild  deer  and  hunting  the  roe.    And  thoncrh 
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the  Honorable  Mrs.  B.'s  heart  -was  in  the  Highlands,  of  course, 

hovr  could  she  j'in  her  Highland  chief  without  the  money  to  paj 
madame  '?  The  Hic^hlands,  indeed!  One  dull  day  it  came  oat 
that  the  Honorable  Boldero  was  amusrng  himself  in  the  High- 
larida  of  Hesse  Hombonrg,  and  engaged  in  the  dangerous  sport 
which  is  to  be  had  in  the  srreen  plains  about  Loch  Badenbaden- 
och ! 

Did  you  ever  !;ear  of  sui.h  depravity  ?  The  woman  is  a  des- 
perate and  unprincipled  adventuress  '  I  wonder  madame  dares 
to  pat  me  and  my  children  and  my  general  down  at  table  with 
such  people  as  ^hose,  Philip  "'  cries  Madame  la  GeneraJe.  '•  I 
mean  those  opposite — that  woman  and  her  two  daughters,  who 
have  n't  paid  madame  a  shilling  for  three  months — who  owes  me 
five  hundred  francs,  which  she  borrowed  until  next  Tuesday, 
expectipg  a  remittance — a  pretty  remittance  indeed — from  Lord 
Strongitbarm.  Lerd  Sirongitharm,  I  dare  say '  And  she  pre- 
tends to  be  raosc  intimate  at  the  eiibassy  :  and  that  s!:e  would 
introduce  us  there,  and  at  the  Tuileries :  and  she  told  me  Lady 
Garterton  had  the  small-pox  in  the  house  ;  and  when  I  said  all 
ours  had  been  vaccinated,  and  I  did  n't  mind,  she  fobbed  me  off 
with  some  ether  excuse  ;  and  it 's  my  belief  the  woman  s  a  hum- 
iug.  Overhear  me  !  I  don't  care  if  she  does  overbear  me.  Xo. 
Tou  may  loo.k;  as  mueh  as  you  like,  my  Honorable  Mrs.  Boldero; 
and  I  don't  care  if  you  do  overhear  me.  Ogoost  f  Pomdytare 
pour  le  generale.  How  tough  madrime's  boot  is.  and  it's  boof, 
boof.  boof  evtry  day.  till  I'm  sick  of  boof.  Oncost  !  whv  don't 
yon  attend  to  my  cI:iMren  V""    And  so  forth. 

By  this  report  of  the  worthy  woman's  conversation,  you  will 
see  that  the  frienJihip  which  had  sprung  up  between  the  two 
lalies  had  come  to  an  end,  in  consequence  of  painful  pecuniarv 
i]isputes  between  them;  that  to  keep  a  boarding-house  can't  be 
a  very  pleasant  occupation  :  and  that  even  to  dine  in  a  boardintr- 
bouse  must  be  only  bad  fun  when  the  company  is  frijhrened  and 
dull,  and  when  there  are  two  old  women  at  table  readv  to  ffins 
the  dishes  at  each  other's  fronts.  At  the  period  of  which  I  now 
write,  I  promise  you  there  was  verv  little  of  the  piano-duet 
business  going  on  after  dinner.  Id  the  first  place,  everybody 
knew  the  girl's  pieces ;  and  when  they  btgan.  3Irs.  General 
Baynes  wouh!  lift  up  a  voice  louder  than  the  jinding  old  instru- 
ment, thumped  Minna  and  Brenda  ever  so  loudlvT  "Perfect 
stracsers  to  me,  ^^di-.  Clancy,  I  assure  you.  Had  I  known  her 
you  uon't  siippose  I  would  have  lent  her  the  monev.  Honorable 
Mrs.  Boldero,  indeed!  Five  weeks  she  has  owed  me  five  hun- 
dred frongs-  Bong  swor,  Monsieur  Bidois !  San'T  sonrr  frono- 
pas  p?>yy  encor.  Prommy.  pas  payy  "  Fancv.  L sav.  what  a 
dreary  lite  that  must  have  been  at  the  select  boardino--boa*e, 
where  these  two  parties  were  doing  battle  daiiv  after 'dinnerl 
Fancy,  at  ti;e  select  soiree-,  the  general's  ladv  ^.-uin:;  unon  one 
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guest  after  another,  and  calling  out  her  wrongs,  and  pointing  to 
the  wrong-doer;  and  poor  Madame  Smolensk,  smirking  and 
smiling,  and  Ay'mg  from  one  end  of  the  salon  to  the  other,  and 
thanking  M.  Pivonie  for  his  charming  romance,  and  M.  Brumm 
for  his  admirable  performance  on  the  violoncello,  and  even  ask- 
ing those  poor  Miss  Boldt- ros  to  perform  their  duet — for  her  heart 
melted  toward  them.    Not  ignorant  of  evil,  she  had  learned  to 
succor  tlic  miserable.    She  kliew  what  poverty  was,  and  had  to 
coax  scowling  duns  and  wheedle  vulgar  creditors.  "TAez, 
Monsieur  Philippe,"  she  said,  "  the  general  is  too  cruel.  There  are 
otliprs  here  who  might  complain,  and  are  silent."    Philip  felt  ail 
this  ;  the  conduct  of  his  future  mother-in-law  filled  him  with  dis- 
may and  horroi'.    And  some  time  after  these  remarkable  circum- 
stances, he  told  me,  blushing  as  he  spoke,  a  humiliating  secret. 
"  Do  you  know,  sir,"  says  he,  "  that  that  autumn  I  made  a  pretty 
good  thing  of  it  with  one  thing  or  another.    I  did  my  work  for 
the  Pall  Mall  Gazette;  and  Smith,  of  the  Daily  Intelligence, 
wanting  a  month's  holiday,  gave  me  Lis  letter  arid  ten  francs  a 
day.    And  at  that  very  time  I  met  Redman,  who  had  owed  me 
twenty  pounds  ever  since  we  were  at  college,  and  who  was  just 
coming  back  flush  from  Hombourg,  and  paid  me.    Well,  now. 
Swear  you  won't  tell.    Swear  on  your  faith  as  a  christian  man  1 
With  this  money  I  went,  sir,  privily  to  Mrs.  Boldero.    I  said  if 
she  would  pay  the  dragon — I  mean  Mrs.  Baynes — I  would  lend 
her  the  money.    And  I  did  lend' her  the  money,  and  the  Bolde- 
ro never  paid  back  Mrs.  Baynes.    Don't  mention  it.  Promise 
me  you  won't  tell  Mrs.  Baynes.    I  never  expected  (o  get  Red- 
man's money,  you  know,  and  am  no  worse  off  than  before.  One 
day  of  the  Grandes  Eaux  we  went  to  Versailles,  I  think,  and  the 
Honorable  Mrs.  Boldero  gave  us  the  slip.    She  left  ther  poor 
girls  behind  her  in  pledge,  who,  to  do  them  justice,  cried  and 
were  in  a  dreadful  way  ;  and  when  Mrs.  Baynes,  on  our  return, 
began  shrieking  about  her  '  sang  song  frong,'  Madame  Smolensk 
fairly  lost  patience  for  once,  and  said,  '  Mais,  madame,  vous  nous 
fatiguez  avec  vos  cinque  cent  Irancs,'  on  which  the  other  mut- 
tered something  about  'Arsolong,'  but  was  briskly  taken  up  by 
her  husband,  who  said,  '  By  George,  Eliza,  madame  is  quite  riffht. 
And  I  wish  the  five  hundred  francs  were  in  the  sea.'"  ° 

Thus,  you  understand,  if  Mrs.  General  Baynes  thought  some 
people  were  "  stuck-up  people,"  some  people  can— and  hereby 
do  by  these  presents— pay  ofi'  Mrs.  Baynes,  by  furnishintr  ihe 
public  with  a  candid  opinion  of  that  lady's  morals,  manner."  and 
character.  How  could  such  a  shrewd  woman  te  dazzled  so  re- 
peatedly by  ranks  and  titles  ?  There  used  to  dine  at  Madame 
Smolensk's  boarding-house  a  certain  German  baron,  with  a  laro-e 
finger  ring,  upon  a  dingy  finger,  toward  whom  the  lady  was 
pleased  to  cast  the  eye  of  favor,  and  who  chose  to  fall  in  lovo 
with  her  pretty  daughter.    Young  Mr.  Clancy,  the  Ii-ish  pott' 
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was  also  smitten  with  the  charms  of  the  fair  young  lady,  and  this 
intrepid  mother  encouraged  both  suitors,  to  the  unspeakable  ago- 
nies of  Philip  Firmin,  who  felt  often  that  while  he  was  away  at 
his  work  these  inmates  of  Madame  Smolensk's  house  were  near 
his  charmer — at  her  side  at  lunch,  ever  handing  ier  the  cup  at 
breakfast,  on  the  watch  for  her  when  she  walked  forth  in  the 
garden  ;  and  I  take  the  pangs  of  jealousy  to  have  formed  a  part 
of  those  unspeakable  sufferings  which  Philip  said  he  endured  in 
the  house  whither  he  came  courting. 

Little  Charlotte,  in  one  or  two  of  her  letters  to  her  friends  in 
Queen  square,  London,  meekly  complained  of  Philip's  tendency 
to  jealous}'.  "  Does  he  think,  after  knowing  him,  I  can  think  of 
these  horrid  men?"  she  asked.  "  I  don't  understand  what  Mr. 
Clancy  is  talking  about,  when  he  comes  to  me  with  his  '  pomes 
andpotry;'  and  who  can  read  poetry  like  Philip  himself  ?  Then 
the  German  baron — who  does  not  call  even  himself  baron — it  is 
mamma  who  will  insist  upon  calling  him  so — has  such  very  dirty 
things,  and  smells  so  of  cigars,  that  I  don't  like  to  come  near  him. 
Philip  smokes  too,  but  his  cigars  are  quite  pleasant.  Ah,  dear 
friend,  how  could  he  ever  think  such  men  as  these  v/ere  to  be 
put  in  comparison  with  him  !  And  he  scolds  so;  and  scowls  at 
the  poor  men  in  the  evening  when  he  comes  I  and  his  temper  is 
so  high!  Do  say  a  iword  to  him — quite  cautiously  and  gently, 
you  know — in  behalf  of  3'our  fondly  attached  and  most  happy — 
only  he  will  make  me  unhappy  souietimes;  but  yOu  '11  prevent 
him,  won't  you  ? — ^^Charlotte  B." 

I  could, fancy  Philip  hectoring  through  tl;e  part  of  Othello,  and 
his  poor  young  Desd(,'mona  not  a  little  frightened  at  his  black 
humors.  Such  sentiments  as  Mr.  Philip  felt  strongly  he  express- 
ed with  an  uproar.  Charlotte's  correspondent,  as  usual,  made 
liiiht  of  these  little  domestic  confidences  and  grievances. 
"  Women  don't  dislike  a  jealous  scolding,"  she  said.  "  It  may  be 
rather  tiresome,  but  it  is  always  a  compliment.  Some  husbands 
think  so  well  of  themselves  that  they  can't  condescend  to  be 
jealous."  Yes,  I  say,  women  prefer  to  have  tyrants  "over  them. 
A  scolding  you  think  is  a  mark  of  attention.  Had  n't  yc^u.  bet- 
ter adopt  the  Kussian  system  at  once,  and  go  out  and  buy  me  a 
whip,  and  present  it  to  me  with  a  courte'sy  and  your  compliments, 
and'a  meek  prayer  that  I  should  use  it  ?  "  Present  you  a  whip  i 
present  you  a  goose  !"  says  the  lady,  who  encourages  scoklinsr  in 
other  husbands,  it  seems,  but  won't  suffer  a  word  from  her  own. 

Both  disputants  had  s.et  their  sentimental  hearts  on  the  mar- 
riage of  this  young  man  and  this  young  woman.  Little  Char- 
lotte's heart  was  so  bent  on  the  match,  that  it  would  break  we 
fancied,  if  she  were  disappointed ;  and  in  her  mother's  behavior 
we  feltj-Yrom  the  knowledge  we  had  of  the  woman's  disposition 
there  was  a  serious  cause  for  alarm.  Should  a  better  offer  pre- 
sent itself,  Mrs.  Baynes,  we  feared,  woyld  fling  over  poor  Philip: 
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or,  it  was  in  reason  and  nature,  that  ho  would  come  to  a  quarrel 
with  her,  and  in  the  course  of  the  pitched  battle  which  must  en- 
sue between  them,  he  would  fire  off  expressions  mortallj^  injuri- 
ous. Are  there  not  many  people,  in  every  one's  acquaintance, 
who,  as  soon  as  they  have  made  a  bargain,  repent  of  it?  Philip, 
as  "  preserver"  of  General  Baynes,  in  the  first  fervor  of  family 
gratitude  for  that  act  of  self-sacrifice  on  the  young  man's  part, 
was  very  well.  But  gratitude  wears  out;  or  suppose  a  woman 
says,  "  It  is  my  duty  to  my  child  to  recall  my  word,  and  not  allow 
her  to  fling  herself  away  on  a  beggar."  Suppose  that  you  and 
I,  strongly  inclined  to  do  a  mean  action,  get  a  good,  available, 
and  moral  motive  for  it I  trembled  for  poor  Philip's  course  of 
true  love,  and  little  Charlotte's  chances,  when  these  surmises 
crossed  my  mind.  There  was  a  hope  still  in  the  honor  and  grati- 
tude of  General  Baynes.  He  would  not  desert  his  young  friend 
and  benefactor.  Now  General  Baynes  was  a  brave  man  of  war, 
and  so  was  John  of  Marlborough  a  brave  man  of  war;  but  it  is 
certain  that  both  were  afraid  of  their  wives. 

We  have  said  by  whose  invitation  and  encouragement  Gener- 
al Baynes  was  induced  to  bring  his  family  to  the  boarding-house 
at  Paris ;  the  instigation,  namely,  of  his  friend  and  companion- 
in-arms,  the  gallant  Colonel  Bunch.  When  the  Baynes  family 
arrived  the  Bunches  were  on  the  steps  of  madame's  house,  wav- 
ing a  welcome  to  the  new-comers.  It  was,  "  Here  we  are, 
Bunch,  my  boy."  "  Glad  to  see  you,  Baynes.  Right  well  you  're 
looking,  and  so 's  Mrs.  B."  And  the  general  replies,  "And  so 
are  you.  Bunch  ;  and  so  do  yow,  Mrs.  B."  "How  do,  boys?  Hoy 
dyou  do,  Miss  Charlotte  ?  Come  to  show  the  Paris  fellows  what 
a  pretty  girl  is,  hey?  Blooming  like  a  rose,  Baynes!  I'm 
telling  the  general,"  cries  the  colonel  to  the  general's  lady,  "the 
girl 's  the  very,  image  of  her  mother."  In  this  case  poor  Char- 
lotte must  have  looked  like  a  yellow  rose,  for  Mrs.  Baynes  was 
of  a  bilious  temperament  and  complexion,  whereas  Miss  Char- 
lotte was  as  fresh  pink  and  white  as — what  shall  we  say  ?  as  the 
very  freshest  strawberries  mingled  with  the  very  nicest  cream. 

The  two  old  soldiers  were  of  very  great  comfort  to  one  an- 
other. They  toddled  down  to  Galignani's  together  daily,  and 
lead  the  papers  there.  They  went  and  looked  at  the  reviews 
in  the '  Carrousel,  and  once  or  twice  to  the  Champ  de  Mars — 
recognizing  here  and  there  the  numbers  of  the  regiments  against 
which  they  had  been  engaged  in  the  famous  ancient  wars. 
They  did  not  brag  in  the  least  about  their  achievements ;  they 
winked  and  understood  each  other.  They  got  their  oH  uniforms 
out  of  their  old  boxes,  and  took  a  voiture  de  remise,  by  Jove  ! 
and  went  to  be  presented  to  Louis  Philippe.  They  bought  a 
catalogue,  and  went  to  the  Louvre,  and  wagged  their  honest  old 
beads  before  the  pictures  ;  and,  I  dare  say,  win  ed  and  nudged 
each  other's  brave  old  sides  at  some  of  the  nymphs  in  the  statue 
•20 
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•rallerT-  They  went  ont  to  Versailles  with  their  families ;  loy- 
ally stood  treat  to  the  ladies  at  the  restaurateurs  (Bunch  had 
taken  down  a  mciDorandum  in  his  pocket-book  -from  Benyon, 
■who  had  been  the  Duke's  aide-de-camp  in  the  last  campaign,  to 
"  go  to  BeanviUier's,"  only  Beauvillier's  had  been  shut  up  tor 
twenty  years).  They  took  their  families  and  Charlotte  to  the 
Theatre  Fran^ais.  to  a  tragedy ;  and  they  had  books :  and  they 
said  it  was  the  most  confounded  nonsense  they  ever  saw  in  their 
lives ;  and  I  am  bonnd  to  say  'that  Bunch,  in  the  back  of  the 
box,  snored  so  that,  though  in  retirement,  he  created  quite  a 
sensation.  "Coineal,"  he  owns,  was  too  much  for  him:  give 
him  Shakspeare :  give  him  John  Kemble :  cive  him  Mrs.  Sid- 
dons  :  give  him  Mrs.  Jordan.  But  as  for this  sort  of  thing  V  I 
think  our  play  days  are  over,  Baynes,  hey  ?  and  I  also  believe 
that  Miss  Charlotte  Baynes,  whose  knowledge  of  the  language 
was  imperfect  as  yet,  was  very  much  bewildered  during  the 
tragedy,  and  could  give  but  an  imperfect  account  of  it.  But 
then  Philip  Firmin  was  in  the  orchestra  stalls ;  and  had  he  not 
sent  three  bouquets  for  the  three  ladies,  regretting  that  he  could 
not  come  to  see  somebody  in  the  Champs  Elysees,  because  it  was 
his  post-day,  and  he  must  write  his  letter  for  the  Pall  Mall  Ga- 
zette f  There  he  was.  Tier  Cid  ;  her  peerless  champion  :  and  to 
give  up  father  and  mother  for  him  f  our  little  Chimfene  thought 
such  a  sacrifice  not  too  difficult.  After  that  dismal  attempt  at 
the  theatre  the  experiment  was  not  repeated.  The  old  gentle- 
men preferred  their  whist  to  those  pompous  Alexandrines  sung 
through  the  nose,  which  Colonel  Bunch,  a  facetious  little  coloneF, 
used  to  imitate,  and,  I  am  given  to  understand,  very  badlv. 

The  good  gentlemen's  ordinary  amusement  was  a  game  at 
cards  after  dinner;  and  they  compared  madame's  to  an  East 
Indian  ship,  quarrels  and  all.  Selina  went  on  just  in  that  way 
on  board  the  Burrumpooier.  Always  rows  about  precedenc^, 
and  the  services,  and  the  deuce  knows  what !  Women  alwavs 
will.  Selina  Bunch  went  on  in  that  way;  and  Eliza  Baynes 
also  went  on  in  that  way;  but  I  shculd  think,  from  the  most 
trustworthy  information,  that  Eliza  was  worse  than  Selina 

"  About  any  person  with  a  title,  that  woman  will  make  a  fool 
of  herself  to  the  end  of  the  chapter,"  remarked  Selina  of  her 

^,!'°f-.i,"7'r."./'T'?  «r  '^V'^*^  *°  ^°  °°  ^*  Barrackpore 
about  that  little  shrimp  Stoney  Battersby,  because  he  was  an 
Irish  viscount's  son  ?  See  how  she  flings  herself  at  the  head  of 
this  Mrs  Boldero-with  her  airs,  and  her  paint,  and  her  black 
front.  I  can  t  bear  the  woman  !  I  know  she  has  not  paid 
maaame.  I  know  she  is  no  bettex  than  she  should  be  ;  and  to 
see  Ehza  Baynes  coaxing  her,  aiid  sidling  up  to  her  and  flRtt«r 

ing  her:  it 's  too  bad,  that  it  is  !    A  lomin  tt^ 

>=  j.i  ^.    .a.  wuman  wno  owes  ever 

wor^^  ^  "^^0  ^o^sx^'t  pay  her  washes 
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"Just  like  the  Burrumpooter  over  again,  my  dear!"  cries  Colo- 
nel Bunch.    "  You  and  Eliza  Baynes  were  always  quarrelling; 
that 's  the  fact.    Why  did  you  ask  her  to  come  here  ?    I  knew 
you  would  begin  again,  as  soon  as  you  met."    And  the  truth 
was  that  these  ladies  were  always  fighting  and  making  up  again. 
"  So  you  and  Mrs.  Bunch  were  old  acquaintances  ?''  asked  Mrs. 
Boidero  of  her  new  friend.    "  My  dear  Mrs.  Baynes,  I  should 
hardly  have  thought  it,  your  manners  are  so  diiierent !  Your 
friend,  if  I  may  be  so  free  as  to  speak,  has  the  camp  manner. 
You  have  not  the  camp  manner  at  all.    I  should  have  thought 
you — excuse  me  the  phrase,  but  I 'm  so  open,  and  always  speak 
my  mind  out — you  have  n't  the  camp  manner  at  all.    You  seem 
as  if  you  were  one  ot  us.    Minna!  does  n't  Mrs.  Baynes  put  you 
in  mind  of  Lady  Hm — ?"    (The  name  is  inaudible,  in  conse- 
quence of  Mrs.  Boldero's  exceeding  shyness  in  mentioning  names; 
but  the  girls  see  the  likeness  to  dear  Lady  Hm —  at  once.) 
"  And.  when  you  bring  your  dear  girl  to  London  you  '11  know 
the  lady  I  mean,  and  judge  for  yourself    I  assure  you  I  am  not 
disparaging  you,  my  dear  Mrs.  Baynes,  in  comparing  you  to 
her!"    And  sothe  conversation  goes  on.    If 'Mrs.  Major  Mac- 
Whirter  at  Tours  chose  to  betray  secrets,  she  could  give  extracts 
from  her  sister's  letters  to  show  how  profound  was  the  impres- 
sion created  in  Mrs.  General  Baynes'  mind  by  the  professions 
and  conversation  of  the  Scotch  \a.dy.    Did  n't  the  genera!  shoot 
and  love  deer-stalking  ?    The  dear  general  must  come  to  Gaber- 
lunzie  Castle,  where  she  would  promise  him  a  Higliland  welcome. 
Her  brother  Strongitharm  was  the  most  amiable  of  men  ;  adored 
her  and  her  girls  :  there  was  talk  even  of  marrying  Minna  to 
the  captain,  but  she  for  her  part  could  not  endure  the  marriage 
of  first-cousins.    There  was  a  tradition  against  such  marriages 
in  their  family.    Of  three  Bolderos  and  Strongitharms  who 
married  their  first-cousins,  one  was  drowned  in  Gaberlunzie 
lake  three  weeks  after  the  marriage  ;»one  lost  his  wife  by  a  gal- 
loping consumption,  and  died  a  monk  at  Rome ;  and  the  third 
married  a  fortnight  before  the  Battle  of  CuUoden,  where  he  was 
slain  at  the  head  of  the  Strongitharms.    Mrs.  Baynes  had  no 
idea  of  the  splendor  of  Gaberlunzie  Castle;  seventy  bedrooms 
and  thirteen  company  rooms  besides  the  picture-gallery !  In 
Edinburgh  the  Strongitharm  had  the  right  to  wear  his  bonnet  in 
the  presence  of  his  sovereign.    "  A  bonnet !  how  very  odd,  my 
dear  !    But  with  ostrich  plumes  I  dare  say  it  may  look  well, 
especially  as  the  Highlanders  wear  frocks  too  !"    "  Lord  Strong- 
itharm had  no  house  in  London,  having  almost  ruined  himself 
in  building  his  princely  castle  in  the  north.    Mrs.  Baynes  must 
come  there  and  meet  their  noble  relatives  and  all  the  Scottish 
nobility.    Nor  do  /  care  abo\it  these  vanities,  my  dear,  but  to 
bring  my  sweet  Charlotte  into  the  world:  is  it  not  a  mother's 
duty Not  only  to  her  sister,  but  likewise  to  Charlotte's 
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friends  of  Queen  square,  did  Mrs.  Ba)  nes  impart  these  delight- 
ful newa.  But  this  is  in  the  first  ardor  of  the  friendship  which 
arisej  between  Mrs.  Barnea  and  Mrs.  Boldero,  and  before  those 
unpleasant  money  disputes  of  which  we  hare  spoken. 

Afterward,  when  the  two  ladies  have  quarrelled  regarding  the 
memorable  "  sang  song  frong,"  I  think  Mrs.  Bunch  c&me  round 
to  jlrs.  Boldero's  side.  "  Eliza  Baynes  is  too  hard  on  her.  It 
is  too  cruel  to  insult  her  before  those  two  unhappy  dauihters. 
The  woman  is  an  odious  woman,  and  a  vulgar  woman,  and  a 
schemer,  and  I  always  said  so.  But  to  box  her  ears  before  her 
dauijhters — her  honorable  friend  of  last  week  ! — it 's  a  shame  of 
Eliza  I" 

"  ily  dear,  you 'd  better  tell  her  so  I'"  says  Bunch  dryly.  "  But 
if  you  do,  tell  her  when  I'm  out  of  the  way,  please  1''  And, 
accordingly,  one  day  when  the  two  old  officers  return  from  their 
stroll,  !Mrs.  Bunch  informs  the  colonel  that  she  has  had  it  out 
with  Eliza ;  and  Mrs.  Baynes,  with  a  heated  face,  tells  the  gen- 
eral that  she  and  Mrs.  Colonel  Bunch  have  quarrelled  ;  and  she 
]s  determine  i  it  shall  be  for  the  last  time.  So  that  poor  Madame 
de  Smolensk  has  to  interpose  between  Mrs.  Dflynes  and  Mrs. 
Boldero;  between  Mrs.  Baynes  and  Mrs.  Bunch;  and  to  sit  sur- 
rounded by  glaring  eyes  and  hissing  innuendoes,  and  in  the 
•  midst  of  feuds  unheala'jle.  Of  course,  from  the  women  the 
quarrelling  will  spread  to  the  gentlemen.  That  always  happens. 
Poor  madame  trembles.  Again  Bunch  gives  his  neighbor  his 
word  that  it  is  like  the  Burrumpooter  East  Indiaman — the  Bur- 
rumpooter  in  vei-y  bad  weather,  too. 

•'  At  any  rate,  we  won't  be  lugged  into  it,  Baynes,  my  boy  1" 
says  the  colonel,  who  is  of  a  sanguine  temperament,  to  his  friend. 

"Hey,  hey!  don't  be  too  sure,  Buitch;  don"t  be  too  sure!" 
signs  the  other  veteran,  who,  it  may  be,  is  of  a  more  despond- 
ing turn,  as,  aft-er  a  battle  at  luncheon,  in  which  the  Amazons 
were  fiercely  engaged,  th^two  old  warriors  take  their  walk  to 
Galignani's. 

Toward  his  Charlotte's  relatives  poor  Philip  wa<  respectful  by 
duty  and  a  sense  of  interest,  perhaps.  Before  marriaire,  espe- 
cially, men  are  very  kind  to  the  rela  ives  of  the  beloved  object. 
They  pay  compliment-s  to  mamma ;  they  listen  to  papa's  old  sto-- 
ries,  and  laugh  appositely  ;  they  bring  presents  for  the  innocent 
young  ones,  and  let  the  little  brothers  kick  their  shins.  Philip 
endured  the  juvenile  Bayneses  very  kindly :  he  took  the  bovs  to 
Fran9oni's,  and  made  his  conversation  as  suitable  as  he  could  to 
the  old  people.  He  was  fond  of  the  old  general,  a  simple  and 
worthy  old  man  ;  and"  had,  as  we  have  said,  a  hearty  sympathy 
and  respect  for  Madame  Smolensk,  admiring  her  constancy  and 
good-humor  under  her  many  trials^  Bat  those  who  have  perused 
his  memoii-s  are  aware  that  Mi'.  Fii-uiin  could  ma  .e  himself  on 
occasions,  not  a  little  disagreeable.    When  sprawlinj  on  a  sofa. 
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engaged  in  conversation  with"  his  charmer,  he  would  not  budge 
when  other  Jadies  entered  the  room.  He  scowled  at  them,  if  he 
did  not  like  them.  He  was  not  at  the  least  trouble  to  conceal 
his  likes  or  dislikes.  He  had  a  manner  of  fixing  his  glass  in  his 
eye,  putting  his  thumbs  into  the  armholes  of»his  waistcoat,  and 
talking  and  laughing  very  loudly  at  his  own  jokes  or  conceits, 
which  was  not  pleasant  or  respectful  to  ladies.  "  Your  loud 
young  friend,  ,with  the  cracked  boots,  is  very  mauvais  ton,  my 
dear  Mrs.  Baynes,"  Mrs.  Boldero  remarked  to  her  new  friend, 
in  the  first  ardor  of  their  friendship.  "  A  relative  of  Lord  Ring- 
wood's,  is  he  '?  Lord  Ringwood  is  a  very  queer  person.  A  son 
of  that  dreadful  Dr.  Firmin,  who  ran  away  after  cheating 
everybody  ?  Poor  young  man !  He  can't  help  having  such  a 
father,  as  you  say,  and  most  good,  and  kind,  and  generous  of  you 
to  say  so,  and  the  general  and  the  Honorable  Philip  Ringwood 
were  early  companions  together,  1  dare  say.  But  having  such< 
an  unfortunate  father  as  Dr.  Firmin,  I  think  Mr.  Firmin  might 
be  a  little  less  prononce;  don't  you  ?  And  to  see  him  in  cracked 
boots,  sprawling  over  the  sofas,  and  hear  him,  when  my  loves  are 
playing  their  duets,  laughing  and  talking  so  very  loud,  I  confess 
is  n't  pleasant  to  me.  I  am  not  used  to  that  kind  of  monde,  nor 
are  my  dear  loves.  You  are  under  great  obligations  to  him,  and 
he  has  behaved  nobly,  you  say  ?  Of  "course.  To  get  into  your 
society  an  unfortunate  young  man  will  be  on  his  best  behavior, 
though  he  certainly  does  not  coniJsscend  to  be  civil  to  us.  But 
What  V  That  young  man  engaged  to  that  lovely, 
innocent,  charming  child,  your  daughter  ?  My  dear  creature, 
you  frighten  me  !  A  man  with  such  a  father  ;  and,  excuse  me, 
with  such  a  manner ;  and  without  a  penny  in  the  world,  en- 
gaged to  Miss  Baynes  !  Goodness,  powers  I  It  must  never  be  ! 
It  shall  not  be,  my  dear  Mrs.  Baynes !  Why,  I  have  written  to 
my  nephew  Hector  to  come  ovi  r,  Strongitharm's  favorite  son 
and  my  favorite  nephew.  I  have  told  him  that  there  is  a  sweet 
young  creature  here,  whom  he  must  and  ought  to  see.  How 
well  that  dear  child  would  look  presiding  at  Strongitharm  Cas- 
tle I  And  you  are  going  to  give  her  to  that  dreadful  young  man 
with  the  loud  voice  and  the  cracked  boots — that  smoky  young 
man — oh,  impossible  !" 

Madame  had,  no  doubt,  given  a  very  favorable  report  of  her 
new  lodgers  to  the  other  inmates  of  her  house ;  and  she  and  Mrs. 
Boldero  had  concluded  that  all  general  ofKcers  returning  from 
India  were,  immensely  rich.  To  think  that  her  daughter"mitjht 
be  the  Honorable  Mrs.  Strongitharm,  Baroness  Strongitharm, 
and  walk  in  a  coronation  in  robes,  with  a  coronet  in  her  hand. 
Mrs.  Baynes  yielded  in  loyalty  to  no  woman,  but  1  fear  her 
wicked  desires  compassed  a  speedy  royal  demise,  as  this  thought 
passed  through  her  mind  of  the  Honorable  Lenox  Strongitharm. 
She  looked  him  out  in  the  Peerage,  and  found  that  young  noble- 
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man  designated  as  tlie  Captain. of  Strongitharm.  Charlotte 
rpisht  be  the  Honorable  Mrs.  Captain  of  Strongitharm  !  When 
poor  Phil  5ralked  iu  after  dinner  that  evening  in  his  shabby 
boots  and  smoky  paletot,  Mrs.  Ba}  nes  gave  him  but  a  grim  wel- 
come. He  went  ^nd  prattled  uac onseiously  by  the  side  of  his 
little  Charlotte,  whose  teader  eyes  dwelt  upon  his,  and  whose 
fair  cheeks  flung  out  their  blushes  of  welcome.  He  prattled 
away.  He  laughed  out  lou  1  while  Minna  ani^  Brenda  were 
thumping  their  duet.  Taisez-vous  done,  Monsieur  Philippe." 
cries  madame.  putting,  her  fitisrer  to  her  lip.  The  Honorable 
Mrs.  Boldero  looked  at  dear  Mrs.  Baynes,  and  shrugged  her 
shoulders.  Poor  Philip  !  would  he  have  laughed  so  loudly  (and 
30  rudely,  too,  as  I  own)  had  he  known  what  was  passing  iu  the 
minds  of  those  women  V  Treason  was  passing  there  :  and  be- 
fore that  glance  of  knowing  scorn,  shot  trom  the  Honorable 
Mrs.  Boldero  3  eyes,  dear  Mrs.  General  Baynes  faltered.  How 
very  curt  and  dry  she  was  with  Puilip!  how  testy  with  Char- 
lotte !  Poor  Philip,  knowing  that  his  charmer  was  in  the  power 
of  her  mother,  was  pretty  humble  to  this  dragon;  and  attempted, 
by  uncouth  flatteries,  to  soothe  and  propitiate  her.  She  had  a 
queer,  dry  humor,  and  loved  a  joke;  but  Phil's  fell  very  flat  this 
night.  Mrs.  Baynes  received  his  pleasantries  with  an  Oh,  in- 
deed !  She  was  sure  she  heard  one  of  the  children  crying  in 
their  nursery.  Do,  pray,  go  and  see,  Charlotte,  what  that  child  is 
erj-ing  about."  And  away  goes  poor  Charlotte,  having  but  dim 
presentiment  of  misfortune  as  yet.  Was  not  mamma  often  in 
an  iU-humor ;  and  were  they  not  all  used  to  her  scoldings  ? 

As  for  Mrs.  Colonel  Bunch,  I  am  son-y  to  say  that,  up  to  this 
time,  Philip  was  not  only  no  favorite  with  her,  but  was  heartily 
disliked  by  that  lady.  I  have  told  you  our  friend's  faults.  He 
was  loud :  he  was  abrupt :  he  was  rude  often  ;  and  often  gave 
just  cause  of  annoyance  by  his  laughter,  his  disrespect,  and  his 
swaggering  manner.  To  thoee  whom  he  liked  be  was  as  gentle 
as  a  woman^  and  treated  them  with  an  extreme  tenderness  and 
touching  rough  respect.  But  those  persons  about  whom  he  was 
indiflferent  he  never  took  the  least  trouble  to  conciliate  or  please. 
If  they  told  long  stories,  for  example,  he  woidd  turn  on  Ms  heel, 
or  interrupt  them  by  observations  of  his  own  on  some  quite 
different  subject.  Mrs.  Colonel  Bunch,  then,  positively  disliked 
that  young  man,  and  I  think  had  very  good  reasons  for  her  dis- 
like. As  for  Bunch,  Bunch  said  to  Baynes.  "  Cool  hand,  that 
young  fellow !"  and  winked.  And  Baynes  said  to  BuQch,  "  Queer 
chap.  Fine  fellow,  as  I  have  reason  to  know  pretty  well.  I 
play  a  club.  No  club.  I  mark  honors  and  two  tricks."  And 
the  game  went  on.  Clancy  hated  Philip,  a  meek  man  whom 
Firmin  had  yet  managed  to  offend.'  "  That  man,"  the  Pote 
Clancy  remarked,  has  a  manner  of  treading  on  me  corrans 
which  is  intolerable  to  me !"    The  truth  is,  Philip  was  always 
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putting  his  toot  on  soma  oth«r  foot,  and  trampling  it.  Aad  as 
for  the  Boldero  clan,  Mr.  Firmin  treated  them  with  the  most 
amusing  insolence,  and  ignored  them  as  if  they  were  out  of  ex- 
istence altogether.  So  you  see  the  poor  fellow  had  not  with  his 
poverty  learned  the  leait  lesson  of  humility,  or  acquired  the 
very  earliest  rudiments  of  the  art  of  making  friends.  I  think 
his  best  friend  in  the  house  was  its  mistress,  Madame  Smolensk. 
Mr.  Philip  treated  her  as  an  equal :  which  mark  of  affability  he 
was  not  in  the  habit  of  bestowing  on  all  persons.  Some  great 
people,  some  rich  people,  some  would-bti-fine  people,  he  would 
patronize  with  an  insufferabla  audacity.  Rink  or  wealth  do  not 
seem  somehow  to  influence  this  man  as  they  do  common  mortals. 
He  would  tap  a  bishop  on  the  waistcoat,  and  contradict  a  duke 
at  their  first  meeting.  I  have  seen  him  walk  out  of  church  dur- 
ing a  stupid  sermon,  with  an  audible  remark  perhaps  to  that 
effect,  and  as  if  it  were  a  matter  of  cou;  se  that  he  should  go.  If 
the  company  bored  him  at  dinner,  he  would  go  to  sleep  in  the 
most  unalFected  manner.  At  home  we  were  always  kept  in  a 
pleasant  state  of  anxiety,  not  only  by  what  he  did  and  said, 
but  by  the  idea  of  what  he  might  do  or  say  next.  He  did  not 
go  to  sleep  at  madame's  boirding-house,  preferring  to  keep  his 
eyes  open  to  look  at  pretty  Charlotte's.  And  were  there  ever 
such  sapphires  as  his  ?  she  thought.  And  hers  ?  Ah,  if  they 
have  tears  to  shed,  I  hope  a  kiad  fate  will  dry  them  quickly  ! 


cha:?ter  XXI. 

TREATS  OF  DANCING,  DINING,  DYING. 

Old  school-boys  remember  how,  when  pious  iEneas  was  com- 
pelled by  pain'ul  circumstances  to  quit  his  country,  he  and  his 
select  band  of  Trojans  founded  a  new  Troy,  where  they  landed; 
raising  temples  to  the  Trojan  gods ;  building  streets  with  Trojan 
names ;  and  endeavoring,  to  the  utmost  of  their  power,  to  re- 
call their  beloved  native  place.  In  like  manner,  British  Trojans 
and  French  Trojans  take  their  Troy  everywhere.  Algiers  I 
have  only  seen  from  the  sea ;  but  New  Orleans  and  Leicester 
square  I  have  visited  ;  and  have  seen  a  quaint  old  France  still 
lingering  on  the  banks  of  the  Mississippi ;  a  dingy  modern 
France  round  that  great  Globe  of  Mr.  Wyld's,  which  they  say  is 
coming  to  an  end.  There  are  French  cafes,  billiards,  estaminets, 
waiters,  markers,  poor  Frenchmen,  and  rich  Frenchmen,  in  a 
new  Paris,  shabby  and  dirty,  it  is  true,  but  offering  the  emigrant 
the  dominoes,  the  chopine,  the  petite-verre  of  the  patrie.  And 
do  not  British  Trojans,  who  emigrate  to  the  continent  of  Europe, 
take  their  Troy  with  themV    You.  all  know  the  quarters  of 
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Paris  wtich  swarm  -witli  us  Trojans.  From  Peace  street  to  the 
Arch  of  the  Star  are  collected  thousands  of  refugees  from  our 
Ilium.  Under  the  arcades  of  the  Kue  de  Eivoli  you  meet,  at 
certain  hours,  as  many  of  our  Trojans  as  of  the  natives.  In  the 
Trojan  inns  of  Meurioe,  the  Louvre,  etc.,  we  swarm.  We  have 
numerous  Anglo-Trojan  doctors  and  apothecaries,  who  give  us 
the  dear  pills  and  doses  of  Pergamus.  We  go  to  Mrs.  Guerre  or 
kind  ilrs.  Colombin,  and  can  purchase  the  sandwiches  of  Troy, 
the  pale  ale  and  cherry  of  Tray,  and  the  dear,  dear  muffins  of 
home.  We  live  for  years,  never  speaking  any  language  but  our 
native  Trojan  ;  except  to  our  servants,  whom  we  ir  struct  in  the 
Trojan  way  of  preparing  toast  for  breakfast ;  Tiojan  bread-sauce 
for  fowls  and  partridges;  Trojan  corned  beef,  etc.  We  have 
temples  wl.ere  we  worship  according  to  the  Trojan  rites.  A 
kindly  sight  is  that  which  one  beholds  of  a  Sunday  in  the  Elysian 
fields  and  the  St.  Honore  quarter,  of  processions  of  English 
grown  people  and  children,  stalwart,  red-cheeked,  marching  to 
their  churches,  their  gilded  prayer-books  in  hand,  to  sing  in  a 
stranger's  land  the  sacred  songs  of  iheir  Zion.  I  am  sure  there 
are  many  English  in  Paris  wlo  never  speak  to  any  native  above 
the  rank  of  a  waiter  or  shopman.  Xot  long  since  I  was  listening 
to  a  Frenctman  at  Folkestone  speaking  English  to  the  waiters, 
and  acting  as  interpreter  for  his  party.  He  spoke  pretty  well 
and  very  quickly.  He  was  irresistibly  comical.  I  wonder  how 
we  maintained  our  gravity  And  you  and  I,  my  dear  friend, 
when  we  speak  French  ?  I  dare  say  we  are  just  as  absurd.  As 
absurd '?  And  why  not  ?  Don't  you  be  discouraged,  voung 
fellow.  Courage,  mon  jtuneami!  Remember.  Trojans  have  a 
conquering  way  with  them.  When  ^neas  landed  at  Carthage, 
I  dare  say  he  spoke  Carthaginian  with  a  ridiculous  Trojan  ac- 
cent ;  but  for  all  that  poor  Dido  fell  desperately  in  love  with  him. 
Take  example  by  the  son  of  Anchises,  my  boy.  Xever  mind 
the  grammar  or  the  pronunciation,  but  tackle  the  lady  and 
speak  your  mind  to  her  as  best  you  can. 

This  is  the  plan  which  the  Vicomte  de  Loisy  used  to  adopt. 
He  was  following  a  cows  of  English  according  to  the  celebrated 
jmethode  Jobson.  The  cows  assembled  twice  a  week ;  and  the 
vicomte,  with  laudable  assiduity,  went  to  all  English  parties  to 
which  he  could  gain  an  introduction,  for  the  purpose  of  acquir- 
ing the  English  language,  and  marrying  une  -Anglaise.  This  in- 
dustrious young  man  even  went  au  Temple  on  Sundavs  for  the 
purpose  of  familiarizing  himself  with  the  English  lancuaoe-  and 
as  he  sat  under  Doctor  Murrogh  Macmanus  of  T.  cfD.Ta'very 
eloquent  preacher  at  Paris  in  those  days,  the  vicomte  acquired  a 
Tery  fine  pronunciation.  Attached  to  the  cause  of  unfortunate 
monarchy  all  over  the  world,  the  vicomte  had  fouaht  in  the 
Spanish  earliest  armies.  He  waltzed  well ;  and  madame  thourrht 
his  cross  looked  nice  at  her  parties.    Will  it  be  believed  that 
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Mi-8.  General  Baynes  took  this  gentleman  into  -pecial  favor  ; 
talked  with  him  at  soiree  after  soiree  ;  never  laughed  at  his  Eng- 
lish ;  encouraged  her  girl  to  waltz  with  him  (which  he  did  to 
perfection,  whereas  poor  Philip  was  hut  a  hulking  and  clumsy 
performer)  ;  and  showed  him  the  greatest  favor,  until  one  day, 
on  going  into  Mrs.  Bonus",  the  house  agent  (who  lets  lodgings, 
and  sells  British  pickles,  tea,  sherry,  and  the  like),  fhe  found  the 
vicomte  occupying  a  stool  as  clerk  in  Mr,  Bonus'  establishment, 
where  for  twelve  hundred  francs  a  year  he  gave  his  invaluable 
services  during  the  day  !  Mrs.  Baynes  took  poor  madame  se- 
verely to  task  for  admitting  such  a  man  to  her  assemblies. 
Madame  was  astonished.  Monsieur  was  a  gentleman  of  ancient 
family  who  had  met  with  misfortunes.  He  was  earning  his  main- 
tenance. To  sit  in  a  bureau  was  not  a  dishonor.  Knowing  that 
houiique  naeant  shop  and  garfon  meant  boy,  Mrs.  Bayne?  made 
use  of  the  words  boutique  garfon  the  next  time  she  saw  the 
vicomte.  The  little  *man  wept  tears  of  rage  and  mortitication. 
There  was  a  very  painful  scene,  at  which,  thank  Mercy,  poor 
Charlotte  thought,  Philip  was  not  present.  Were  it  not  for  the 
general's  cheveux  blancs  (by  which  phrase  the  vicomte  very 
kindly  designated  General  Baynes'  chestnut  topknot)  the 
vicomte  would  have  had  reason  fi  om  him.  '  Charming  Miss," 
he  said  to  Charlotte,  "  your  respectable  papa  is  safe  from  my 
sword  I  Madame,  your  mamma  has  addressed  me  words  which 
I  qualify  not.  But  you— you  are  too  'andsome,  too  good,  to 
despise  a  poor  soldier,  a  poor  gentleman  I"  ]  have  heard  the 
vicomte  still  dances  at  boarding-houses,  and  is  still  in  pursuit  of 
an  Anglaise.  He  must  be  a  wooer  now  almost  as  elderly  as  the 
good  general  whose  scalp  he  respected. 

Mrs.  Baynes  was,  to  be  sure,  a  heavy  weight  to  bear  for  poor 
madame,  but  hej'  lean  shoulders  were  accustwmcd  to  many  a 
burden  ;  and  if  the  general's  wife  was  quarrelsome  and  odious, 
he,  as  madame  said,.wa?  as  soft  as  a- mutton  ;  and  Charlotte's 
pretty  face  and  manners  were  the  admiration  of  all.  The  yellow 
Miss  Bolderos,  those  hapless  elderly  orphans  left  in  pawn,  might 
bite  their  lips  with  envy,  but  they  never  could  make  them  as 
red  as  Miss  Charlotte's  smiling  mouth.  To  the  honor  of  Madame 
Smolensk  be  it  said  that  never  by  word  or  hint  did  she  cause 
those  unhappy  young  ladies  any  needless  pain.  She  never 
stinted  them  of  any  meal.  No  full-priced  pensioner  of  madame's 
could  have  breakfast,  luncheon,  dinners,  served  more  regularly. 
The  day  after  their  mother's  flight  that  good  Madame  Smolensk 
took  early  cups  of  tea  to  the  girls'  rooms  with  her  own  hands, 
and  I  believe  helped  to  do  the  hair  of  one  of  them,  and  otherwise 
to  soothe  them  in  their  misfortune.  They  could  not  keep  their 
secret.  It  must  be  owsed  that  Mrs.  Baynes  never  lost  an  oppor- 
tunity of  deploring  their  situation  and  acquainting  all  new- 
comers with  their. mother's  flight  and  transgression.    But  she 
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wa?  eoj  l-n:itured  to  the  oaptis'es  in  her  grim  wav,  aad  adiuired 
maiaaies  forbc-arance  rej?."diaj  therii.  Tae.  two  olvl  offl'x'rs 
■were  now  espejiallv  polite  to  the  poor  things,  and  the  general 
raoped  one  of  his  boys  over  the  kauokles  for  siiying  to  Miss 
Brenda.  "If  your  tineie  is  a  lord,  why  dses  n  t  he  give  you  any 
mbnev?"  "And  these  nirls  used  to  hold  their  lieads  above  mine, 
and  their  mother  used  to  give  herself  such  airs!"  cried  Mrs. 
Bavnes.  -And  Eiiz.i  Baynes  used  to  flatter  those  poor  girls  and 
their  mijther,  and  tanoy  they  were  goiug  to  make  a  woman  of 
fashion  ot'  her '"  said  IMrs.  Baneh.  "  \Ve  ali  have  our  weaknesses. 
Lords  are  not  vojrs.  mv  dear.  Faith,  I  doa't  think  you  know 
one,"  says  stout  little  Colonel  Baneh.  "  I  would  n  t  pay  a  duch- 
ess such  court  as  Eliza  paid  that  woman  I"  cried  Emma  :  and  she 
made  sarcastic  Inquiries  of  the  general  whether  Eiiza  had  heard 
from  her  friend  the  Honorable  ^Mls.  Bjldero  ?  But  for  all  this 
Mrs.  B  jach  pitied  the  \oaag  la  lies,  and  I  believe  gave  them  a 
little  supply  of  coin  froui  her  privat-"  purse.  A  word  as  to  their 
private  history.  Taeir  mamtnt  became  the  terror  of  boarding- 
housekeepers  :  and  the  poor  girls  practised  their  duets  all  over 
Europe.  Mrs.  Boldero's  noble  nephew,  the  present  Strongitharm 
Qns  a  friend  who  knows  the  fashioaable  world  informs  me),  was 
victimized  by  his  own  uncle,  and  a  mjst  painful  aifiir  occurred 
between  them  at  a  game  at  "  blind  hookey  "  Tue  Honorable 
Mrs.  Bbldero  is  living  in  the  precincts  of  Holyrood  ;  one  of  her 
daughters  is  happily  married  to  a  minister,  and  the  other  to  an 
apothecary  who  was  called  in  to  attend  her  in  quinsy.  So  I  am 
inclined  to  think  that  phrase  about  -  select  "  boarding-houses  is  a 
mere  complimentary  term,  and  as  for  the  strictest  references 
being  given  and  required,  I  certainly  should  not  lay  out  extra 
money  for  printing  tha'  expression  in  my  advertisement  were  I 
goina  to  set  up  ^  esiablishaieat  myself. 

Old  college  friends  of  Phiiip's  visited  Paris  from  time  to  time, 
and  rejoiced  in  carryiag  him  off  to  BoreTs  or  the  Trois  Fre  es. 
and  hospitably  treating  him  who  had  been  so  hospitable  in  his 
time.  Xt»,  thanks  be_ to  heaven,  there  are  good  Samaritans  in 
pretty  large  numbers  in  this  world,  and  hands  ready  enou_'h  to 
succor  a  man  in  misfortune.  I  could  name  two  or  three  gentle- 
men who  drive  about  in  chariots  and  look  at  people's  tongues, 
and  write  queer  figures  an  i  queer  Latin  on  noce-paper,"who 
occultly  nfade  a  purse  ooutalniug  some  seven  or  ten  score  fees, 
and  sent  them  out  to  Dr.  Firmin  in  his  banishment.  The  poor 
wretch  had  behaved  as  ill  as  might  be,  but  he  was  without  a 
penny  or  a  friend.  I  dare  say  Dr.  G-oodenough,  among  other 
philanthropists,  put  his  hands  into  his  pocket.  "Havinj  heartilv 
disliked  and  mistrusted  Firmin  in  prosperity,  in  adversitv  he 
melted  toward  the  poor  fugitive  wretch,;  he  even  could  believe 
that  Firmin  had  soma  skill  in  his  profession,  and  in  his  practice 
was  not  quite  a  quack. 
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Philip's  old  college  and  school  cronies  laughed  at  hearing  that, 
npw  his  ruin  was  complete,  he  was  thinking  about  marriage. 
Such  a  plan  was  of  a  piece  with  Mr.  Firmin's  known  prudence 
and  foresight. '  But  they  made  an  objection  to  his  proposed  union 
which  had  struck  us  at  home  previously.  Papa-in-law  was  well 
enough,  or  at  least  inoffensive;  but  ah,  ye  powers!  what  a 
mother-ia-law  was  poor  Phil  laying  up  for  his  future  days!  Two 
or  three  of  our  mutual  companions  made  this  remark  on  return- 
ingoto  work  and  chambers  aftet*their  autumn  holiday.  We  never 
had  too  much  charity  for  iVIrs.  Baynes ;  and  what  Philip  told  us 
about  her  did  not  serve  to  increase  our  regard. 

About  Christmas  Mr.  Firmin's  own  affairs  brought  him  on  a 
brief  visit  to  Loudon.  We  were  not  jealous  that  he  took  up  his 
quarters  with  his  little  friend  of  Thornhaugh  street,  who  was 
contented  that  he  should  dine  with  us,  provided  she  could  have 
the  pleasure  of  housing  him  under  her  kind  shelter.  High  and 
mighty  people  as  we  were — for  under  what  humble  roofs  does 
not  Vanity  hold  her  sway? — ^we,  who  knew  Mrs.  Brandons  virt- 
ues, and  were  aware  of  her  early  story,  would  have  condescend- 
ed to  receive  her  into  our  society  ;  but  it  was  the  litlle  lady 
herself  who  had  her  pride,  and  held  aloof.  "  My  parents  did 
not  give  me  ihe  education  you  have  had,  ma'am,"  Caroline  said 
to  my  wife.  "  My  place  is  not'  here,  I  know  very  well ;  unless 
you  should  be  took  ill,  and  then,  ma'am,  you  '11  see  that  I  will  be 
glad  enough  to  come.  Philip  can  come  and  see  me ;  and  a  bless- 
ing it  is  to  me  to  set  eyes  on  him.  But  I  should  n't  be  happy  in 
your  drawing-room,  nor  you  in  having  me.  The  dear  children 
look  surprised  at  my  way  of  talking ;  and  no  wonder ;  and 
they  laugh  sometimes  to  one  another,  God  bless  'em !  I  don't 
mind.  My  education  was  not  cared  for.  I  scarce  had  any 
schooling  but  what  I  taught  myself.  My  pa  had  n't  tlfe  means  of 
learning  me  much  :  and  it  is  too  late  to  go  to  school  at  forty  odd. 
I've  got  all  his  stockings  and  things  darned  ;  and  his  linen,  poor 
fellow  !  beautiful:,,!  wish  they  kep  it  as  nice  in  France,  where 
he  is  !  You  '11  give  my  love  to  the  young  lady,  won't  you,  ma'am  '? 
and,  oh  !  it 's  a  blessing  to  me  to  hear  how  good  and  gentle  she  is  ! 
He  has  a  high  temper,  Philip  have  ;  but  them  he  likes  can  easy 
manage  him;  You  have  been  his  best  kind  friends  ;  and  so  will 
she  be,  I  trust ;  and  thay  may  be  happy,  though  they  're  poor. 
But  they 've  time  to  get  rich,  have  n't  they  ?  And  it 's  not  the 
richest  that 's  the  happiest;  that'I  can  fee  in  many  a  fine  house 
where  Nurse  Brandon  goes  and  has  her  eyes  open,  though  she 
don't  say  much,  you  know."  In  this  way  Nurse  Brandon  would 
prattle  on  to  us  when  she  came  to  see  us.  She  would  share  our 
meal,  always  thanking  by  name  the  servant  who  helped  her. 
She  insisted  on  calling  our  children  "  Miss  "  and  "  Master,"  and 
I  think  those  young  satirists  did  not  laugh  often  or  unkindly  at 
her  peculiarities.   I  know  they  were  told  that  Nurse  Brandon 
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Lirirb  :o^r--b.:ui"  of  bis  cwn  -^^--^.b  he  did  not  al-wsT^  irbrr/cir. 
Hf  bkcd  :be  :b;r?:b;'nrss  of  i  hotel  better.  Kir^-w.;cd  Honse 
wii  :ciO  !ir  -e  ^nd  :co  drjc::.!.    He  iv.d       t-U-f  to  e?.:  a  ?obi:ary 

bz:,'.^-f  or  a<rad  P.;n^tr:o  ;5- — bi.i  b:jd  a  bcv  who  hid  dUb:  ia 
b;i  C'-"  b::d:  h';  be^ii  brotber.  snired  ::;  u"j,:'bTz:  ot  dj^" 
wnicb.  ?i£e:-r^  then;  ^as  dnle  r-;er:::'aisee  to  P.iip  F:r- 
n::".  tht  :o-CC;b;  ;7A.v bs'.'r  >  :  L.:~d  Fb:; ocd";  dc-id  st-'.  i-^A-,y. 
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ii;  5.  ■-  T^a:  feiie-w  eoold  r'i-,  abi  biy  :  ard  sleep  ail  c^^h:.  or 
go  wirbo-:  sleep  as  vhose:  ird  drink  bis  tcnr  bottles.  And 
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t;x  kt  ^e-b  thiee  b;nrs  after.  ITbA:  was  once  a  niii.  as  old  IMaH- 
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l:a  TtKir.;  iellow.  -w-bo  baTie  c':  tw,>pe~ce  'in  vcar  rci.ket.  bv 
George!  I  wcnid  hke  to  ^harc*  with  von.  L'niv  vcn  won'd  n't. 
bAng  yoa.  yen  -^.-"Aid  n  r!  %Yliy.  I  d:n b  b-devc  Tcdhnn:er  '•'•:nid 
chancre  wiih  me  :  -wccid  yon.  Todhunier  b — ^And  ^cn  re  aboct  as 
fond  o:  a  grcA:  nn-n  as  any  bedc—  J  ever  ksew.  '  Pcn'r  rci"!  ore. 
Yen  (ATe.  sir  Why. -Krhen  I  walked  with  vcn  on  Kvde  sands 
bay.  I  said  to  tha;  btdc-sr.  *■  Icdhnnter.  den  :  v think  I 
:nIJ  order  the  sea  to  s'And  sn'ii :-"  I  did.  And  vca  had  never 
heard  «f  King  Canute.  n.ing:rd  br'  vcn  had — and  lever  read  anv 
b^ok  ex-ep:  :br  Stnd-bcck  ann  llrs.  Glass  Cockerv,  bArced --"voii 
did/'  5a. h  remarks  and  .cnversvttiins  c:  his  reiarive  has  Fitilin 
reporte-a  to  etc.  Two  or  inree  m.n  Abont  tc^n  had  verv  --cod 
itn;tat:ons_of  rbii  tooth.eis.  ir.-^.:ng.  blAspb, irons  c.d  eyci^.~  He 
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I  tcArve  have  passed  ont  or  me  ni.inners  et ^rea:  rb'k<  no-n-  He 
ibcngbt  it  beneath  him  to  travel  by  rAbTr::y,  and  bis  nos:-chaise 
was  one  of  the  last  on  the  road.  The  tide  rolled  on  "in  snitc  oi 
this  old  Cannte.  and  has  loEg  since  rolkd  over  hSm  and  tii  nest- 


ON  HIS  WAY  THROUGH  THE  WORLD. 


237 


chaise.  Why,  almost  all  his  imitators  are  actually  dead ;  and 
only  this  year,  when  old  Jack  Mummers  gave  an  imitation  of 
him  at  Bays'  (where  Jack's  mimicry  used  to  be  received  with 
shouts  of  laughter  but  a  few  years  since),  there  was  a  dismal  si- 
lence in  the  cofFee-room,  except  irom  two  or  three  young  men  at 
a  near  table,  who  said,  "  Wh;it  is  the  old  foo!  mumbling  and 
swearing  at  now  ?  An  imitation  of  Lord  Ringwood,  and  who 
was  he  V"  So  our  names  pass  away  and  are  forgotten  ;  and  the 
tallest  statues,  do  not  the  sands  of  time  accumulate  and  over- 
whelm them  'I  I  have  not  forgotten  my  lord,  any  more  than  I 
have  forgotten  the  cock  of  my  school,  about  whom,  perhaps,  you 
don't  care  to  hear.  I  see  my  lord's  bald  head,  and  booked  beak, 
and  bushy  eyebrows,  and  tall  velvet  collar,  and  brass  buttons, 
and  great  black  mouth,  and  trembling  hand,  and  trembling  para- 
sites round  liim,  and  I  can  hear  his  voice,  and  great  oaths,  and 
laughter.  You  parasites  of  to-day  are  bowing  to  other  great 
people ;  and  this  g^reat  qne,  who  was  alive  only  yesterday,  is  as 
dead  as  George  IV  or  Nebuchadnezzar. 

Well,  we  happen  .to  read  that  Philip's  noble  relative,  Lord 

Eingwood,  has  arrived  at  hotel,  while  Philip  is  staying  with 

us  ;  and  I  own  that  1  counsel  my  friend  to  go  and  wait  upon  his 
lordship.  He  had  been  very  kind  at  Paris;  he  had  evidently  tak- 
en a  liking  to  Philip.  Firmin  ought  to  go  and  see  him.  Who 
knows  ?  Lord  Ringwood  might  be  inclined  to  do  something  for 
his  brother's  grandson. 

This  was  just  the  point  which  any  one  who  knew  Philip  should 
have  hesitated  to  urge  upon  him.  To  try  and  make  him  bow 
and  smile  on  a  great  man  with  a  view  to  future  favors,  was  to 
demand  the  impossible  from  Firmin.  The  king's  men  may  lead 
the  king's  horses  to  the  water,  but  the  king  himself  can't  make 
them  drink.  I  own  that  I  caftie  back  to  the  subject,  and  urged 
it  repeatedly  on  my  friend.  ■'  I  have  been,"  said  Philip,  sulkily. 
"  1  have  lelt  a  card  upon  him.  If  he  wants  me,  he  can  send  to 
No.  120  Quten  square,  Westminster,  my  present  hotel.  But  if 
you  think  he  will  give  me  anything  beyond  a  dinner,  I  tell  you 
you  are  mistaken  V" 

'We  dined  that  day  with  Philip's  employer,  worthy  Mi'.  Mug- 
ford,  of  the  Pall  Mall  GazeUe,  who  was  profuse  in  his  hospitali- 
ties, and  especially  gracious  to  Philip.  Mugford  waspleased  with 
Firmin's  letters;  and  you  may  be  sure  that  severer  critics  did 
not  contradict  their  friend's  good-natured  patron.  We  drove  to 
the  suburban  villa  at  Hampstead,  and  steaming  odors  of  soup, 
mutton,  onions,  rushed  out  into  the  hall  to  give  us  welcome,  and 
to  warn  us  of  the  good  cheer  iu  store  for  the.  party.  This  was 
not  one  of  Mugford's  days  for  countermanding;  side-diahes,  I 
promise  you.  Men  in  black  with  noble  white  cotton  glovt- s  were 
in  waiting  to  receive  us,  and  Mrs.  Mugford,  in  a  rich  blue  satin 
and  feather?,  a  prcfusion  of  flounces,  laees,  marabouts,  jewels, 
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and  eau-de-Cologne,  rose  to  welcome  us  from  a  stately  sofa, 
■where  she  sat  surrounded  by  her  children.  These,  too,  were  in 
brilliant  dresses,  with  shining  new-combed  hair.  The  ladies,  of 
course,  instantly  began  to  talk  about  their  children,  and  my 
wife's  unfeigned  admiration  for  Mrs.  Mugford's  last  baby  I  think 
won  that  worthy  lady's  good-will  at  once.  I  made  some  remark 
regarding  one  of  the  boys  as  being  the  picture  of  his  father, 
which  was  not  lucky.  I  don't  know  why,  but  I  have  it  from  her 
husband's  own  admission,  that  Mrs.  Mugford  always  thinks  I  am 
"chaffing"  her.  One  of  the  boys  frankly  informed  me  there 
was  goose  for  diiiTier ;  and  when  a  cheerful  cloop  was  heard  from 
a  neighboring  room,  told  me  that  was  pa  drawing  the  corks. 
Why  should  Mrs.  Mugford  reprove  the  outspoken  child,  and  say, 
"  James,  hold  your  tongue ;  do  now  ?"  Better  wine  than  was 
poured  forth  when  those  corks  were  drawn,  never  flowed  from 
bottle.  I  say.  I  never  saw  better  wine  nor  more  bottles.  If 
ever  a  table  may  be  said  to  have  groaned,  that  expression  might 
with  justice  be  applied  to  Mugford's  mahogany.  Talbot  Twysden 
would  have  feasted  forty  people  with  the  meal  here  provided  for 
eight  by  our  most  hospitable  entertainer.  Though  Mugford's 
editor  was  present,  who  thinks  himself  a  very  fine  fellow,  I 
assure  you,  but  whose  name  I  am  not  at  liberty  to  dirulge,  all 
the  honors  of  the  entertainment  were  for  the  Paris  Correspond- 
ent, who  was  specially  requested  to  take  Mrs.  M.  to  dinner.  As 
an  earl's  grand-neplaew,  and  a  lord's  great-grandson,  of  course 
we  felt  that  this  place  of  honor  was  Firmin's  ri^ht.  How  Mrs. 
Mugford  pressed  him  to  eat!  She  carved — I  am  very  glad  she 
would  not  let  Philip  carve  for  her,  for  he  might  have  sent  the 
goose  into  her  lap — she  carved,  I  say,  and  I  really  think  she 
gave  him  more  stuffing  than  to  any  of  us,  but  that  may  have 
been  mere  envy  on  my  part.  Allusions  to  Lord  Ringwood  were 
repeatedly  made  during  dinner.  "  Lord  R.  has  come  to  town, 
Mr.  F.,  I  perceive,"  says  Mugford,  winking.  "  You 've  been  to 
see  him,  of  course  ?"  Mr.  Firmin  glared  at  me  verv  fiercelv  • 
ho  had  to  own  he  had  been  to  call  on  Lord  Ringwood.'  Mustbrd 
led  the  conversation  to  the  noble  lord  so  frequently  that  Philip 
madly  kicked  my  shins  under  the-  table.  I  don't  know  how 
many  times  I  had  to  suffer  from  that  foot,  which  in  its  time  had 
trampled  on  so  many  persons  ;  a  kick  for  each  time  Lord  Ring- 
wood's  name,  houses,  parks^ properties,  were  mentioned,  was  a 
frightful  allowance.  Mrs.  Mugford  would  say,  "May  I  assist  you 
to  a  httle  pheasant,  Mr.  Firmin?  I  dare  say  they  are  not  as 
good  as  Lord  Ringwood's"  (a  kick  from  Pliilip);  or  Mugford 
would  exclaim,  "  Mr.  F.,  try  that  'ock  !  Lord  Ringwood  has  n't 
better  wine  than  that.  (Dreadful  punishment  upon  my  tibia 
under  the  table.)  "Johnl  Two  'ocks ;  me  and  Mr.  Firmin. 
Join  us,  Mr.  P.,"  and  so  forth.  _  And  after  dinner  to  the  ladies— 
as  my  wife,  who  betrayed  their  mysteries,  informed  me  Mrs. 
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Mugford's  conversation  was  incessant  regarding  the  Ringwood 
Family  and  Firmin's  relationship  to  that  noble  house.  The  meet- 
ing of  the  old  lord  and  Firmin  in  Paris  was  discussed  with 
immense  interest.  His  lordship  called  him  Philip  most  atFahle  ! 
he  was  very  fond  of  Mr.  Firmin.  A  little  bird  had  told  Mrs. 
Mugford  that  somebody  else  was  very  fond  of  Mr.  Firmin.  She 
hoped  it  would  be  a  match,  and  that  his  lordship  would  do  the 
handsome  thing  by  his  nepliew.  What  V  My  wife  wondered 
that  Mrs.  Mugfbrd  should  know  about  Philip's  affairs  V  (and  won- 
der indeed  she  did.)  A  little  bird  had  told  Mrs.  M., — a  friend  of 
both  ladies,  that  dear,  good  little  Nurse  Brandon,  who  was  en- 
gaged—and here  the  conversation  went  off' into  mysteries  which 
1  certainly  shall  not  reveal.  Suffice  it  that  Mrs.  Mugford  was 
one  of  Mrs.  Brandon's  best,  kindest,  and  most  constant  patrons — 
or  might  I  be  permitted  to  say  matrons  ?— and  had  received  a 
most  favorable  report  of  us  firomthe  little  nurse.  And  here  Mrs. 
Pendennis  gave  a  verbatim  report  not  only  of  our  hostess' 
speech,  but  of  her  manner  and  accent.  "  Yes,  ma'am,"  says 
Mrs.  Mugford  to  Mrs.  Pendennis,  "our  friend  Mrs.  B.  has  told 
me  of  a  certain  genileman  whose  name  shall  be  nameless.  His 
manner  is  cold,  not  to  say  'aughty.  He  seems  to  be  laughing  at 
people  sometimes — don't  say  No;  I  saw  him  once  or  twice  at 
dinner,  both  him  and  Mr.  Firmin.  But  he  is  a  true  friend,  Mrs. 
Brandon  says  he  is.  Arid  when  you  know  him,  his  heart  is  good." 
Is  it?  Amen.  A  distinguished  writer  has  composed,  in  not 
very  late  days,  a  comedy  of  which  the  cheerful  moral  is,  that  we 
are  "  not  so  bad  as  we  sfem."  Are  n't  we  ?  Amen,  again.  Give 
us  thy  hearty  hand,  lago  1  Tartuffe,  how  the  world  has  been 
mistaken  in  you  !  -Macbeth  !  put  that  littip  affair  of  the  murder 
out  of  your  mind.  It  was  a  momentary  weakness;  and  who  is 
not  weak  at  timfs  ?  Blifil,  a  more  maligned  man  than  you  does 
not  exist !  O  humanity  1  how  we  have  been  mistaken  in  you  1 
Let  us  expunge  the  vulgar  expression  "  miserable  sinners  "  out 
of  all  prayer-books  ;  open  the  port-holes  of  all  hulks  ;  break  the 
chains  of  all  convicts ;  and  unlock  the  boxes  of  all  spoons. 

As  we  discussed  Mr.  Mugford's  entertainment  on  our  return 
home,  I  improved  the  occa'sion  with  Philip;  1  pointed  out  the 
reasonableness  of  the  hopes  which  he  might  entertain  of  help 
from  his  wealthy  kinsman,  and  a^ctually  forced  him  to  promise  to 
wait  upon  my  lord  the  next  day.  Now,  when  Philip  Firmin  did 
a  thing  against  his  will,  he  did  it  with  a  bad  grace.  When  he  is 
not  pleased,  he  does. not  pretend  to  be  happy  ;  and  when  he  is 
sulky,  Mr.  Firmin  is  a  very  disagreeable  companion.  Though  he 
never  once  reproached  me  afterward  with  what  happened,  I  own 
that  I  have  had  cruel  twinges  of  conscience  since.  If  I  had  not 
sent  him  on  that  dutiful  visit  to  his  grand-uncle,  what  occurred 
HHght  never,  perhaps,  have  occurred  at  all.    1  acted  for  the  best, 
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and  that  I  aver,  ho^wever  I  may  grieve  for  the  consequences 
■which  endued  when  the  poor  fellow  followed  my  advice. 

If  Philip  held  aloof  from  Lord  Elngwood  in  London,  you  may 
be  sure  Philip's  dear  cousins  were  in  waiting  on  his  lordship,  %ai 
never  lost  an  opportunity  of  showincr  their  fespectftil  sympathy. 
Was  Lord  Ring  wood  ailing  ?  ilr.  Twysdin,  or  Airs.  Twysden, 
or  the  dear  girls,  or  Eingwood,  their  brother,  were  daily  in  his 
lordship's  antechamber,  asking  for  news  of  his  health.  They 
bent  down  respectfully  before  Lord  Eingwood's  major-domo. 
They  would  have  given  him  money,  as  they  always  averred, 
only  what  sum  could  they  give  to  su  h  a  man  as  Eudge  '/  They 
actually  offered  to  bribe  Mr.  Eudge  with  their  wine,  over  which 
he  made  horrible  faces.  They  fawned  and  smiled  before  him 
always.  I  should  like  to  have  seen  that  calm  Mrs.  Twysden, 
that  serene,  high-bred  woman,  who  would  cut  her  dearest  friend 
if  misfonune  befell  her,  or  the  world  turoed  its  back — I  should 
like  to  have  seen,  and  can  see  her  in  my  mind'^  eve,  simpering, 
and  coaxing,  and  wheedling  this  footman.  She  made  cheap 
presents  to  Mr.  Eudge  ;  she  smiled  on  him,  and  asked  after  his 
health.  And  of  course  Talbot  Twysden  flattered  him.  too,  in 
Talbot's  jolly  way.  It  was  a  wink,  and  nod.  and  a  hearty  how 
do  you  do? — and  (after  due  inquiries  made  and  answered  about 
his  lordship)  it  would  be,  Eudge  !  I  think  my  housekeeper  has 
a  good  glars  of  port-"wine  in  her  room,  if  you  happen  to  be 
passing  that  way,  and  my  lord  don't  want  you  I"'  And  with  a 
grave  courtesy  I  can  fancy  Mr.  Eudge  bowing  to  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Twysden,  and  thanking  tri?m,  and  descending  to  Mrs.  Blenkin- 
sop's  skinny  room  whe^  e  the  port-wine  is  ready — and  if  Mr. 
Eudge  and  -Mrs.  Ble::kin5op  are  confidential,  I  can  fancy  their 
talking  over  the  characters  and  peculiarities  of  the  folks  up 
?tairs.  Servants  sometimes  actually  do;  and  if  master  and 
mistress  are  humbugs,  these  wretched  menials  sometimes  find  them 
out. 

Xow,  no  duke  could  be  mpre  lordly  and  condeseendinn'  in  his 
bearing  than  '^'Ix.  Philip  Firmin  toward  the  menial  throno-.  In 
those  days,  when  he  had  money  in  his  pockets,  he  save  Mr. 
Eudge  out  of  his  plenty  :  and  the  man  remembered  hi;  generosity 
when  he  was  poor ;  and  declared — in  a  select  society,  and  in  the 
company  of  the  relative  of  a  person  from  whom  I  have  the  in- 
formation— declared  in  the  presence  of  Captain  Gann,  at  the 
Admii-al  B — ng  X!lub  in  fact,  that  Mr.  HefT  was  alwavs  a  swell  • 
but  since  he  was  done,  he,  Eudge,  was  blest  if  that  younc' 
chap  warn't  a  greater  swell  than  hever."  And  Eudi^e  aetuallv 
liked  this  poor  young  fellow  better  than  the  family  m  Walpole 
street,  whom  Mr.  E.  pronounced  to  be  "  a  shabby  lot."  And  in 
fact  it  was  Eudge,  as  well  as  myself,  who  advised  that  Philip 
should  see  his  lordship. 
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^Vlien  at  length  Philip  paid  his  second  visit,  Mr.  Rudge  said, 
•  My  lord  will  see  you.  sir,  I  think.  He  has  been,  speaking  of 
rou.  He  s  very  unwell-  Ht>  's  goi^ig  to  have  a  fit  of  the  gout, 
[  think.  I  '11  tell  him  yon  are  here."'  And  coming  back  to  Philip, 
irter  a  brief  disappearance,  and  with  r.uher  a  scared  face,  he 
rcpo:ited  the  permission  to  enter,  and  again  cautioned  him,  say- 
ng,  that  "  my  lonl  was  very  queer." 

In  fa.'t.  as  we  learned  afterward,  through  the  channel  pre- 
viously iudic:\red.,  my  lord,  when  he  heaini  that  Philip  had  called, 
?ried,  "  He  Jia^.  has  he?  Hang  hiui,  send  hiui  in;"  rising,  I  am 
constrained  to  s;i\-.  in  place  of  the  monosyllable  "  hang,"  a  much 
stronsrcr  expression. 

••  Oh,  it  s  you,  is  it  '■"  says  my  loi-d.  •■  You  have  been  in  Lon- 
don ever  s  i  lon^.    TSvysden  told  nie  of  you  ves'erday  " 

••1  have  called  before,  sir,"  said  Philip,  very  quietly. 

•■  1  wonder  you  have  the  face  to  call  at  all,  sir  1"  cries  the  old 
man,  glaring  at  Philip.  His  lordship  s  countenance  was  of  a 
sramboiTe  color :  his  noble  eyes  wer.^  bloodshot  and  stai'ting ;  his 
voice,  always  very  harsh  and  strident,  was  now  specially  un- 
pleasant; and  from  the  crater  of  bis  mouth  shot  loud  exploding 
oaths. 

••Face!  my  lord  V"  says  Philip,  still  very  meek. 

"Yes.  if  you  call  that  a  face  which  is  covered  over  with  hair 
like  a  baboon  '"  'jrowled  rav  lord,  showii^o;  his  tusks.  •■  Twysden 
was  here  last  nijht.  and  tells  me  some  pretty  news  about  von." 

Philip  b'.aslied  :  he  knew  what -the  news  most  likeiv  would  be. 

••  Tw-\-suon  sai  s  that  now  you  are  a  pauper,  by  (Toorgo.  and 
living  by  breaking  stones  in  the  street — yo.i  have  beeii  such  an 
internal,  drivellinir.  hanged  fool,  as  to  engage  youi-self  to  another 
pauper  I ' 

Poor  Philip  turned  whit*  from  red,  and  spoke  slowly  :  ••  I  beg 
your  pardon,  my  lord,  you  said  V — " 

"I  said  yo'i  were  a  hanged  fool,  sir'"  roared  the  old  man; 
••  can't  you  hear  ?" 

••  I  believe  I  am  a  member  of  your  family,  my  lord,"  says 
Philip,  rising  up.  In  a  quarrel,  he  would  sometimes  lose  his 
temper,  and  speak  out  his  mind;  or  sometimes,  and  then  he  was 
most  dangerous,  he  wo  ild  be  especially  ca'ui  and  Grandisonian. 

Some  haaaed  adventurer,  thinking  you  were  to  get  money 
from  me,  has  fiooked  you  for  his  daughter,  has  he  ':" 

'•  I  have  eniraiod  nivs^df  to  a  young  lady,  and  I  am  the  poorer 
of  the  two,"  says  Pniii'o. 

"  She  thinks  you  wl;i  set  mor.ey  iro  n  me,"  continues  his  lord- 
ship. 

•"•  Docs  she  V    I  nevor  did     replied  Philip. 
••  By  heaven,  vou  shan't,  u.i'ess  you  give  up  this  rubbish." 
••  I  shan't  give  her  up.  sir.  and  \  shall  do  without  the  money," 
said  Mr.  Firmin,  verv  hold'v 
■2\ 
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"  Go  to  Tartarus !"  screamed  the  old  man. 

On  which  Philip  told  us,  "  I  said,  '  Seniores  priores,'  my  lord, 
and  turned  on  my  heel.  So  you  see  if  he  was  going  to  leave  me 
something,  and  he  nearly  said  he  was,  that  chance  is  passed  now, 
and  I  have  made  a  pretty  morning's  work.  And  a  pretty  morn- 
ing's work  it  was :  and  it  was  I  who  had  set  him  upon  it !  My 
brave  Philip  not  only  did  not  rebuke  me  for  having  sent  him  on 
this  errand,  but  took  the  blame  of  the  business  on  himself. 
"  Since  I  have  been  engaged,"  he  said,  I  anv  growing  dread- 
fully avaricious,  and  am  almost  as  sordid  about  money  as  those 
Twysdens.  I  cringed  to  that  old  man;  I  crawled  before  his 
gouty  feet.  Well,  I  could  crawl  from  here  to  St.  James'  palace 
to  get  some  money  for  my  little  Charlotte."  PhUip  cringe  and 
crawl !  If  there  were  no  posture-masters  more  sujiple  than  Phi- 
lip Firmin,  kotooing  would  be  a  lost  art,  like  the  Menuet  de  la 
Cour.  But  fear  not,  ye  great !  Men's  backs  were  made  to  bend, 
and  the  race  of  parasites  is  still  in  good  repute. 

When  our  friend  told  us  how  his  brief  interview  with  Lord 
Ringwood  had  begun  and  ended,  1  think  those  who  counselled 
Philip  to  wait  upon  his  grand-uncle  felt  rather  ashamed  of  their 
worldly  wisdom  and  the  advice  which  they  had  given.  We  ought 
to  have  known  our  Huron  sufficiently  to  be  awai'e  that  it  was  a 
dangerous  experiment  to  set  him  bowing  in  lords'  antecham- 
bers. Were  not  his  elbows  sure  to  break  some  courtly  china,  his 
feet  to  trample  and  tear  some  lace  train  ?  So  all  the  good  we 
had  done  was  to  occasion  a  quarrel  between  him  and  his  patron. 
Lord  Ringwood  avowed  that  he  had  intended  to  leave  Philip 
mouey  ;  and  by  thrusting  the  poor  fellow  into  the  old  nobleman's 
sick-chamber  we  had  occasioned  a  quarrel  between  the  relatives, 
who  parted  with  mutual  threats  and  anger.  •■  Oh,  dear  me  I"  I 
groaned  in  connubial  colloquies.  "  Let  us  get  bim  away.  He 
will  be  boxing  Mugford's  ears  next,  and  telling  Mrs.  Mu'lford 
that  she  is  vulgar  and  a  bore."  He  was  eager  to  get  back  to  bis 
work,  or  rather  to  his  lady-love,  at  Paris.  We  did  not  try  to 
detain  him.  For  fear  of  further  accidents,  we  were  rather  anx- 
ious that  he  should  be  gone.  Crestfallen  and  sad,  I  accompanied 
him  to  the  Boulogne  boat.  He  paid  for  his  place  in  the  second- 
cabin,  and  stoutly  bade  us  adieu.  A  roush  night:  a  wet.  slip- 
pery deck :  a  crowd  of  frowzy  fellow-passeTigers'^:  and  j^oor  Phi- 
lip in  the  midst  of  them  in  a  thin  cloak,  his  vellow  hair  and  beard 
blowing  about:  I  see  the  steamer  now,  and  leit  her  with  I  know 
not  what  feelings  of  contrition  and  shame.  Why  had  I  sent 
Philip  to  call  upon  that  savage,  overbearing  old  patron  of  his"^ 
Why  compelled  him  to  that  bootless  act  of  submission  ?  Lord 
Ringwood's  brutalities  were  matters  of  common  notorietv.  A 
wicked,  dissolute,  cynicjd  old  man:  and  we  must  trv  to  make 
friends  with  this  mammon  of  unrighteousness,  and  sct  poor  Phi- 
lip to  bow  before  him  and  flatter  him !    Ah.  mea  culpa,  mea 
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culpa !  The  wind  blew  hard  that  winter  night,  and  many  tiles 
and  chimney-pots  blew  down  :  and  as  I  thought  of  poor  Philip 
tossing  in  the  frowzy  second-cabin,  I  rolled  about  my  own  bed 
very  uneasily. 

I  looked  into  Bays'  Club  the  day  after,  and  th^e  fell  on  both 
the  Twysdens.  The  parasite  of  a  father  was  clinging  to  the 
button  of  a  great  man  when  I  entered  :  the  little  reptile  of  a  son 
came  to  the  club  in  Captain  Woolcombe's  brougham,  and  in  that 
distinguished  mulatto  officer's  company.  They  looked  at  me  in 
a  peculiar  way.  I  was  sure  they  did.  Talbot  Twysden,  pouring 
his  loud,  braggart  talk  in  the  ear  of  poor  Lord  Lepel,  eyed  me 
with  a  glance  of  triumph,  and  talked  and  swaggered  so  that  I 
should  hear.  Ringwood  Twysden  and  Woolcombe,  drinking 
absinthe  to  whet  their  noble  appetites,  exchanged  glances  and 
jrins.  Woolcombe's  eyes  were  of  the  color  of  the  absinthe  he 
swallowed.  I  did  not  see  that  Twysden  tore  off  one  of  Lord  Le- 
pel's  buttons,  but  that  nobleman,  with  a  scared  countenance, 
moved  away  rapidly  from  his  little  persecutor.  "  Hang  him, 
;hrow  him  over,  and  come  to  me  !"  I  heard  the  generous  Twys- 
3en  say.  "  I  expect  Ringwood  and  one  or  two  more."  At  this 
3K)position  Lord  Lepel,  in  a  tremulous  way,  muttered  that  he 
30uid  not  break  his  engagement,  and  tied  out  of  the  club. 

Twysden's  dinners,  the  polite  reader  has  been  previously  in- 
formed, were  notorious;  and  he  constantly  bragged  of  having  the 
company  of  Lord  Ringwood.  Now  it  so  happened  that  on  this 
fery  evening  Lord  Ringwood,  with  three  of  his  followers,  hench- 
nen,  or  led  captains,  dined  at  Bays'  Club,  being  determined  to 
■ee  a  pantomime  in  which  a  very  pretty  young  Columbine  ligur- 
;d  ;  and  some  one  in  the  house  joked  with  his  lordship,  and  said, 
'  Why,  you  are  going  to  dine  with  Talbot  Twysden.  He-  said, 
ust  now,  that  he  expected  you." 

"  Did  he  ?"  said  his  lordship.  "  Then  Talbot  Twysden  told  a 
langed  lie  !"  And  little  Tom  Eaves,  my  informant,  remembered 
hese  remarkable  words,  because  of  a  circumstance  which  now 
ilmost  immediately  followed. 

A  very  few  days  after  Philip's  departure,  our  friend,  the  Little 
Sister,  came  to  us  at  our  breakfast-table,  wearing  an  expression 
)f  much  trouble  and  sadness  on  her  kind  little  face  ;  the  causes 
)f  which  sorrow  she  explained  to  us,  as  soon  as  our  children  had 
;one  away  to  their  school-room.  Among  Mrs.  Brandon's  friends, 
tnd  one  of  her  father's  constant  companions,  was  the  worthy  Mr. 
Eiidley,  father  of  the  celebrated  painter  of  that  name,  who  was 
limself  of  much  too  honorable  and  noble  a  n-ature  to  be  ashamed 
)f  his  humble  paternal  origin.  Companionship  between  father 
md  son  could  not  be  very  close  or  intimate;  especially  as  in  the 
'ounger  Ridley's  boyhood  his  father,  who  knew  nothing  of  the 
ine  arts,  had  looked  upon  the  child  as  a  sickly,  half-witted  creat- 
ire,  who  would  be  to  his  parents  but  a  grief  and  a  burden.  But 
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when  J.  J.  Ridley,  Esq.,  began  to  attain  eminence  in  his  profes- 
sion, his  father's  eyes  were  opened  ;  in  place  of  neglect  and  con- 
tempt, he  looked  up  to  his  boy  with  a  sincere,  naive  admiration, 
and  often,  with  tears,  has  narrated  the  pride  and  pleasure  which 
he  felt  on  the  day  when  he  waited  on  John  James  at  his  mas- 
ter's, Lord  To&morden's,  table.  Ridley  senior  now  felt  that  he 
had  been  unkind  and  unjust  to  his  boy  in  the  latter 's  early  days, 
and  with  a  very  touching  humility  the  old  man  acknowledged 
his  previous  injusticCj  and  tried  to  atone  for  it  by  present  respect 
ajid  affection. 

Though  fondness  for  his  son,  and  delight  in  the  company  of 
Captain  Gann,  often  drew  ^Ir.  Ridley  to  Thoruhaugh  street, 
and  to  the  Admiral  Byng  Club,  of  which  both  were  leading 
members,  Ridley  senior  belonged  to  other  clubs  at  the  West 
End,  where  Lord  Todmorden's  butler  consorted  with  the  confi- 
dential butlers  of  others  of  the  nobility  ;  and  I  am  informed  that 
in  those  clubs  Ridley  continued  to  be  called  '•  Todmorden  "  long 
after  his  connection  with  that  venerable  nobleman  had  ceased. 
He  continued  to  be  called  Lord  Todmorden,  in  fact,  just  as 
Lord  Popinjoy  is  still  called  by  his  old  friends  Popinjo)',  though 
his  father  is  dead,  and  Popinjoy,  as  everybody  knows,  is  at 
present  Earl  of  Pintado. 

At  one  of  these  clubs  of  their  order  Lord  Todmorden's  man 
was  in  the  constant  habit  of  meetinsr  Lord  Rinswood's  man 
when  their  lordships  (master  and  man)  were  in  town.  These 
gentlemen  had  a  regard  for  each -other;  and  when  they  met 
•communicated  to  each  other  their  views  of  society,  and  their 
opinions  of  the  characters  of  the  various  noble  lords  and  influ- 
ential commoners  whom  they  served.  Mr.  Rudge  knew  every- 
thing about  Philip  Firmin's  affairs,  about  the  doctor's  flight, 
about  Philip  s  generous  behavior.  "Generous!  7  call  it  admi- 
ral !"  old  Ridley  remarked,  while  narrating  this  trait  of  our 
friend's,  and  his  present  position.  And  Rudge  contrasted 
Philip's  manly  behavior  with  the  conduct  of  some  sneaks  which 
ho  would  not  name  them,  but  which  they  were  always  spieaking 
ill  of  the  poor  young  fellow  behind  his  back,  and  sneaking  up  to 
my  lord,  and  greater  skinflints  and  meaner  humbugs  never 
were  :  and  there  was  no  accounting  for  tastes,  but  he,  Rudge, 
would  not  marry  Jiis  daughter  to  a  black  man. 

Now,  that  day  when  Mr.  Firmin  went  to  see  my  Lord  Ring- 
wood  was  one  of  my  lord's  very  worst  days,  when  it  was  almost 
as  dangerous  to  go  near  him  as  to  approach  a  Bentral  ti£rer. 
"When  he  is  going  to  have  a  fit  of  gout  his  loi^ship  (Mr.  Rudge 
remarked)  was  hawful.  He  curse  and  swear,  he  do,  at  every- 
body ;  even*  the  clergy  or  the  ladies — all 's  one.  On  that  very 
day  when  Mr.  Firmin  called  he  had  said  to  Mr.  Twj  sden,  "Get 
out,  and  don't  come  slandefing,  and  backbiting,  and  buUyinof 
that  poor  devil  of  a  boy  any  pore.  It 's  Blackguardly,  by  George, 
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sir — it 's  blackguardly."  And  Twysden  came  out  witli  his 
tail  between  bis  legs,  and  he  says  to  me — "  Rudce  "  says  he,  "  my 
lord 's  uncommon  bad  t»-day."  Well.  He  had^n't  been  gone  an 
hour  when  pqre  Philip  comes,  bad  luck  to  him  ;  and  my  lord, 
who  had  just  heard  from  Twysden  all  about  that  young  woman — 
that  party  at  Paris,  Mrs.  Brandon — and  it  is  about  as  great  ;i 
piece  of  folly  as  ever  I  heard  tell  of— my  lord  turns  upon  the 
pore  young  fellar,  and  call  him  names  worse  than  Twysden. 
But  Mr.  Firmin  ain't  that  sort  of  man,  he  isn't.  He  won't  suf- 
fer any  man  to  call  him  names  ;  and  I  suppose  he  gave  my  lord 
his  own  back  again,  for  1  heard  my  lord  swear  at  him  tremen- 
dous, 1  did,  with  my  own  ears.  When  my  lord  has  the  gout 
flying  about  I  told  you  he  is  awful.  When  he  takes  his  colchi- 
cum  he 's  worse.  Now  we  have  got  a  party  at  Whipham  at 
Christmas,  and  at  Whipham  we  must  be.  And  he  took  his  col- 
cliicum  night  before  last,  and  to-day  he  was  in  such  a  tremen- 
dous rage  of  swearing,  cursing,  and  blowing  up  everybody,  that 
it  was  as  if  he  was  red-hot.  And  when  Twysden  and  Mrs.  Twys- 
den called  that  day  (if  you  kick  that  fellar  out  at  the  hall-door, 
I 'm  blest  if  he  won't  come  smirkin'  dowti  the  chimney) — and  he 
would  n't  see  any  of  them.  And  he  bawled  out  after  me,  '•  If 
Firmin  comes  kick  him  down  stairs — do  you  hear  ?"  with  ever 
so  many  oaths  and  curses  against  the  poor  fellow,  while  he 
vowed  he  would  never  see  his  hanged  impudent  face  again. 
But  this  was  n't  all,  Ridley.  He  sent  for  Bradgate,  his  lawyer, 
that  very  day.  He  had  back  his  will,  which  I  signed  myself  as 
one  of  tbe  witnesses — me  and  Wilcox,  the  master  of  the  hotel— 
and  I  know  he  had  left  Firmin  something  in  it.  Take  my  word 
for  it.  To  that  poor  young  fellow  he  means  misctiief  A  full 
report  of  this  conversation  Mr.  Ridley  gave  to  his  little  friend 
Mrs.  Brandon,  knowing  the  interest  which  Mrs.  Brandoij  took 
in  the  young  gentleman ;  and  with  these  unpleasant  news  Mrs. 
Brandon  came  off  to  advise  with  those  who — the  good  nurse 
was  pleased  to  say — were  Philip's  best  friends  in  the  world. 
W^e  wished  we  could  give  the  Little  Sister  comfort :  but  all  the 
world  knew  what  a  man  Lord  Ringwood  was — how  arbitrary, 
how  revengeful,  how  cruel. 

I  knew  Sir.  Bradgate,  the  lawyer,  with  whom  I  had  business, 
and  called  upon  him,  more  anxious  to  speak  about  Philip's 
affairs  than  my  own.  1  suppose  I  was  too  eager  in  comfng  to  my 
point,  for  Bradgate  saw  the  meaning  of  my  questions,  and  de- 
clined to  answer  them.  "  My  client  and  I  are  not  the  dearest 
friends  in  the  world,"  Bradgate  said  ;  "  but  I  keep  his  counsel,  and 
must  not  tell  you  whether  Mr.  Firmin's  name  is  down  in  his  lord- 
ship's will  or  not.  How  should  I  know  ?  He  may  have  altered  his 
will.  He  may  have  left  Firmin  money  ;  he  may  have  left  him  none. 
I  hope  young  Firmin  does  not  count  on  a  legacy.  That 's  all.  He 
may  be  disappointed  if  he  does.  Why,  yoii  may  hope  for  a  legacy 
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from  Lord  Ringwood,  and  you  may  be  disappointed.  I  know 
scores  of  people  who  do  hope  for  something,  and  who  won't  get 
a  penny."  And  this  was  all  the  reply  I  could  get  at  that  time 
from  the  oracular  little  lawyer. 

I  told  my  wife,  as  of  course  every  dutiful  man  tells  every 
thing  to  every  dutiful  wife :  but,  though  Bradgate  discouraged 
uSy  there  was  somehow  a  lurking  hope  still  that  the  old  noble- 
man would  provide  for  our  friend.  Then  Philip  would  marry 
Charlotte.  Then  he  would  earn  ever  so  much  more  money  by 
his  newspaper.  Then  he  would  be  happy  ever  after.  My  wife 
counts  egffs  not  only  before  they  are  hatched,  but  before  they 
are  laid.  Never  was  such  an  obstinate  hopefulness  of  character. 
I,  on  the  other  hand,  take  a  rational  and  despondent  view  of 
things  ;  and  if  they  turn  out  better  than  I  expect,  as  sometimes 
they  will,  I  affably  own  that  I  have  been  mistaken. 

But  an  early  day  came  when  Mr.  Bradgate  was  no  longer 
needful,  or  when  he  thought  himself  released  from  the  obliga- 
tions of  silence  with  regard  to  his  noble  client.  It  was  two  days 
before  Christmas,  and  I  took  my  accustomed  afternoon  saunter 
to  Bays',  where  other  hahilues  of  the  club  were  assembled.  There 
was  no  little  buzzing  and  excitement  among  the  frequenters  of 
the  place.  Talbot  Twysden  always  arrived  at  Bays'  at  ten 
minutes  past  four,  and  scuffled  for  the  evening  paper,  as  if  its 
contents  were  matter  of  great  importance  to  Talbot.  He  would 
hold  men's  buttons,  and  discourse  to  them  the  leading  article  out 
of  that  paper  with  an  astounding  emphasis  and  gravity.  On 
this  day,  some  ten  minutes  after  his  accustomed  hour,  he  reach- 
ed the  club.  Other  gentlemen  were  engaged  in  perusing  the 
evening  journal.  The  lamps  on  the  tables  lighted  up  the  bald 
heads,  the  gray  heads,  dyed,  heads,  and  the  wigs  of  many  as- 
sembled fogies — murmurs  went  about  the  room.  "  Very  sud- 
den." "  Gout  in  the  stomach."  "  Dined  here  only  four  days 
ago."  "  Looked  very  well."  "  Very  well  ?  No  !  Never  saw 
a  fellow  look  worse  in  my  life."  "  Yellow  as  a  guinea." 
"  Could  n't  eat."  "  Swore  dreadfully  at  the  waiters,  and  at 
Tom  Eaves,  who  dined  with  him."  "  Seventy-six,  I  see.  Born 
in  the  same  year  with  the  Duke  of  York."  "  Forty  thousand  a 
year."  "  Forty  V  fifty-eight  thousand  three  hundred,  I  tell  you. 
Always  been  a  saving  man."  "  Title  goes  to  his  cousin,'  Sir 
John  Eingwood  ;  not  a  member  here — member  of  Boodle's." 
"  Not  the  earldom — the  barony."  "  Hated  each  other  furiously. 
Very  violent  temper,  the  old  fellow  was.  Never  got  over  the 
Reform  Bill,  they  used  to  say."  "  Wonder  whether  he  11  leave 
any  thing  to  old  bow  wow  Twys — "  Here  enters  Talbot  Twys- 
den, Esq.  "Ha,  Colonel!  How  are  you'?  What's  the  news 
to-night  ?  Kept  late  at  my  olEce,  making  up  accounts.  Going 
down  to  Whipham  to-morrow  to  pass  Christmas  with  my  wife's 
uncle — Ringwood,  you  know.    Always  go  down  to  Whipham  at 
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Christmas.  Keeps  the  pheasants  for  us — bo  longer  a  hunting 
man  myself.    Lost  my  nerve,  by  George." 

While  the  braggart  little  creature  indulged  in  this  pompous 
talk  he  did  not  see  the  significant  looks  whii-h  were  fixed  upon 
hiiD,  or,  if  he  remarked  them,  was  perhaps  pleased  by  the  atten- 
tion which  he  excited.  Bays'  had  long  echoed  with  Twysden's 
account  of  Ringwocd,  the  pheasants,  bis  own  loss  of  nerve'  in 
hunting,  and  the  sum  which  their  family  would  inherit  at  the 
death  of  their  noble  relative. 

"  I  think  I  have  heard  you  say  Sir  John  Eingwood  inherits 
after  your  relative  f"  asked  Mr.  Hookham. 

"Yes;  the  baiony — only  the  barony.  The  earldom  goes  to 
my  lord  and  his  heirs,  Hookham.  Why  should  n't  he  marry 
again?  I  often  say  to  him,  '  Ringwood,  why  don't  you  marry, 
if  it 's  only  to  disappoint  that  Whig  fellow,  Sir  John  V  You  are 
fresh  and  hale,  Ringwood.  Y'"ou  may  live  twenty  years,  five-and- 
twenty  years.  If  you  leave  your  nit  ce  and  my  children  any- 
thing, we're  not  in  a  hurry  to  inherit,'  I  say;  'why  don't  you 
marry  ?' " 

"  Ah  !  Twysden,  he  s  past  marrying,"  groans  Mr.  Hookham. 

"Not  at  all.  Sober  man  now.  Stout  man.  Immense  pow- 
erful man.  Healthy  man,  but  for  gout.  1  often  say  to  him, 
'  Ringwood  ! '  I  say — " 

"  Oh,  for  mercy's  sake,  stop  this  !"  groans  old  Mr.  Tremlett, 
who  alwa}  s  begins  to  shudder  at  the  sound  of  poor  Twysden's 
voice.    "  Tell  him,  somebody." 

"  Have  n't  you  heard,  Twysden  ?  Have  n't  you  seen  ?  Don't 
you  know  ?  '  asks  Mr.  Hookham,  solemnly.  ' 

"  Heard,  seen,  known — what  ?"'  cries  the  other. 

"  An  accident  has  happened  to  Lord  Ringwood.  Look  at  the 
paper.  Here  it  is."  And  Twysden  pulls  out  his  great  gold 
eye-glasses,  holds  the  paper  as  far  as  his  little  arm  will  reach, 
and — and  merciful  Powers  ! — But  I  will  not  venture  to  depict 
the  agony  on  that  noble  face.  Like  Timanthes,  the  painter,  I 
hide  this  Agamemnon  with  a  veil.  I  cast  the  Globe  newspaper 
over  him.  lllabatur  orbis ;  and  let  imagination  depict  our 
Twysden  under  the  ruins. 

What  Twysden  read  in  the  Globe  was  a  mere  curt  paragraph  ; 
but  in  next  morning's  I'imes  there  was  one  of  those  obituary  no- 
tices to  which  noblemen  of  eminence  must  submit  from  the  mys- 
terious necrographer  engaged  by  that  paper. 


CHAPTER  XXH. 

PULVIS  KT  rilBRA  SCMUS. 

The  first  and  only  Earl  of  Ringwood  has  submitted  to  the 
fate  which  peers  and  commoners  are  alike  destined  to  undergo. 
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Hastening  to  his  magnificent  seat  of  AVliipham  Market,  where 
he  proposed  to  entertain  an  illustrious  Christmas  party,  his  lord- 
ship left  London  scarcely  recovered  from  an  attack  of  gout  to 
which  he  has  been  for  many  years  a  martyr.  The  disease  must 
have  flown  to  his  stomach,  and  suddenly  mastered  liim.  At 
Turreys  Regum,  thirty  miles  from  his  own  princely  habitation, 
where  he  had  been  accustomed  to  dine  on  his  almost  royal  pro- 
gresses to  his  home,  he  was  already  in  a  state  of  dreadful  suffer- 
ing, to  which  his  attendants  did  not  pay  the  attention  which  his 
condition  ought  to  have  excited  ;  for  when  laboring  under  this 
most  painful  malady  his  outcHos  were  loud,  and  his  language 
and  demeanor  exceedingly  violent.  He  angrily  refused  to  send 
for  medical  aid  at  Turreys,  and  insisted  on  continuing  his 
journey  homeward.  He  was  one  of  the  old  school,  who  never 
would  enter  a  railway  (though  his  fortune  was  great!}'  increased 
by  the  passage  of  the  railway  through  his  property)  ;  and  his 
own  horses  always  met  him  at  Popper's  Tavern,  an  obscure 
hamlet,  seventeen  miles  from  his  princely  seat.  He  made  no 
sign  on  arriving  at  Popper's,  and  spoke  no  word,  to  the  now  se- 
rious alarm  of  his  servants.  When  they  came  to  light  his  car- 
riage-lamps, and  look  into  his  post-chaise,  the  lord  of  many 
thousand  acres,  and,  according  to  report,  of  immense  wealth, 
was  dead.  The  jaurncy  from  Turreys  had  been  the  last  stage 
of  a  long,  a  prosperous,  and  if  not  a  famous,  at  least  a  notorious 
and  magnificent  career. 

"  Th-e  late  John  George  Earl  and  Baron  Ringwood  and  Vis- 
count Cinqbars  entered  into  public  life  at  the  dangerous  period 
before  the  French  Kevolution  ;  and  commenced  his  career  as  the 
friend  and  companion  of  the  Prince  of  Wales.  When  his  Royal 
Highness  seceded  from  the  Whig  party.  Lord  iiingwood  also 
joined  the  Tory  side  of  politicians,  and  an  earldom  was  the  price 
of  his  fidelity.  But  on  the  elevation  of  Lord  Steyne  to  a  mar- 
quisate.  Lord  Ringwood  quarrelled  for  a  while  with  his  i-oyal  pa- 
tron and  friend,  deeming  his  own  services  unjustly  slighted  as  a 
like  dignity  was  not  conferred  on  himself.  On  several  occasions 
he  gave  his  vote  against  Government,  and  caused  his  nominees 
in  the  House  of  Commons  to  vote  with  the  Whigs.  He  never 
was  reconciled  to  his  late  IVIajesty  George  IV,  of  whom  he  was 
in  the  habit  of  speaking  with  characteristic  bluntness.  The  ap- 
proach of  the  Reform  Bill,  however,  threw  this  nobleman  defini- 
tively on  the  Tory  side,  of  which  he  has  ever  since  i-emained,  if 
not  an  eloquent,  at  least  a  violent  supporter.  He  was  said  to  be 
a  liberal  landlord,  so  long  as  his  tenants  did  not  thwart  him  in 
his  views.  His  only  son  died  early,  and  his  lordshijD,  according 
to  report,  has  long  been  on  ill  terms  with  his  kinsman  and  suc- 
cessor, Sir  John  Ringwood,  of  Appleshaw,  Baronet,  at  present 
Baron  Ringwood.  The  barony  has  been  in  this  ancient  family 
since  the  reign  of  George  I,  v.-hen  Sir  John  Ringwood  was  en- 
nobled, and  Sir  Francis,  his  brother,  a  Baron  of  the  Exche(juer , 
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■was  advanced  to  tlie  dignity  of  baronet  by  the  first  of  our  Han- 
overian sovereigns." 

This  was  the  article  which  my  wife  and  I  read  on  the  morning 
of  Christmas  eve,  as  our  children  were  decking  lamps  and  looli- 
ing-glasses  with  holly  and  red  berries  for  the  approaching  festival. 
I  had  dispatched  a  hurried  note,  containing  the  news,  to  Philip 
on  the  night  previous.  We  were  painfully  anxious  about  his  fate 
now,  when  a  few  days  would  decide  it.  Again  my  business  or 
curiosity  took  me  to  see  Mr.  Bradgate,  the  I'av^yer.  He  was  in 
possession  of  the  news,  of  course.  He  was  not  averse  to  talk 
about  it.  The  death  of  his  client  unsealed  the  lawyer's  lips  par- 
tially ;  and  I  must  say  Bradgate  spoke  in  a  manner  not  flatter- 
ing to  his  noble  deceased  client.  The  brutalities  of  the  late 
nobleman  had  been  very  hard  to  bear.  On  occasion  6f  their 
last  meeting  his  oaths  and  disrespectful  behavior  had  beeai 
specially  odious.  He  had  abused  almost  every  one  of  his  rela- 
tives. His  heir,  he  said,  was  a  canting,  Methodistical  humbug. 
He  had  a  relative  (whom  Bradgate  said  he  would  not  name) 
who  was  a  scheming,  swaggering,  swindling  lick-spittle  parasite, 
always  cringing  at  his  heels  and  longing  for  his  death.  And  he 
had  another  relative,  the  impudent  son  of  a  swindling  doctor, 
who  had  insulted  him  two  hours  before  in  his  own  room — a  fellow 
who  was  a  pauper,  and  going  to  propagate  a  breed  for  the  work- 
house ;  for,  after  his  behavior  of  that  day,  he  would  be  condemned 
to  the  lowest  pit  of  Acheron  before  he.  Lord  Kingwood,  would 
give  that  scoundrel  a  penny  of  his  money  "  And  his  lordship 
desired  me  to  send  him  back  his  will,"  said  Mr.  Bradgate.  "And 
he  destroyed  that  will  before  he  went  away  :  it  was  not  the  first 
he  had  burned.  And  I  may  tell  you,  now  all  is  over,  that  he  had 
left  his  brother's  grandson  a  handsome  legacy  in  that  will,  which 
your  poor  friend  might  have  had,  but  that' he  went  to  see  my 
lord  in  his  unlucky  fit  of  gout."  Ah,  mea  culpa  !  mea  culpa  I 
And  who  sent  Philip  to  see  his  relative  in  that  unlucky  fit  of 
gout  ?  Who  was  so  worldly-wise — so  Twysden-like,  as  to  counsel 
Philip  to  flattery  and  submission  ?  But  for  that  advice  he  nrfght 
be  wealthy  now  ;  he  might  be  happy ;  he  might  be  ready  to 
marry  his  young  sweet^ieart.  Our  Christmas  turkey  choked 
me  as  I  ate  of  it.  The  lights  burned  dimly,  and  the  kisses  and 
laughter  under  the  mistletoe  were  but  melancholy  sport.  But 
for  my  advice,  how  happy  might  my  friend  have  been !  I  looked 
askance  at  the  honest  faces  of  my  children.  _  What  would  they 
say  if  they  knew  their  father  had  advised  a  friend  to  cringe,  and 
bow,  and  humble  himself  before  a  rich,  wicked  old  man  ?  I  sate 
as  mute  at  the  pantomime  as  at  a  burial ;  the  laughter  of  ,tbe 
little  ones  smote  me  as  with  a  reproof.  A  burial  ?  With  plumes 
and  lights,  and  upholsterers'  pageantry,  and  mourning  by  the 
yard  measure,  they  were  burying  my  Lord  Ribgwood,  who  might 
have  made  Philip  Firmiu  rich  but  for  me. 
22 
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All  lingering  Lopes  regardinsr  our  friend  were  quickly  put  to 
an  end.  A  -will  was  found  at  Wbipham,  dated  a  year  back,  in 
which  no  mention  was  made  of  poor  Philip  Firmiii.  Small 
lecacies — disgracefully  shabby  and  small,  Twysden  said — were 
left  to  the  Twysden  family,  with  the  full-length  portrait  of  the 
late  earl  in  his  coronation  robes,  which,  I  should  think,  must  have 
given  but  small  satisfaction  to  his  surviving  relatives;  for  his 
lordship  was  but  an  ill-favored  nobleman,  and  the  price  of  the 
carriage  of  the  large  picture  from  AVhipham  was  a  tax  which 
poor  Talbot  made  very  wry  faces  at  paying.  Had  the  picture 
been  accompanied  by  thirty  or  forty  thousand  pounds,  or  fifty 
thousand — why  should  he  not  have  left  them  fifty  thousand? — 
liow  difi'erent  Talbot's  grief  would  have  been !  Whereas,  when 
Talbot  counted  up  the  dinners  he  had  given  to  Lord  Ringwood 
— all  of  which  he  could  easily  calculate  by  his  cunning  ledgers 
and  journals,  in  which  was  noted  down"  every  feast  at  which  his 
lordship  attended,  every  guest  assembled,  and  every  bottle  of 
wine  drunk — Twysden  found  that  he  had  absolutely  spent  more 
money  upon  my  lord  than  the  old  man  had  paid  back  in  his  will. 
But  all  the  family  went  into  mourning,  and  the  Twysden  coach- 
man and  footman  turned  out  in  black  worsted  epaulets  in  honor 
of  the  illustrious  deceased.  It  is  not  every  day  that  a  man  gets 
a  chance  of  publicly  bewailing  the  loss  of  an  earl  his  relative. 
I  suppose  Twysden  took  many  hundred  people  into  his  confidence 
on  this  matter,  and  bewailed  his  uncle's  death  and  his  own  wrongs 
while  clinging  to  many  scores  of  button-holes. 

And  how  did  poor  Philip  bear  the  disappointment  ?  He  must 
have  felt  it,  for  I  fear  we  ourselves  had  encouraged  him  in  the 
hope  that  his  grand-uncle  would  do  something  to  relieve  his  ne- 
cessity. Philip  put  a  bit  of  crape  round  his  hat,  wrapped  him- 
self in  his  shabby  old  mantle,  and  declined  any  outward  show  of 
grief  at  all.  If  the  old  man  had  left  him  money,  it  had  been 
welL  As  he  did  not — a  pufF  of  cigar,  perhaps,  ends  the  sen- 
tence, and  our  philosopher  gives  no  further  thought  to  his  disap- 
pointment. Was  not  Philip  the  poor  as  lordly  and  independent 
as  Philip  the  rich?  A  struggle  with  poverty  is  a  wholesome 
wrestling-match  at  three  or  five  and  twenty.  The  sinews  are 
young,  and  are  braced  by  the  contest.  It  is  upon  the  ao-ed  that 
the  battle  falls  hardly,  who  are  weakened  by  failing  health,  and 
perhaps  enervated  by  long  years  of  prosperity.  ' 

Firmin's  broad  back  could  carry  a  heavy  burden,  and  he  was 
glad  to  take  all  the  work  which  fell  in  his  way.  Phipps,  of  the 
Daily  Intelligencer,  wanting  an  assistant,  Philip  gladly  sold  four 
hours  of  his  day  to  Mr.  Phipps :  translated  page  after  page  of 
newspapers,  French  and  German;  took  an  occasional  turn  at 
the  Chamber  of  Deputies,  and  gave  an  account  of  a  sittino'  of 
importance,  and  made  himself  quite  an  active  lieutenant.  °He 
began  positively  to  save  money.    He  wore  dreadfully  shabby 
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clothes,  to  he  sure;  for  Charlotte  could  not  go  to  his  chamber 
and  mend  his  rags  as  the  Little  Sister  had  done  ;  but  when  Mrs. 
Baynes  abused  him  for  his  shabby  appearance— and  indeed  it 
must  have  been  mortifying  sometimes  to  see  the  fellow  in  his  old 
clothe^  swaggering  aboutin  Madame  Smolensk's  apartments,  talk- 
ing loud,  contradicting  and  laying  down  the  law— Charlotte  defend- 
ed her  maligned  Philip.  "  Do  you  know  why  Monsieur  Philip 
has  those  shabby  clothes  ?"  she  asked  of  Madame  de  Smolensk. 
"  Because  he  has  been  sending  money  to  his  father  in  Atnerica." 
And  Smolensk  said  that  Monsieur  Philip  was  a  brave  young  man, 
and  that  he  might  come  dressed  like  an  Iroquois  to  her  soiree, 
and  he  should  be  welcome.  And  Mrs.  Baynes  was  rude  to  Philip 
when  he  was  present,  and  scornful  in  her  remarks  when  lie  was 
absent.  And  Philip  trembled  before  Mrs.  Ba3'nes;  and  he  took 
her  boxes  on  the  ear  with  much  meekness  ;  for  was  not  his  Char- 
lotte a  hostage  in  her  mother's  hands,  and  might  not  Mrs.  Gen- 
eral B.  make  that  poor  little  creature  sutler  ? 

One  or  two  ]ndian  ladies  of  Mrs.  Baynes'  acquaintance  hap- 
pened to  pass  this  winter  in  Paris,  and  these  persons,  who  had 
turnished  lodgings  in  the  Faubourg  St.  Honore  or  the  Champs 
Eiysees,  and  rode  in  theiy  carriages  with,  very  likely,  a  footman 
on  the  box,  rather  looked  down  upon  Mrs.  Baynes  for  living  in 
a  boarding-house,  and  keeping  no  equipage.  No  woman  likes 
to  be  looked  down  upon  by  any  other  woman,  especially  by  such 
a  creature  as  Mrs.  Batters,  the  lawyer's  wife,  from  Calcutta,  v/ho 
was  not  in  society,  and  did  not  go  to  Government  House,  and 
here  was  driving  about  in  the  Champs  Eiysees,  and  giving  her- 
self such  airs,  indeed  !  So  was  Mrs.  Doctor  Macoon,  with  her 
lady's-maid,  and  her  man-cook,  and  her  ope?i  carriage,  and  her 
done  carriage.  (Pray  read  these  words  with  the  most  withering 
emphasis  "which  30x1  can  lay  upon  them.)  And  who  was  Mrs. 
MacDon,  pray  ?  Madame  Beret,  the  Prench  mill?ner's  daughter, 
neither  more  nor  less.  And  this  creature  must  scatter  her  mud 
over  her  betters  who  went  on  foot.  "  1  am  telling  my  poor  girls, 
madame,"  she  would  say  to  Madame  Smolensk,  "  that  if  1  had 
been  a  milliner's  girl,  or  their  father  had  been  a  pettifogging  at- 
torney, and  not  a  soldier,  who  has  served  his  sovereign  in  every 
quarter  of  the  world,  they  would  be  better  dressed  than  they  are 
now,  poor  chicks ! — we  might  have  a  fine  apartment  in  the  Fau- 
bourg St.  Honore — we  need  not  live  at  a  boarding-house." 

"  And  if  /  had  been  a  milliner,  Madame  la  Generale,"  cried 
Smolensk, -with  spirit,  "perhaps  I  should  not  have  had  need  to 
keep  a  boarding-house.  My  father  was  a  general  officer,  and 
served  his  emperor  too.  But  what  will  you  V  We  have  all  to  do 
disagreeable  things,  and  to  live  with  disagreeable  people,  ma- 
dame !"  And  with  this  Smolensk  makes  Mrs.  General  ijaynes  a 
fine  courtesy,  and  goes  off  to  other  affairs  or  guests.  She  was  of 
the  ojiinion  of  many  of  Philip's  friends.   "  Ah,  Monsieur  Philip," 
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she  said  to  him,  "  when  you  are  married,  you  will  live  far  from 
that  woman  ;  is  it  not  V" 

Hearing  that  Mrs.  Batters  was  goin<i  to  the  Tuileries,  I  am 
sorry  to  say  a  violent  emulation  inspired  Mrs.  Baynes,  and  she 
never  was  easy  until  she  persuaded  her  general  to  take  her  to 
the  embafsador's,  and  to  the  entertainments  of  the  citizen  king 
who  governed  France  in  those  days.  It  would  cost  little  or 
nothing.  Charlotte  must  be  brought  out.  Her  aunt,  MacWhir- 
ter,  froBi  Tours,  had  sent  Charlotte  a  present  of  money  for  a 
dress.  To  do  Mrs.  Baynes  justice,  she  spent  very  little  money 
upon  her  own  raiment,  and  extracted  from  one  of  her  trunks  a 
costume  which  had.  done  duty  at  Barrackpore  and  Calcutta. 
"  After  hearing  that  Mrs.  Batters  went,  I  knew  she  never  would 
be  eas}',"  General  Baynes  said,  with  a  sigh.  His  wife  denied 
the  accusation  as  an  outrage,  said  that  men  always  imputed  the 
worst  motives  to  woman  ;  whereas  her  wish,  heaven  knows,  was 
only  to  see  her  darling  ciiild  properly  presented,  and  her  husband 
in  his  proper  rank  in  the  world.  And  Charlotte  looked  lovely, 
upon  the  evening  of  the  ball ;  and  Madame  Smolensk  dressed 
Charlotte's  hair  very  prettily,  and  offered  to  lend  Auguste  to  ac- 
company the  general's  carriage  ;  but  Pgoost  revolted,  %pd  said, 
"  Non,  merce  !  he  would  do  anything  for  the  general  and  Miss 
Charlotte — but  for  the  generale,  no,  no,  no  !"  and  he  made  signs 
of  violent  abnegation.  And  though  Charlotte  looked  as  sweet 
as  a  rose-bud,  she  had  little  pleasure  in  her  ball,  Philip  not  being 
present.  And  how  could  he  be  present. who  had  but  one  old  coat 
and  holes  in  his  boots  '? 

So,  you  see,  after  a  sunny  autumn,  a  cold  winter  comes,  when 
the  wind  is  bad  for  delicate  chests,  and  muddy  for  little  shoes. 
How  could  Charlotte  come  out  at  eight  o'clock  through  mud  or 
snow  of  a  winter's  morning,  if  she  had  been  out  at  an  evening 
party  late  overrnight  V  Mrs.  General  Baynes  began  to  go  out  a 
good  deal  to  the  Paris  evening  parties — I  mean  to  the  parties  of 
us  Trojans — parties  where  there  are  forty  English  people,  three 
Frenchmen,  and  a  German  who  plays  the  piano.  Charlotte 
was  very  much  admired.  The  fame  of  her  good  looks  spread 
abroad.  I  promise  you  that  there  were  persons  of  much  more 
importance  than  the  poor  Vicomte  de  Garfon-boutique  who 
were  charmed  by  her  bright  eyes,  her  bright  smiles,  her  artless, 
rosy  beauty.  Why,  little  Hely  of  the  Embassy  actually  invited 
himself  to  Mrs.  Doctor  Macoon's,  in  order  to  see  this  youn" 
beauty,  and  danced  with  her  without  ceasing.  Mr,  Hely,  who 
was  tiie  pink  of  fashion,  you  know  ;  who  danced  with  the  royal 
princesses  ;  and  was  at  all  the  grand  parties  of  the  Faubourg  St. 
Germain.  He  saw  her  to  her  carriage  (a  very  shabby  tiy,  it 
mu-t  be  confessed;  but  Mrs.  Baynes  told  him  they  had  been  ac- 
•customed  to  a  very  different  kind  of  equipage  in  India).  He 
actually  called  at  the  boarding-house  and  left  hig  card,  M.  Wal- 
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singlam  Hely,  altacM  a  I'Embassade  de  S.  M.  Britannique,  for 
General  Baynes  and  his  lady.  To  what  balls  would  Mrs.  Baynes 
like  to  go  ?  to  the  Tuileries  ?  to  the  Embassy  ?  to  the  Fau- 
bourg St.  Germain  ?  to  the  Faubourg  St.  Honore  '?  _  I  could 
name  many  more  persons  of  distinction  who  were  fascinated  by 
pretty  Miss  Charlotte.  Her  mother  felt  more  and  more  ashamed 
of  the  shabby  fly  in  which  our  young  lady  was  conveyed  to  and 
from  her  parties — of  the  shabby  fly,  and  of  that  shabby  cavalier 
who  was  in  waiting  sometimes  to  put  Miss  Charlotte  into  her 
carriage.  Charlotte's  mother's  ears  were  only  too  acute  when 
disparaging  remarks  were  made  about  that  cavalier.  What? 
engaged  to  that  queer  red-bearded  fellow,  with  the  ragged  shirt- 
collars,  who  trod  upon  everybody  in  the  polka  ?  A  newspaper 
writer,  was  he  V  The  son  of  that  doctor  who  ran  away  alter 
cheating  everybody '?  What  a  very  odd  thing  of  General 
Baynes  to  think  of  engaging  his  daughter  to  such  a  person  ! 

So  Mr.  Firmin  was  not  asked  to  many  distinguished  houses, 
where  his  Charlotte  was  made  welcome;  where  there  was  dan- 
cing in  the  saloon,  very  mild  negus  and  cakes  in  the  salle-d-man- 
ger,  and  cards  in  the  lady's  bedroom.  And  he  did  not  care  to 
be  asked  ;  and  he  made  himself  very  arrogant  and  disagreeable 
when  he  was  asked  ;  and  he  would  upset  tea-trays,  and  burst 
out  into  roars  of  laughter  at  all  times,  and  swagger  about  the 
drawing-room  as  if  he  was  a  man  of  importance — he  indeed- 
giving  himself  such  airs,  because  his  grandfather's  brother  was 
an  earl !  And  what  had  the  earl  done  for  ^^im,  pray  ?  And 
what  right  1  ad  he  to  burst  out  laughing  when  Miss  Crackley 
sang  a  little  out  of  tune?  What  could  General  Baynes  mean 
by  selecting  such  a  husband  for  that  nice,  modest  young  girl  ? 

The  old  general,  sitting  in  the  best  bedroom,  placidly  playing 
at  whist  with  the  other  British  fogies,  does  not  hear  these  re- 
marks, perhaps  ;  but  little  Mrs.  Baynes,  with  her  eager  eyes  and 
ears,  sees  and  knows  everything.  Many  people  have  told  her 
that  Philip  is  a  bad  match  for  his  daughter.  She  has  heard  him 
contradict  calmly  quite  wealthy  people.  Mr.  Hobday,  who  has 
a  house  in  Carlton  Terrace,  London,  and  goes  to  the  first  houses 
in  Paris,  Philip  has  contradicted  him  point-blank,  until  Mr.  Hob- 
day turned  quite  red,  and  Mrs.  Hobday  did  n't  know  where  to 
look.  Mr.  Peplow,  a  clergyman,  and  a  baronet's  eldest  son,  who 
will  be  one  day  the  Rev.  Sir.  Charles  Peplow  of  Peplow  Manor, 
was  praising  Tomlinson's  poems,  and  offered  to  read  out  at  Mr. 
Badger's — and  he  reads  very  finely,  though  a  little' perhaps 
through  his  nose — and  when  he  was  gomg  to  begin  Mr.  Firmin 
said,  "My  dear  Peplow,  for  heaven's  sake  don't  give  us  any  of 
that  rot.  I  would  as  soon  hear  one  of  your  own  prize  poems." 
Rot,  itideed  !  What  an  expression  !  Of  course  Mr.  Peplow  was 
very  much  annoyed.  And  this  from  a  mere  newspaper  writer ! 
Never  heard  of  such  rudeness !    Mrs.  Tuffin  said  she  took  her 
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line  at  once  after  seeing  this  Mr.  Firaiin.  "He  may  be  an  earl's 
grand-nephew,  for  what  I  care.  He  may  have  been  at  college ; 
he  has  not  learned  good  manners  there.  He  may  be  clever;  I 
don't  profess  to  be  a  judge.  But  he  1=!  most  overbearing,  clumsy, 
and  disagreeable.  I  shall  not  ask  him  to  my  Tuesdays  ;  and 
Emma,  if  he  asks  you  to  dance,  I  beg  you  will  do  no  such  thing  !" 
A  bull,  you  understand,  in  a  meadow,  or  on  a  prairie  with  a  herd 
of  buffaloes,  is  a  noble  animal ;  but  a  bull  in  a  china-shop  is  out 
of  place;  and  even  so  was  Philip  among  the  crockery  of  those 
little  simple  tea-parties,  where  his  mane,  and  hoofs,  and  roar 
caused  endless  disturbance. 

These  remarks  concerning  the  accepted  son-in-law  Mrs. 
Baynes  heard,  and,  at  proper  moments,  repeated.  She  ruled 
Baynes  ;  but  was  very  cautious,  and  secretly  afraid  of  him. 
Once  or  twice  she  had  gone  too  far  in  her  dealings  with  the 
quiet  old  man,  and  he  had  revolted,  put  her  down,  and  never 
forgiven  her.  Beyond  a  certain  point  she  dared  not  provoke 
her  husband.  She  would  say,  "  Well,  Baynes,  marriage  is  a 
lottery  ;  and  I  am  afraid  our  poor  Charlotte  has  not  pulled  a 
prize ;"  on  which  the  general  ^yould  reply,  "  No  more  have 
others,  my  dear  !"  and  so  drop  the  subject  for  the  time  being. 
On  another  occasion  it  would  be,  "  You  heard  "^ow  rude  Philip 
Firmin  was  to  Mr.  Hobday  ?"  And  the  general  would  answer, 
"  I  i^as  at  cards,  my  dear."  Again  she  might  say,  "  Mrs.  Tuffin 
says  she  will  not  have  Phihp  Pirmin  to  her  Tuesdays,  my  dear  ;" 
and  the  general';^  rejoinder  would  be,  "  Begad,  so  much  the 
better  for  him  !"  "  Ah,"  she  groans,  "  he always  offending 
some  one !"  "  I  don't  think  he  seems  to  please  you,  much, 
Eliza  !"  responds  the  general ;  and  she  answers,  "  No,  he  don't, 
and  that  I  confess  ;  and  I  don't  like  to  think,  Baynes,  of  my  sweet 
child  given  up  to  certain  poverty,  and  such  a  man  !"  At  which 
the  general,  with  some  of  his  garrison  phrases,  would  break  out 
with  a  "  Hang  it,  Eliza,  do  you  suppose.  I  think  it  is  a  very 
good  match  ?"  and  turn  to  the  wall,  and,  I  hope,  to  sleep. 

As  for  poor  little  Charlotte,  her  mother  is  not  afraid  of  little 
Charlotte ;  and  when  the  two  are  alone  the  poor  child  knows 
she  is  to  be  made  wretched  by  her  mother's  assaults  upon  PhUip. 
Was  there  ever  anything  so  bad  as  his  behavior,  to  burst  out 
laughing  when  Bliss  Crackley  .was  singing  ?  W as  he  called 
upon  to  contradict  Sir  Charles  Peplow  in  that  abrupt  way,  and 
as  good  as  tell  him  he  was  a  fool  ?  It  was  very  wrong  certainly, 
and  poor  Charlotte  thinks,  with  a  blush  perhaps,  how  she  was 
just  at  the  point  of  admiring  Sir  Charles  Fellow's  reading  very 
much,  and  had  been  prepared  to  think  Tomlinson's  poems  de- 
lightful, until  Philip  ordered  her  to  adopt  a  contemptuous  opin- 
ion of  the  poet.  And  did  you  see  how  he  was  dressed  ?  a  Ifutton 
wanting  on  his  waistcoat,  and  a  hole  in  his  boot  ? 

"  Mamma,"  cries  Charlotte,  turning  very  red.  "  He  might 
have  been  better  dressed — if — if  "  ' 
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"  That  is,  you  would  like  your  own  fatlier  to  be  in  prison,  your 
mother  to  beg  her  bread,  your  sisters  to  go  in  rags,  and  your 
brothers  to  starve,  Charlotte,  in  order  that  we  should  pay  Philip 
Firmiu  back  the  money  of  which  his  father  robbed  him !  Yes. 
That 's  your  meaning.  You  need  n't  explain  yourself.  I  can 
understand  quite  -vveli,  thank  you.  Good-night.  I  hope  you'll 
sleep  well.  /  shan't,  after  this  conversation.  Good-night, 
Charlotte  !"  Ah,  me  !  O  course  of  true  love,  didst  thou  ever 
run  smooth?  As  we  peep  into  that  boarding-house — whereof  I 
have  already  described  the  mistress  as- wakeful  with  racking  care 
regarding  the  morrow,  wherein  lie  the  Misa  Bolderos,  who  must 
naturally  be  very  uncomfortable,  being  on  suSeranoe,  and,  as  it 
were,  in  pain  as  they  lie  on  their  beds — what  sorrows  do  we  not 
perceive  brooding  over  the  nightcaps  ?  There  is  poor  Char- 
lotte, who  has  said  her  prayer  fjr  her  Philip  ;  and  as  she  lays 
her  young  eyes  on  the  pillow,  they  wet  it  with  their  tears.  Why 
does  her  mother  for  ever  and  for  ever  speak  against  him?  Why 
is  her  father  so  cold  when  Philip's  name  is  mentioned?  Could 
Charlotte  ever  think  of  any  but  him  ?  Oh,  never,  never  !  And 
so  the  wet  eyes  are  veiled  at  last,  and  close  in  doubt  and  fear 
and  care.  And  in  the  next  room  to  Charlotte's  a  little  yellow 
old  woman  lies  stark  awake  ;  and  in  the  bed  by  her  side  an  old 
gentleman  can't  close  his  eyes  for  thinking — my  poor  girl  is 
promised  to  a  beggar.  All  the  fine  hopes  which  we  had  of  his 
getting  a  legacy  from  that  lord  are  over.  Poor  child,  poor  child, 
what  will  become  of  her  V 

Now,  Tw*  Sticks,  let  us  fly  over  the  river  Seine  to  Mr.  Philip 
Firmin's  quarters  ;  to  Philip's  house,  who  has  not  got  a  penny ; 
to  Philip's  bed,  who  has  made  himself  so  rude  and  disagreeable 
at  that  tea-party.  He  has  no  i  lea  that  he  has  offended  any 
body.  He  has  gone  home  perfectly  wrU  pleased.  He  has  kicked 
off  the  tattered  boot.  He  has  found  a  litde  fire  lingering  in  his 
stove  by  which  he  has  smoked  the  pipe  of  thought.  Ere  he  has 
jumped  into  his  bed  he  has  knelt  a  moment  beside  it ;  and  with 
all  his  heart — oh !  with  all  his  heart  and  soul — has  committed 
the  dearest  one  to  heaven's  loving  protection !  And  now  he 
sleeps  Uke  a  child. 


CHAPTER  XXni. 

IN  WniCU  WE  STILL    HOVER  AUOUT    THE  ELYSIAN  FIELDS 

The  describer  and  biographer  of  my  fi'iend  Mr.  Philip  Firmin 
ha3  ti-ied  to  extenuate  nothing;  and,  1  hope,  has  set  down 
naught  ia  malice;  If  Philip's  boots  had  holes  in  them,  I  have 
writteii  that  he  had  holes  in  his  boots.  If  he  had  a  red  beard, 
there  it  is  red  iu  this  story.    I  might  have  oiled  it  with  a  tinge 
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of  crown,  and  painted  it  a  rich  anl'jrn.  Toward  modest  people 
jj,^  vrs,;  rerv  ctVtle  and  tender  ;  tut  I  rc-it  cvrn  that  in  ceneral 
sr-.-i-ietT  he  Vas  tot  a'.v^ajs  an  ggreeat'-e  ccicpar:cn.  He  •"•as 
o^tei:  'la^jjrLtv  and  arrc;2siit :  he  -n-as  itunaiiert  cf  6:d  stones :  he 
was  intolerant  of  conjEonpiaces.  Mr?.  L'  a}  nt5'  ace-,  dotes  of  her 
crarriion  estrt'ences  in  India  and  Et:;ope  z:z  a  very  impatient 
hearins  frcm  Mr.  Philip :  and  tccugh  little  Charlotte  gently  re- 
monstrated -w^ith  Lim,  saying.  •■  Do.  go  i-t  mamma  tell  h:r  storv 
out :  and  don't  tnm  away  and  talk  about  something  else  in  the 
midst  of  it  :  and  don't  tell  her  you  have  heard  the  story  before, 
vou  mde  man  I  If  she  ii  not  pleased  with  yon  she  is  angrv  vrith 
me.  and  I  have  to  stiffer  when  you  are  gene  away"' — lMis5  Char- 
lotte did  not  say  bow  much  she  had  to  suiTer  when  Philip  was 
absent  :  how  constantly  her  mother  fotmd  fault  with  him:  what 
a  sad  life,  in  ccnseciuence  of  her  atta:bment  to  him.  the  young 
maiden  had  to  lead  :  and  I  fear  '.hat  clumsy  Philip,  in  his  selfish 
tbcnshtlessness.  did  not  take  enough  count  of  the  sufferings 
which  bis  bel  avior  brought  on  the  girl.  You  see  I  am  acknowl- 
edgiag.ttat  there  were  many  faults  on  bis  side,  which,  perhaps, 
may  in  seme  degree  excuse  or  account  for  those  which  Mrs. 
General  Baynes  certainly  committed  towarcl  him.  .'?he  did  not 
iove  Philip  naturally  :  and  do  you  suppose  she  loved  him  because 
she  was  'inder  grest  obligations  to  him  '?  Do  you  love  your 
creditor  because  ycu  owe  him  more  than  ycu  can  ever  pay  V  If 
I  never  paid  my  tailor,  should  I  be  on  gccrd  te:r^5  with  him?  I 
mi-ght  go  on  ordering  suits  ot  clothes  frcm  cow  to  tbe  year  nine- 
teen bundled:  but  I  should  bate  him  worse  yea-^  after  vear.  I 
should  find  fault  with  his  cut  and  his  cloth  :  1  dare  sav  1  should 
end  by  thinking  his  bills  extortionate,  though  I  never  paid  them. 
Kindness  is  very  indigestible.  It  disagrees  with  verv  proud 
s'cmachs.  Iwcnderwas  t'^at  traveller  w!  ofell  amcrg  tbe  thieves 
grateful  afterward  to  tbe  Sr  maritan  who  rescued  him  ?  He 
gave  mcney  certainly  :  but  he  did  n't  miss  it.  The  religious 
Of'inicES  of  Samaritans  are  lamentably  hetei odes.  O  brother! 
may  we  help  the  fallen  stiji.  though  they  never  pav  us.  and  mav 
we  lend  without  esactirg  the  usurv-  of  gra'itude  '  ' 

Or  this  lam  determined,  that  whenever  I  ^ro  courtina  a^ain  I 
will  not  pay  my  addressee  to  my  dear  creature — dav  after  dav^ 
ar-d  from  year's  end  to  year's  end,  very  likely,  with  the  dearsirl's 
mctbcr,  lather.  and  hzAt  a  dozen  )cung  brothers  and  sisters  in^ 
the  room.  I  shal!  begin  bi^bring  civil  io  tbe  eld  :r.''v.  of  ccu-^e. 
She  is  ti'trered  at  first  by  ha"»ing  a  vrurir  tellow  '  Ctlii  ■■-  c^u^^'n- 

her  GFttgLier.  She  calls  me  ••  dear  Edward ;''  works  me  a 
pa^r  cf  braces:  writes  to  mamma  ard  sistcts.  and  so  f-nh.  O'd 
gentlcntrn  says.  Brown,  my  Icy  "—(I  am  here  fen  Jv  ima^^EiBD. 
m^:eif  to  be  a  ycitrg  itiXw  n?med  Ecwj-.J  Brcwc.  attached,  let 
us  say.  to  iJiss  Kate  ThcEpscn)— ThcmrscD.Isav.  savs.  •  Brown, 
my  ben-,  ccme  to  diBner  at  ieven.    Cover  laid  for  v'ou  alwavs;'' 
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and,  of  course,  delicious  tliought !  that  cover  is  by  dearest  Kate's 
side.  But  the  dinner  is  bad  sometimes.  Sometimes  1  come  late. 
Sometimes  things  are  going  badly  in  the  city.  Sometimes  iMrs. 
Thompson  is  out  of  humor — she  always  thought  Kate  might 
have  done  better.  And  in  the  midst  of  these  doubts  and  delay?, 
suppose  Jo^■ES  appears,  who  is  older,  but  of  a  better  temper,  a 
better  family,  and— plague  on  him  ! — twice  as  rich  ?  What  are 
engagements  ?  What  are  promises  ?  It  is  sometimes  an  affec- 
tionate mother's  duty  to  break  her  promise,  and  that  duty  the 
resolute  matron  will  do. 

Then  Edward  is  Edward  no  more,  but  Mr.  Brown  ;  or,  worse 
still,  nameless  in  the  house.  Then  the  knife  and  fork  are  re- 
moved from  poor  Kate's  side,  and  she  swallows  her  own  sad  meal 
in  tears.  Then  if  one  of  the  little  Thompsons  says  artlessly, 
"  Papa,  J  met  Teddy  Brown  in  Regent  street ;  he  looked  so — " 
"  Hold  your  tongue,  unfeeling  wretch  !"  cries  mamma.  "  Look 
at  that  dear  child  !"  Kate  is  swooning.  She  has  sal-volatile. 
The  medical  man  is  sent  for.  And  presently — Charles  Jones  is 
taking  Kate  Thompson  to  dinner.  Long  voyages  are  dangerous ; 
so  are  long  courtships.  In  long  voyages  passengers  perpetually 
quarrel  (for  that  Mrs.  General  could  vouch)  ;  in  long  courtships 
the  same  danger  exists  ;  and  how  much  the  more  when  in  that 
latter  ship  you  have  a  mother  who  is  for  ever  putting  in  her  oar  ! 
And  then  to  think  of  the  annoyance  of  that  love  voyage,  when 
you  and  the  beloved  and  beloved's  papa,  marnma,  half  a  dozen 
brothers  and  sisters,  are  all  in  one  cabin  !  For  economy's  sake 
the  Bayneses  had  no  sitting-room  at  madame's — for  you  could 
not  call  that  room  on  the  second  floor  a  sitting-room  which  had 
two  beds  in  it,  and  in^tvhich  llie  }oung  opes  practised  the  piano,, 
with  poor  Charlotte  as  their  mistress.  Philip's  courting  had  to 
take  place  for  the  most  part  before  the  whole  family  ;  and  to 
make  love  under  such  difficulties  would  have  been  horrible  and 
maddening  and  impossible  almost,  only  we  have  admitted  that 
our  young  friends  had  little  walks  in  the  Champs  Elysees ;  and 
then  you  must  own  that  it  must  have  been  delightful  for  them  to 
write  each  other  perpetual  little  notes,  which  were  delivered 
occultly  under  the  very  nose,  of  papa  and  mamma,  and  in  the 
actual  presence  of  the  other  boarders  at  madame's,  who,  of 
course,  never  saw  any  thing  that  was  going  on.  Yes,  those  sly 
monkeys  actually  made  little  post-ofKces  about  the  room.  There 
was,  for  instance,  the  clock  on  the  mantle-piece  in  the  salon  on 
which  was  carved  the  old  French  allegor}-,  "  Le  tewps  fait  passer 
I'amtitr  "  One  of  these  artful  young  people  W:ft3ld  pop  a  note 
into  Time's  boat,  where  you  may  be  sure  no  one  saw  it.  The 
trictrac  board  was  another  post-cfiice.  So  was  the  drawer  of 
the  music-ctand.  So  was  the  Sevres  chira  flower-pot,  etc.,  etc.; 
to  each  of  which  repositories  in  its  turn  the  lovers  confided  the 
delicious  secrets  of  their  wooing. 
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Have  you  ever  looked  at  j'our  love-letters  to  Darby,  when  you 
were  courting,  dear  Joan  V  They  arc  sacred  pages  to  r(;ad. 
You  have  his  tied  up  somewhere  in  a  faded  ribbon.  You  searce 
need  spectacles  as  you  look  at  them.  The  hair  grows  black ;  the 
eyes  moisten  and  brighten;  the  cheeks  fill  and  blush  again.  I 
protest  there  is  nothing  so  beautiful  as  Darby  and  Joan  in  the 
world.  I  hope  Philip  and  his  wife  will  bo  Darby  and  Joan  to 
the  end.  I  tell  you  they  are  married,  and  don't  want  to  make 
any  mysteries  about  the  business.  I  disdain  that  sort  of  artifice. 
In  the  days  of  the  old  three-volume  novels,  did  n't  you  always 
look  at  the  end  to  see  that  Louisa  and  the  carl  (or  young  clergy- 
man, as  the  case  might  be)  were  happy  ?  If  they  died,  or  met 
with  other  grief,  for  my  part  I  put  the  book  away.  This  pair, 
then,  are  well;  are  married;  are,  I  trust,  happy;  but  before 
they  married,  and  afterward,  they  had  great  griefs  and  troubles  ; 
as  no  doubt  you  have  had,  dear  sir  or  madam,  since  you  under- 
went that  ceremony.  Married  ?  Of  course  they  are.  Do  you 
suppose  I  would  have  allowed  little  Charlotte  to  meet  Philip  in 
the  Champs  Elysees  with  only  a  giddy  little  boy  of  a  brother  for 
a  companion,  who  would  turn  away  to  see  Punch,  Guignol,  the 
soldiers  marching  by,  the  old  woman's  ginger'oread  and  toffy 
stall,  and  so  forth  ?  Do  you,  I  say,  suppose  I  would  Imve  al- 
lowed those  two  to  go  out  together,  unless  they  were  to  be 
married  afterward  ?  Out  walking  together  they  did  go ;  and 
once,  as  they  were  arm-in-arm  in  the  Ctiamps  Elysees,  whom 
should  they  See  in  a  fine  open  carriage  but  j'oung"  Twysden  and 
Captain  and  Mrs.  Woolcombe,  to  whom,  as  they  passed,  Philip 
doflFed  his  hat  with  a  profound  bow,  and  ivhom  he  further  saluted 
with  a  roar  of  immense  laughter.  Woolcombe  must  have  heard 
the  peal.  I  dare  say  it  brought  a  little  olush  into  Mrs.  Wool- 
combe's  cheeks,  and — and  so,  no  doubt,  added  to  the  many  at- 
tractions of  that  elegant  ladj'.  I  have  no  secrets  about  my 
characters,  and  speak  my  mind  about  them  quite  freely.  Tliey 
said  that  Woolcombe  was  the  most  jealous,  stingy,  ostentatious, 
cruel  little  brute  ;  that  he  led  his  wife  a  dismal  life.  Well  ?  If 
he  didf  I  m  sure  I  don't  care.  "There  is  that  swaggering 
bankrupt  beggar  Firmin  !"  cries  the  tawny  bridegroomr  bitinS 
his  mustache.  "  Impudent  ragged  blackguard,"  says  Twysden 
minor,  "  I  saw  him." 

"  Had  n't  you  better  stop  the  carriage  and  abuse  him  to  him- 
self and  not  to  me?"  says  Mrs.  Woolcombe,  languidly,  flintrlntr 
herseif  back  on  her  cushions.  ° 

"  Go  on.  Hang  you  !  _  Ally  !  Vite  !"  cry  the  gentlemen  in 
the  carriage  to  the  laqui^is  de  place  on  the  bo.x. 

"I  can  fancy  you  don't  care  about  seeing  him,''  resumes  Mrs. 
Woolcombe.  "  He  h-is  a  violent  temper,  and  I  would  not  have 
you  quarrel  for  the_  world."  So  I  suppose  Woolcom')e  again 
swears  at  the  laquais  de  place ;  and  the  happy  couple,  as^the 
saying  is,  roll  away  to  the  Bois  de  Boulogne. 
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"  What  makes  you  laugh  so  ?"  says  little  Charlotte,  fondly,  as 
she  trips  along  by  her  lover's  side. 

"  Because  1  am  so  happy,  my  dearest!"  says  the  other,  squeez- 
ing to  his  heart  the  little  hand  that  lies  on  his  arm.  As  he  thinks 
on  yonder  woman,  and  then  looks  into  the  pure  eager  face  of 
Uie  sweet  girl  beside  him,  the  scornful  laughter  occasioned  by  the 
sudden  meeting  which  is  just  over  hushes,  and  an  immense  feel- 
ing of  thankfulness  fills  the  breast  of  the  young  man  ;  thankful- 
ness for  the  danger  from  which  he  has  escaped,  and  for  the 
blessed  prize  which  has  fallen  to  him. 

But  Mr.  Philip's  walks  were  not  to  be  all  as  pleasant  as  this 
walk  ;  and  wa  are  now  coming  to  a  history  of  wet,  slippery 
roads,  bad  times,  and  winter  weather.  All  I  can  promise  about 
this  gloomy  part  is,  that  it  shall  not  be.  a  long  story.  You  will 
acknowledge  we  made  very  short  wo^'k  with  the  love-making, 
which  I  give  you  my  word  I  consider  to  be  the  very  easiest  part 
"of  the  novel-writer's  business.  As  those  rapturous  scenes  be- 
tween the  captain  and  the  heroine  are  going  on,  a  writer  who 
knows  his  business  may  be  thinking  about  anything  else — about 
the  ensuing  chapter,  or  about  what  he  is  going  to  have  for  din- 
ner, or  what  you  will ;  therefore,  as  we  passed  over  the  raptures 
and  joys  of  the  courting  so  very  curtly,  you  must  please  to  grati- 
fy me  by  taking  the  grief  in  a  very  short  measure.  If  our  young 
people  are  going  to  sufier,  let  the  pain  be  soon  over.  Sit  down 
in  the  chair.  Miss  Baynes,  if  you  please,  and  you,  Mr.  Firmin,  in 
this.  Allow  me  to  examine  you ;  just  open  your  mouth,  if  you 
please.;  and — oh,  oh,  my  dear  Miss — there,  it  is  out  !  A  little 
eau  de  Cologne  and  water,  my  dear.  And  now,  Mr.  Firmiu,  if 
you  please*,  we  will — what  fangs !  what  a  big  one  !  Two  guineas. 
Thank  you.  Good-morning.  Come  to  me  once  a  jear.  John, 
show  in  the  next  party.  About  the  ensuing  painful  business, 
than,  I  protest  I  don't  intend  to  be  much  longer  occupied  than 
the  humane  and  dexterous  operator  to  whom  I  have  made  so  bold 
as  to  liken  myself  If  my  pretty  Charlotte  is  to  have  a  tooth  out, 
it  shall  be  removed  as  gently  as  possible,  poor  dear.  As  for 
Philip,  and  his  great  red-bearded  jaw,  I  don't  care  so  much  if  the 
tug  makes  Mm  roar  a  little.  And  yet  they  remain,  they  remain 
and  throb  in  after-life,  those  wounds  of  early  days.  Have  I  not 
said  how,  as  I  chanced  to  walk  with  Mr.  Firmin  in  Paris,  many 
years  after  the  domestic  circumstances  here  recorded,  he  paused 
before  the  window  of  that  house  near  the  Champs  Elysees  where 
Macjame  Smolensk  once  held  her  pension,  shook  his  fist  at  a 
jalousie  of  the  now  dingy  and  dilapidated  mansion,  and  intimat- 
ed to  me  that  he  had  undergone  severe  sufferings  in  the  chamber 
lighted  by  yonder  window  V  So  have  we  all  suffered  ;  so,  very 
likely,  my  dear  young  miss  or  master  who  peruses  thisi^odest 
page,  will  you  have  to  suffer  in  your  time.  You  will  not  die  of 
the  operation,  most  probably ;  but  it  is  painful ;  it  makes  a  gap 
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in  the  moiitb,  voyez-vous  ?  and  yuars  and  years,  maybe,  after,  as 
you  think  of  it,  the  smart  is  renewed,  and  the  dismal  tragedy 
enacts  itself  over  again. 

Philip  liked  his  little  maiden  to  go  out,  to  dance,  to  laugh,  to 
be  admired,  to  be  happy.  In  her  artless  way  she  told  him  of  her 
balls,  her  tea-parties,  her  pleasures,  her  partners.  In  a  girl's  first 
little  season  nothing  escapes  her.  Have  you  not  wondered  to 
hear  them  tell  about  the  events  of  the  evening,  about  the  dress- 
es of  the  dowager?,  about  the  compliments  of  the  young  men, 
about  tl;e  behavior  of  the  girls,  and  what  not  ? 

Little  Charlotte  used  to  enact  the  overnight's  comedy  for 
Philip,  pouring  out  her  young  heart  in  her  prattle  as  her  little 
feet  skipped  by  his  side.  And  to  hear  Philip  roar  with  laughter  ! 
It  would  have  done  you  good.  You  might  have  heard  him  from 
the  Obelisk  to  the  Etoile.  People  turned  round  to  look  at  him, 
and'  shrugged  their  shoulders  wonderingly,  as  good-natured 
French  folks  will  do.  How  could  a  man  who  had  been  lately 
ruined,  a  man  who  had  jiist  been  disappointed  of  a  great  legacy 
from  the  earl  his  great-uncle,  a  man  whose  boots  were  in  that 
lamentable  conditon,  laugh  so,  and  have  such  high  spirits  ?  To 
think  of  such  an  impudent  ragged  blackguard,  as  Ringwood 
Twysden  called  his  cousin,  daring  to  be  happy !  The  fact  is, 
that  clap  of  laughter  smote  those  three  Twysden  people  like 
three  boxes  on  the  ear,  and  made  all  their  cheeks  tingle  and 
blush  at  once.  At  Philip's  merriment,  clouds  which  had  come 
over  Charlotte's  sweet  face  would  be  chased  away.  As  she  clung 
to  him  doubts  which  throbbed  at  the  girl's  heart  would  vanish. 
When  she  was  acting  those  scenes  of  the  past  night's  entertain- 
ment she  was  not  always  happy.  As  shp  talked  and  prattled 
her  own  spirits  would  rise,  and  hope  and  natural  joy  would 
spring  in  her  heart  again,  and  come  flushing  up  to  her  ch^ek. 
Charlotte  was  being  a  hypocrite,  as,  thank  heaven,  all  geod 
women  sometimes  are.  She  had  griefs  :  she  hid  them  from  him. 
She  had  doubts  and  fears:  they  fled  when  iie  came  in  view,  and 
she  clung  to  his  strong  arm,  and  looked  in  his  honest  blue  eyes. 
She  did  not  tell  him  of  those  painful  nights  when  her  eyes  were 
wakeful  and  tearful.  A  yellow  old  woman  in  a  white  jacket, 
with  a  nightcap  and  a  night-light,  would  come,  night  after  night, 
to  the  fide  of  her  little  bed,  and  there  stand,  and  with  her  grim 
voice  bark  against  Philip.  That  old  woman's  lean  finger  would 
point  to  all  the  rents  in  poor  Philip's  threadbare  paletot  of  a 
character — point  to  the  holes,  and  tear  them  wider  ojDen.  She 
would  stamp  on  those  muddy  boots.  She  would  throw  up  her 
peaked  nose  at  the  idea  of  the  poor  fellow's  pipe — his  pipe,  his 
great  companion  and  comforter  when  his  dear  little  mistress  was 
away.  »She  would  discourse  on  the  partners  of  the  night;  the 
evident  attentions  of  this  gentleman,  the  politeness  and  hio-h- 
breeding  of  that. 
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And  when  that  dreary  nightly  torture  was  over,  and  Charlotte's 
mother  had  left  the  poor  child  to  herself,  sometimes  Madame  Smo- 
lensk, sitting  up  over  her  ledgers  and  bills,  and  wakeful  with  her 
own  cares,  would  steal  up  and  coixsole  poor  Charlotte  ;  and  bring 
her  some  tisane,  excellent  for  the  nerves ;  and  talk  to  her  about 
— about  the  subject  of  which  Charlotte  best  liked  to  hear.  And 
though  Smolensk  was  civil  to  Mrs.  Baj-ncl  in  the  morning,  as 
her  professional  duty  obliged  her  to  be,  she  has  owned  that  she 
often  felt  a  desire  to  strangle  Madame  la  Generale  for  her  con- 
duct to  her  little  angel  of  a  daugiiter ;  and  all  because  Monsieur 
Philippe  smells  the  pipe,  parbleu  1  "  What  ?  a  family  that  owes 
j'ou  the  bread  which  they  eat;  and  they  draw  back  for  a  pipe  1 
The  cowards,  the  cowards  1  A  soldier's  daughter  is  not  afraid  of 
it.  Merci !  Tenez,  Philippe,"  she  said  to  our  friend  when 
matters  came  to  an  extremity. 

"  Do  you  know  what  in  your  place  I  would  do  ?  To  a  French- 
man I  would  not  say  so;  that  understands  itself.  But  these 
things  make  themselves  otherwise  in  England.  I  have  no  money, 
but  I  have  a  cachemire.  Take  him ;  and,  if  I  were  you,  I  would 
make  a  little  voyage  to  Gretna  Grin." 

And  now,  if  you  please,  we  will  quit  the  Champs  Elysees.  We 
will  cross  the  road  from  madame's  boarding-house.  We  will  make 
our  way  into  the  Faubourg  St;  Honore,  and  actually  enter  a  gate 
over  which  the  L-on,  the  Un-c-rn,  and  the  R-y-1  Cr-wn  and 
A-ms  of  the  Three  K-ngd-ms  are  sculptured,  and  going  under  the 
porte-cochere,  and  turning  to  the  right,  ascend  a  little  stair,  and 
ask  of  the  attendant  on  the  landing  who  is  in  the  chancellerie  ? 
The  attendant  says  that  several  of  those  messieurs  y  sont.  In 
fact,  on  entering  the  room,  you  find  Mr.  Motcomb — let  us  say — 
Mr.  Lowndes,  Mr.  Halkin,  and  our  young  friend  Mr.  Walsing- 
ham  Hely,  seated  at  their  respective  tables  in  the  midst  of  con- 
siderable smoke.  Smoking  in  the  midst  of  these  gentlemen,  and 
bestriding  his  chair  as  though  it  were,hi3  horse,  sits  that  gallant 
young  Irish  chieftain.  The  O'Rourke.  Some  of  the  gentlemen 
are'copying,  in  a  large  handwriting,  dispatches  on  foolscap  paper. 
I  woijld  rather  be  torn  to  pieces  by  O'Rourke's  wildest  horses 
than  be  understood  to  hint  at  what  those  dispatches,  at  what 
those  dispatch-boxes  contain.  Perhaps  they  contain  some  news 
from  the  Coui-t  of  Spain,  where  some' Intrigues  are  carried  on, 
a  knowledge  of  which  would  make  your  hair  start  off  your  head  ; 
perhaps  that  box,  for  which  a  messenger  is  waiting  in  a  neigh- 
boring apartment,  has  locked  up  twenty-four  yards  of  Chantilly 
lace  for  Lady  Belweather,  and  six  new  French  farces  for  Tom 
Tiddler,  of  the  Foreign  Office,  who  is  mad  about  the  theatre.  It 
is  years  and  years  ago ;  how  should  I  know  what  there  is  in  those 
dispatch-boxes  ? 

But  the  work,  whatever  it  may  be,  is  not  very  pressing — for 
there  is  only  Mr.  Chesham— did  I  say  Chesham  before,  by  the 
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way  ?  You  may  call  bim  Mr.  Sloanestreet  if  you  like.  There 
is  only  Chesham  (aud  he  always  takes  things  to  the  grand  se- 
rious) who  seems  to  be  much  engaged  in  writing ;  and  the  con- 
versation goes  on. 

"  AViio  gave  it?"  asks  Motcorab. 

"  The  black  man,  of  course,  gave  it.  We  would  not  pretend 
to  compete  with  such  a  long  purse  as  his.  You  should  have 
seen  what  faces  he  made  at  the  bill !  Thirty  francs  a  bottle 
for  Rhine  wine..  He  grinned  with  the  most  horrible  agony  when 
he  read  the  addition.  He  almost  turned  yellow.  He  sent  away 
his  wife  early.  How  long  that  girl  was  hanging  about  London  ; 
and  think  of  her  hooking  a  millionaire  at  last!  Olliello  is  a 
frightful  screw,  and  diabolically  jealous  of  his  wife." 

"  What  is  the  name  of  the  little  man  who  got  so  dismally 
drunk,  and  began  to  cry  about  old  Kingwopd  V" 

"  Twysden— the  v/oman's  brother.  Don't  you  know  Humbug 
Twysden,  the  father?  The  youth  is  more  otFonsive,  than  the 
parent." 

"A  most  disgusting  little  beast.  Would  come  to  the  Varietes 
because  we  said  we  were  going  :  would  go  to  Lamoignon's,  where 
the  Russians  gave  a  dance  and  a  lanf-quenet.  Why  didn't  you 
come,  Hely?" 

Mr.  Hely.  I  tell  you  I  hate  the  whole  thing.  Those  painted 
old  actresses  give  mc  the  horrors.  What  do  I  want  with  win- 
ning Motcomb's  money  who  has  n't  got  any  ?  Do  you  think  it 
gives  rac  any  pleasure  to  dance,  with  old  Caradol  ?  She  puts 
me  in  m.ind  of  my  grandmother — only  she  is  older.  Do  you 
think  I  want  to  go  and  see  that  insane  old  Boufzoff  leering  at 
Corinne  and  Palmyrine,  and  making  a  group  of  three.old  women 
together?  I  wonder  how  you  fellows  can  go  on.  Aren't  you 
tired  of  trufEes  and  eerevisses  a  la  Bordelaise ;  and  those  old 
opera  people,  whose  withered  old  carcases  are  stuffed  with  them  ? 

The  O'R.  There  was  Cerisette,  I  give  ye  me  honor.  Ye 
never  saw.    She  fc]l  asleep  in  her  cheer — 

Mr.  Lowndes.    In  her  JiivTiat,  O'R.  ? 

The  O'R.  Well,  in  her  chair  then  !  And  Figaroff  smayred 
her  feecc  all  over  with  the  craym  out  of  a  Charlotte  Roose. 
She  s  a  regular  bird  and  mustache,  you  know,  Cerisette  has. 

Mr.  He'ly.  Charlotte,  Charlotte  1  Oh !  (He  clutches  Ms 
hair  madly.    His  elbows  are  on  the  table.) 

Mr.  Lowndes.  It that  girl  he  meets  at  the  tea-parties, 
where  he  goes-to  be  admired. 

Mr.  Hely.  It  is  better  to  drfnk  tea  than,  like  you  fellows, 
to  muddle  what  brains  you  have  with  bad  champagne.  It  is 
better  to  look,  and  to  hear,  and  to  see,  and  to  dance  with  a  mod- 
est girl,  than,  like  you  fellows,  to  be  capering  about  in  taverns 
with  painted  old  hags  like  that  old  Cerisette,  who  has  got  a  face 
like  a  pomme  cuite,  and  who  diuiced  before  Lord  Malmesbury  at 
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the  Peace  of  Amiens.    She  did,  I  tell  yon  ;  and  before  Napoleon. 

Mk.  Chesham  (looks  up  from  his  writing).  There  was  no 
Napoleon  then.    It 's  of  no  consequence,  but  — 

LowxDEs.  Thank  you,  I  owe  you  one.  You  're  a  most  val- 
uable man,  Chesham,  and  a  credit  to  your  father  and  mother. 

Mr.  Chesham.,  Well,  the  First  Consul  was  Bonaparte. 

LowNDKS.  I  am  obliged  (o  you.  I  say  I  am  obliged  to  you, 
Chesham,  and  if  you  would  like  any  refreshment  order  it  meis 
siiwpiihux,  old  boy — at  my  expense. 

Chesham.  These  fellows  will  never  be  serious.  (He  resumes 
his  loriiing.) 

Hely  {Ilerum,  liut  very  low).    Oh,  Charlotte,  Char — 

Mr.  Lowndes,  tiely  is  raving  about  that  girl — that  girl 
with  the  horrible  old  mother  in  yellow,  don't  you  remember? 
and  old  father— good  old  military  party,  in  a  shabby  old  coat — 
who  was  at  the  last  ball.  What  was  the  name  ?  O  Ilouike, 
what  is  the  rhyme  for  Baynes  ? 

The  O'R.  Pays,  and  be  hanged  to  you.  You  're  always 
makin'  fun  on  me,  yon  little  cockney  ! 

Mr.  Motcomb.  Hely  was  just  as  bad  about  the  Danish  girl. 
You  know,  Walse,  you  composed  ever  so  many  verses  to  her,  and 
wrote  home  to  your  mother  to  ask  leave  to  marry  her ! 

The  O'R.  I 'd  think  him  big  enough  to  marry  without  any 
body's  leave — only  they  would  n't  have  him-  because  he 's  so  ugly. 

Mr.  Hely,  Very  good,  O'llourke.  Very, neat  and  good.  You 
were  diverting  the  company  witii  an  anecdote.  Will  you  pro- 
ceed ? 

The  O'R.  Well,  then,  the  Ceri.sette  had  been  dancing  both 
on  and  off  the  stage  till  she  was  dead  tired,  1  suppose,  and  so  she 
fell  dead  asleep,  and  FigarofF,  taking  the  whatdyecallem  out  of 
the  Charlotte  Roose,  smayred  her  face  all — 

Voice  without.  Deet  Mosho  Ringwood  Twysden,  sivo- 
play,  poor  1'  honorable  Mosho  Lownds  ! 

Servant.    Monsieur  Twisden  ! 

Mr.  Twysden.    Mr.  Lowndes,  how  are  you? 

Mr.  Lowndes.    Very  well,  thank  you  ;  how  are  you  ? 

Mr.  Hely.    Lowndes  is  uncommonly  brilliant  to-day. 

Mr.  Twysden.  Is^t  the  worse  for  last  night?  Some  of  us 
were  a  little  elevated,  I  think ! 

Mr.  Lowndes.  Some  of  us  quite  the  reverse.  (Little  cad, 
what  does  he  want  ?  Elevated !  he  could  n't  keep  his  little 
legs !) 

Mr.  Twysden.  Eh !  Smoking,  I  see.  Thank  you.  I  very 
seldom  do— but  as  you  are  so  kind— puff.  Eh — uncommonly 
handsome  person  that,  eh — Madame  Cerf^ette. 

The  O'R.    Thank  ye  for  telling  us. 

Mr.  Lowndes.  If  she  meets  with  ynur  applause,  Mr.  Twys- 
den, I  should  think  Mademoiselle  Cerisette  is  all  riaht. 
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The  O'R.  Maybe  they 'd  raise  her  salary  if  ye  tol'i  ^ej 
Me.  Twysden.  Heh-I  see  you  re  chaffing  me.  We  have 
a  good  deal  of  that  kind  of  thing  in  Somerset— m  o";— 
This  tobacco  is  a  little  strong.  I  am  a  little  shaky  th,s  morning. 
Who,  by  the  way,  is  that  Prince  Boutzoft  who  played  lansque- 
net with  us  ?  ifhe  one  of  the  Livonian  Boutzofls,  or  one  of  the 
Hessian  Boutzoffs '?  I  remember,  at  my  pooAmclo  s,_l-orci  Jnin^- 
wood,  meeting  a  Prince  Blucher  dc  Boutzoff',  something  like  tbis 
man,  by  the  way.    You  knew  mv  poor  uncle  ? 

Mr.  Lowndes.    Dined  with  him  here  three  months  ago  at 
the  "  Trois  Frcres."  , 

Mr.  Twysden.  Been  at  Whipham,  I  dare  say  ?  .  I  was  brea 
up  there.  It  was  said  once  that  I  was  to  have  been  his  heir,  tie 
was  very  fond  of  me.    He  was  my  godfather. 

The  0-R.  Tben  he  gave  you  a  mug,  and  it  was,n  t  a  beauty 
(jtnlln  voce). 

Mr.  Twysden.  You  said  somethin' ?  I  was  speaking  ot 
Whipham,  Mr.  Lowndes— one  of  the  finest  places  in  England,  i 
should  !-av,  except  Cliatsworth,  vou  know,  and  tliai.  sort  ot  thing. 
My  grandfather  built  it— I  moan  my  great  grandfather,  for  1  m 
of  the  Ringwood  familv. 

M II.  Lows DEs.  Then  was  Lord  Ringwood  your  grandfather, 
or  YOU  grand  godfather  ? 

Mr.  TwYsiiF.x.  He!  he!  My  mother  was  his  own  niece. 
Mv  urandfather  was  his  own  brother,  and  I  am — 

"Mi:.  Lowndes.    Tbank  vnu.    I  see  ilow. 

Mr.  Haekin.  Das  ist  sebr  intercssant.  Ich  versichere  ihnen 
das  ist  SEHR  intere.ssant. 

Mr.  Twysdex.  S=tid  snraethin'  ?  (Tiiis  cigar  is  really— I  11 
throw-it  awav,  pleas.'.)  I  was  sayin'  that  at  Whipham,  where 
I  was  bred  up,  we  would  be  forty  at  dinner,  and  as  many  more 
in  the  upper  servants'  hall. 

Mi;.  Lowndes.  And  you  dined  in  the— you  had  pretty  good 
dinners  ? 

Mr.  Twysden.  A  French  chef.  Two  aids,  besides  turtle 
from  town.  Two  or  three  regular  cook.s  on  the  establishment, 
besides  kitchen-maids,  roasters,  and  that  kind  of  thing,  you  un- 
derstand. How  many  have  you  here  now  V  In  Lord  Estridge's 
kitchen  you  can't  do,  I  should  say,  at  least  without — let  me  see 
—why,  in  ow  small  way — and  if  you  come  to  London  my  father 
will  be  dev'lish  glad  to  see  you — we — 

Mr.  ]^owndes.    How  is  Mrs.  Wooleombe  this  morning? 

M  "^-r^  ^  Wooleombe  gave  us  vesterday. 

Mr.  Twysden.  He  has  plenty  of  money,  plenty  of  money. 
1  liope,  Lowndes,  when  you  come  to  town— the  first  time  you 
come  mind— to  give  you  a  hearty  welcome  and  some  of  my 
lather's  old  por —  ^ 

Mr.  Heev.    Will  nobody  kick  ihi3  little  beast  out? 
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Seevaxt.    Monsieur  Cliesham  pettHl  voir  M.  Firmin  ? 

Mr.  Chesham.    Certainly.    Come  in,  Firmin  ! 

Mr.  Twtsden.  ilr.  Feaxmang — Mr.  Fir — Mr.  who?  Yoti 
don't  mean  to  say  you  receive  ihcU  fellow,  Mi\  Chesham  ? 

•Mr.  Chesham.  What  fellow  ?  and  what  do  you  mean,  Mr. 
Wnatdyecallem 

Mr.  Twtsdex.  That  blackg — oh — that  is.  I — ^1 — beg  your — 
Mb.  Firmix  (entering  and  going  up  to  Mr.  Chesham}.  I  say, 
give  me  a  bit-ofnewsof  to-da3'  What  yon  were  saying  aboat 
that — hmn  and  ham  and  haw — mayn't  I  have  it  ?  {He  is  1a]k- 
ing  con  fidentiaMy.  with  Mr.  Chesham,  lohen  he  sees  Mr.  Twysden.} 
What  I  you  have  got  Hiat  little  cad  here  ? 

j\Ir.  Lowxdes.  Tou  know  Mr.  Twysden,  Mr.  Firmin  ?  He 
was  just  speaking  about  you. 

Mr.  Firmix.    Was  he  ?    So  much  the  worse  for  ms. 

Mr.  Twysdex.  Sir !  We  don't  speak.  You  ve  no  right  to 
speak  to  me  in  this,  manner  !  Din't  speak  to  me,  and  I  won't 
speak  to  you,  sir — there  !  Good-morning,  Mr.  Lowndes  !  E,e- 
member  your  promise  to  come  aad  dine  with  us  wh,en  you  come 
to  town.  And— one  word — (he  holds  Mr.  Lowndes  by  the  hu'ton. 
By  the  iray.  he  has  very  curious  resemblances  to  Twysden  senim-) 
— we  shall  be  here  for  ten'days  certainly.  I  t|!ink  Lady  E?- 
tri  jsje  has  sotnetliing  next  week.    I  have  left  our  cards,  and — 

l^Ir.  LowxDES.  Take  care.  He  will  be  there  (pointing  to 
Mr.  Firmin). 

3Ir.  Ttttsdex.  What  ?  That  beggar  ?  You  don't  mean  to 
-say  Lord  EiuridiiJ  will  receive  sucli  a  fellow  as — Good-by,  good- 
by  y    (Exit  Mr.  Twi/.^den.) 

Me.  FiRMDf.  1  caught  that  little  fellow's  eye.  He  s  my 
cousin,  you  know.  We  have  had  a  quarrel.  *I  am  sure  he  was 
speakiiio-  about  me. 

Mr.  Lowndes.  Well,  now  you  mention  it,  he  was  speaking 
about  you. 

Mr.  Firmin.  Was  he  ?  Then  don't  believe  him,  Mr.  Lowndes. 
That  is  my  ad^ice. 

Mr.  Hely  (at  his  desL  composing').  "  Maiden  of  the  blushin* 
check,  maiden  of  the — oh,  Charlotte,  Char — •"  he  bites  his  pea 
and  das'aes  off  rapid  rhymes  on  government  paper. 

Mr.  Firmin.    Whas  does  he  say  ?    He  said  Charlotte. 

Mr.  Lowndes.  He  is  always  in  love  and  breaking  his  heart, 
and  he  puts  it  into  jiosms ;  he  wraps  it  up  in  paper,  and  fa3Is  in 
love  with  soineb'Tdy  else.  Sit  down  and  smoke  a  cigar,  won'fe 
you  ? 

Mb.  Fism;in.    Can't  stay.    Must  make  up  my  ieitter.  We 

print,  te-KOrro">r. 

Mr.  Lo  n"NDES.    Who  wrote  that  article  pitching  into  Peel  ^ 
Mr.  Firmin.  Famiiy  secret — can't  say — ^good-by.  (E.rit  Mr. 

Firmin.) 

'2'< 
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Mk.  Chesham.  In  my  opinion  a  most,  ill-advised  and  intem- 
perate article.  That  journal,  the  Pall  Mult  Gazette,  indulges  in 
a  very  needless  acrimony,  I  think. 

Mk.  Lowxdes.  Chesliam  does  not  like  to  call  a  spade,  a  spade. 
He  calls  it  a  horticultural  utensil.  You  have  a  groat  career  be- 
fore you,  Chesham.  You  hav  o  a  -ivisdoin  and  gravity  beyond 
your  years.  You  bore  us  sliy;htly,  but  we  all  respert  you — we 
do  indeed.  What  was  the  text  at  church  last  Sunday?  Oh, 
by  the  way,  Heir,  you  Hllle  miscreant,        were  at  church  ! 

Mr.  Chesham.  You  need  not  blusii.  Hely.  1  am  not  <t  jok- 
ing man ;  but  this  kind  of  jesting  does  not  s-trike  me  as  being 
particulaily  amusing,  l^owndes. 

Mn.  LovvxDKS.  You  go  to  church  because  you  are  good,  be- 
cause your  aunt  was  a  bishop,  or  something.  But  Hely  goes  be- 
cause he  is  a  little  miscreant.  You  hypoiTitical  little  beggar, 
you  got  yoiirself  up  as  if  you  were  going  to  a  dejeuKc,  and  you 
had  your  hair  curled,  and  you  were  seen  singing  out  of  the  same 
hymn-book  with  that  pretty  Miss  Baynes,  you  little  wheedling 
sinner  !  and  you  walked  home  with  the  ian'.ily — my  sistprs  saw 
you — to  a  boarding-house  where  thc}'  live — by  Jove  !  you  did. 
And  I  '11  tell  your  mother  ! 

Mr.  Chksham.  1  wish  you  would  not  make  suclianoise,  and 
let  mo  do  niy  work,  Lowndes.     You — • 

Here  Asmodeus  whisks  us  out  of  the  room,  and  we  los(>  tne 
rest  of  the  young  men's  conversation.     Rut  enougli  has  been 
overheard,  1  think,  to  t^how  what  direction  young  ^fr.  He!y"s 
thoughts  Jiad  taken.    Since  he  w,i.s  seventeen  _-ea"rs  of  age  (at 
the  time  when  we  beho'd  him  he  may  bo  twenty-three)  this  ro- 
mantic youth  hqs  been  repeatedly   in  love:  with  his  elderly 
tutor's  daughter,  of  course;  v.ith  a  yoting  haberdasher  at  the 
University  ;  with  his  sifter's  confidential  fi'ieud  ;  with  the  bloom- 
ing young  Danish  beauty  last  vop.v  ■  and  now,  1  ypw  much  fear 
a  young  acqtiaintanee  of  ours  has  attracted  the  attention  of  this 
imaginative  Don  Juan.    Whenever  Ilely  is  in  love  he  fancies 
his  passion  will  last  for  ever,  makes  a  confidant  of  the  first  per- 
son at  hand,  weeps  j)lenteously,  and  writes  reams  of  verses.  Do 
you  remember  how,  in  a  jirevions  chapter,  we  told  you  that  Mrs. 
Tuflin  was  determined  she  would  7wt  ask  Philip  to  her  ^oire't's,  and 
declared  him  to  be  a  forward  and  disagreeable  youii>r  man  ?  ' She 
was  glad  enough  to  receive  you-ig  Walsisujham  Helvrwith  h'i^  Ian 
guid  air,  his  drooping  head,  his  fair  curis,  and  his'  flower  in  hi>^ 
button-hole  ;  and  Hely,  being  tl,tn  in  hot  pursuit  of  one  of  the 
tall  Miss  Blacklocks,  wcutto  Mrs.  Tiillin  s,  w:is  welcomed  there 
with  all  the  honors;  and  there,  flutteiinc;  away  from  Mis^  Elaek- 
loek,  our  butterfiy  ligliteii  on  Miss  Baynes.  "Now  Miss  Baynes 
would  have  danced  witli  a  mopstiek,  she  was  so  fond  of  dancing- 
and  Holy,  who  had  practised  in  a  thousand  Chaumie;es,  Ma- 
billes  (or  whatever  yvas  the  public  dance-room  then  in  votrue) 
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was  a  most  amiable,  agile,  and  excellent  partner.  And  she  told 
Philip  next  day  what  a  nice  little  partner  she  had  found — poor 
Philip,  who  was  not  asked  to  that  Paradise  of  a  party  !  And 
Philip  said  that  he  knen  the  little  man  ;  that  he  believed  he  was 
rich ;  that  he  wrote  pnjtty  little  verses — in  a  word,  Philip,  in 
his  leonine  ways,  regarded  little  Hely  as  a  lion  regards  a  lapdog. 

Now  this  little  slyboots  had  a  thousand  artful  little  ways.  He 
had  a  very  keen  sensibility  ar/d  a  fine  taste,  which  was  most 
readily  touched  by  innocence  and  beauty.  He  had  tears,  I 
won't  say  at  command  ;  for  they  were  under  no  command,  and 
gushed  from  his  fine  eyes  in.  spite  of  himself.  Charlotte's  inno- 
cence and  freshness  smote  him  with  a  keen  pleasure.  Bon  Dieu ! 
What  was  that  great  tall  Miss  Blacklock,  who  had  tramped 
through  a  thousand  ball-rooms,  compared  to  this  artless,  happy 
creature  ?  He  danced  away  from  Miss  Blacklock  and  after 
Charlotte  the  moment  he  saw  our  young  friend  ;  and  the  Black- 
locks, , who  knew  all  about  him,  and  his  money,  and  his  mother, 
and  bis  expectations — who  had  his  verses  in  their  poor  album, 
by  whose  carriage  he  had  oapered  day  after  day  in  the  Bois  de 
Boulogne — stood  scowling  and  deserted,  as  this  young  fellow 
danced  off  with  that  Miss  Baynes,  who  lived  in  a  boarding-house, 
and  came  to  parties  in  a  cab  with  her  horrid  old  mother  !  The 
Blacklocks  were  as  though  they  were  not  henceforth  for  Mr. 
Hely.  They  asked  him  to  dinner^  Bless  my  soul,  he  utterly 
forgot  all  about  it !  He  never  came  to  their  box  on  their  ijight 
at  the  opera.  Not  one  twinge  of  rf-morse  had  he.  Not  one 
j)ang  of  remembrance.  If  he  did  remember  them,  it  was  when 
they  bored  him,  like  those  tall  tragic  women  in  black  who  are 
always  coming' in- their  -great  lonff  trains  to  sing  sermons  to  Don 
Juan.  Ladies,  your  name  is  down  in  his  lordship's  catalogue ; 
his  servant  has  it ;  and  you,  Miss  Anna,  are  numbered  one  thou- 
sand and  three. 

But  as  for  Miss  Charlotte,  that  is  a  different  affair.    What  in- 
nocence!   What  a  fraicheur !    What  a  merry  good-humor! 
Don  Slyboots  is  touched,  he  is  tenderly  interested :  her  artless 
\o\':e  thrills  through  his  frame  ;  he  trembles  as  he  waltzes  .with 
her  ;  as  his  fine  eyes  look  at  her,  pshaw  !  what  is  that  film  com- 
ing over  them  ?    O  Slyboots,  Slyboots  !  And  as  she  has  nothing 
to  conceal,  she  has  told  him  all  he  wants  to  know  before  lone. 
This  is  her  first  winter  in  Paris  :  her  first  season  of  comino-  out. 
She  has  only  been  to  two  balls  before,  and  two  plays  aHi]  an 
opera.    And  her  father  met  Mr.  Hely  at  Lord  Trim's.  That 
was  her  father  playing  at  whist.    And  they  Jived  at  Madame 
Smolensk's  boarding-house  in  the  Champs  Elysees.  And  they  had 
been  to  Mr.  Dash's,  and  to  Mrs.  Blank's,  and  she  believed  they 
were  going  to  Mrs.  Star's  on  Friday.  .And  did  they  go  to 
church  •?    Of  course  they  went  to  church,  to  the  Rue  d'Auges- 
seau,  or  wherever  it  might  be.    And  Slyboots  went  to  church 
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next  Sunday.  You  may  perhaps  guess  to  what  church.  And 
he  went  the  Sunday  after.  And  he  sang  his  own  songs,  accom- 
panying himself  on  the  guitar,  at  his  lodgings.  And  he  sang 
elsewhere.  And  he  had  a  very  pretty  little  voice.  Slyboots 
had.  I  believe  those  poems  under  the  common  title  of  "  Gretch- 
en,"  in  our  Walsingham's  charming  volume,  were  all  inspired  by 
Miss  Baynes.  He  began  to  write  about  her  and  himself  the  very 
first  night  after  seeing  her.  He  smoked  cigarettes  and  drank 
green  tea.  He  looked  so  pale — so  pale  and  sad  that  he  quite 
pitied  himself  in  the  looking-glass  in  his  apartments  in  the  Rue 
Miromenil.  And  he  compared  hinigelf  to  a  wrecked  mariner, 
and  to  a  grave,  and  to  a  man  entranced  and  brought  to  life. 
And  he  cried  quite  freely  and  satisfactorily  by  himself.  And 
he  went  to  see  his  mother  and  sister  aext  day  at  the  Hotel  de  la 
Terrasse ;  and  cried  to  them,  and  said  he  was  in  love  this  time 
for  ever  and  ever.  And  hifj  sister  called  him  a  goose.  And 
after  crying  he  ate  an  uncommonly  good  dinner.  And  he  took 
every  one  into  his  confidence,  as  he  always  did  whenever  he 
vv^as  in  love  :  always  telling,  always  making  verses,  and  always 
crying.  As  for  Miss  Blacklock,  he  buried  the  dead  body  of  that 
love  deep  in  the  ocean  of  his  soul.  The  waves  engulfed  Miss 
B.  The  ship  rolled  on.  The  storm  went  down.  And  the  stars 
rose,  and  the  dawn  was  in  his  soul,  etc.  Well,  well !  The 
mother  was  a  vulgar  woman,  and  I  am  glad  you  are  out  of  it. 
And  what  sort  of  people  are  (Tcneral  Baynes  and  Mrs.  Baynes  ? 

"  Oh,  delightful  people  1  Most  distinguished  officer,  the  father  ; 
modest — does  n't  say  a  word.  The  mother,  a  most  lively,  brisk, 
agreeable  woman.  You  must  go  and  see  her,  ma'am.  I  desire 
you  '11  go  immediately." 

"  And  leave  cards  with  P.  P.  C.  for  the  Miss  Blacklocks  !" 
says  Miss  Hely,  who  was  a  plain,  lively  person.  And  both 
mother  and  sister  spoiled  this  young  Hely ;  as  women  ought 
always  to  spoil  a  son,  a  brother,  a  father,  husband,  grandfather 
— any  male  relative,  in  a  word. 

To  see  this  spoiled  son  married  was  the  good-natured  mother's 
fond  prayer.  An  eldest  son  had  died  a  rake — a  victim  to  too 
much  money,  pleasure,  idleness.  The  widowed  mother  would 
give  anything  to  save  this  one  from  the  career  through  which  the 
elder  had  passed.  The  young  man  would  be  one  day  so  wealthy, 
that  she  knew  many  and  many  a.schemer  would  try  and  entrap 
liim.  Perhaps  she  had  been  made  to  marry  his  father  because 
he  was  rich  ;  and  she  remembered  the  gloom  and  wretchedness 
of  her  own  union.  Oh  that  she  could  see  her  son  out  of  tempta- 
tion, and  the  husband  of  an  honest  girl !  It  was  the  young  iadv's 
first  season  V  So  much  the  more  likely  that  she  should'be  un- 
wordly.  "  The  general — don't  you  remember  a  nice  old  gentle- 
man—in a — well,  in  a  wig — that  day  we  dined  at  Lord  Trim's, 
when  that  horrible  old  Lord  Ringwood  T/as  there  V  That  was 
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General  Baynes  ;  and  he  broke  out  so  enthusiastically  in  defence 
of  a  poor  young  man — Dr.  Pirmin's  son — who  was  a  bad  man,  I 
believe ;  but  I  shall  never  have  confidence  in  another  doctor 
again,  that  I  shan't.  And  we  '11  call  on  these  people,  Fanny. 
Yes,  in  a  browH  wig — the  goneral,  I  perfectly  well  remember 
him,  ^nd  Lord  Trim  said  he  was  a  most  distinguished*  officer. 
And  I  have  no  doubt  his  vnfe  will  be  a  most  agreeable  person. 
Those  generals'  wives  who  have  travelled  over  the  world  must 
have  acquired  a  quantity  of  delightful  information.  At  a' board- 
ing-house, are  they  ?  1  dare  say  very  pleasant  and  amusing. 
And  we  '11  drive  there  and  call  on  them  immediately." 

On  that  day,  as  Macgrigor  and  Moira  Baynes  were  disporting 
in  the  little  front  garden  of  Madame  Smolensk's,  I  think  Moira 
was  just  about  to  lick  Macgrigor,  when  his  fratricidal  hand  was 
stopped  by  the  sight  of  a  large  yellow  carriage — a  large  London 
dowager  family  carriage — from  which  descended  a  largo  London 
family  footman,  with  side  locks  begrimed  with  powder,  with 
calves  such  as  only  belong  to  large  London  family  footmen,  and 
with  cards  in  his  hand.  "  Ceci  Madame  Smolensk  ?"  says  the 
large  menial.  "  Oui,"  says  the  boy,  nodding  his  head  ;  on  which 
the  footman  was  puzzled,  for  he  thought,  from  his  readiness  in  the 
use  of  the  French  language,  that  the  boy  was  a  Frenchman. 

"  Ici  demure  General  Bang  ?"  continued  the  man. 

"  Hand  us  over  the  cards,  John.  Not  at  home,''  said  the  young 
gentleman. 

"  Who  ain't  at  'ome  ?"  inquired  the  menial. 

"  General  Baynes,  my  father,  ain't  at  home.  He  shall  have 
the  pasteboard  when  he  comes  in.  Mrs.  Hely.  Oh,  Mac,  it 's 
the  same  name  as  that  young  swell  who  called  the  other  day  ! 
Ain't  at  home,  John.  Gone  out  to  pay  some  visits.  Had  a  liy 
on  purpose.  Gone  out  with  my  sister.  'Pon  my  word  they  have, 
John."  And  from  this  accurate  report  of  the  boy's  behavior,  I 
fear  that  the  young  Baynes  must  have  been  brought  up  at  a  clas- 
sical and  commercial  academy,  Vherc  econoniy  was  more  studied 
than  politeness. 

Philip  comes  trudging  up  to  dinner,  and  as  this  is  not  his  post 
day,  arrives  early— hoping,  perhaps,  for  a  walk  with  Miss  Char- 
lotte, or  a  coze  in  Madame  Smolensk's  little  private  room.  He 
finds  the  two  boys  in  the  fore-aourt ;  and  they  have  Mrs.  Hely's 
cards  in  their  hand  ;  and  they  narrate  to  him  the  advent  and  de- 
parture of  the  lady  in  the  swell  carriage,  the  mother  of  the  young 
swell  with  the  flower  in  his  button-hole,  who  came  the  other  day 
on  suclj  a  jolly  horse.  Yes.  And  he  was  at  church  last  Sjinday, 
Philip,  and  he  gave  Charlotte  a  hymn-book.  And  he  sann-  :  he 
sang  like  the  piper  who  played  before  Moses,  pa  said.  And  ma 
said  it  was  wicked,  but  it  wasn't:  only  pa's  fun,  you  know. 
And  ma  said  you  never  ca\ne  to  church.    Why  don't  you  ? 

Philip  had  no  taint  of  jealousy  iu  his  magnanimous  composi- 
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tion,  and  would  as  soon  have  accused  Charlotte  of  flirting  with 
other  men  as  of  stealino;  madame's  silver  spoons.  "  So  you  have 
had  some  fine  visitors,"  he  says,  as  the  fly  drives  up.  "  I  remem- 
ber that  rich  Mrs.  Hely,  a  patient  of  my  father's.  My  poor 
mother  used  to  drive  to  lier  house." 

"  Oh;  we  have  seen  a  great  deal  of  Mr.  Hely,  Philip !"' cries 
Miss  Charlotte,  not  heeding  the  scowls  of  her  mother,  who  is 
nodding  and  beckoning  angrily  to  the  girl. 

"  You  never  once  mentioned  him.  He  is  one  of  the  greatest 
dandies  about  Paris    quite  a  lion,"  remarks  Philip. 

"  Is  he '!  What  a  funny  little  lion  !  1  never  thought  about  him," 
says  Miss  Charlotte,  quite  simply.  Oli,  ingratitude  !  ingratitude  I 
And  we  have  told  how  Mr.  Walsingham  was  crying  his  eyes  out 
for  her. 

"She  never  thought  about  him?"  cries  Mrs.  Baynes,  quite 
eagerly. 

"The  piper,  is  it,  you 're  talking  about?"  asks  papa.  "I 
called  him  Piper,  you  see,  because  he  pined  so  sweetly  at  ch — 
Well,  my  love  V" 

Mrs.  Baynes  was  nudging  her  general  at  this  moment.  She 
did  not  -jvish  that  the  piper  should  form  the  subject  of  conversa- 
tion^ I  suppose. 

"  The  piper's  mother  is  very  rich,  and  the  piper  will  inherit 
after  her.  She  has  a  fine  house  in  Lonrlon.  She  gives  very  fine 
parties.  She  drives  in  a  great  carriage,  and  she  has  come  to  call 
upon  you;  and  ask  you  to  her  balls,  I  suppose." 

Mrs.  Baynes  was  delighted  at  this  call.  And  when  she  said, 
"  I 'm  sure  1  don't  value  fine  people,  or  their  fine  parties,  or 
their  fine  carriages,  but  1  wish  that  my  dear  child  sliould  see  the 
world,"  I  don't  believe  a  word  which  Mrs.  Baynes  said.  She 
•was  much  more  pleased  than  Charlotte  at  the  idea  of  visiting  this 
fine  lady;  or  eise  why  should  she  have  coaxed,  and  wheedled, 
and  been  so  particularly  gracious  to  the  general  all  the  evening  ? 
She  wanted  a  new  gown.  The'  truth  is,  her  yellow  was  very 
shabby  ;  whereas  Charlotte,  in  plain  white  muslin  looked  pretty 
enough  to  be  able  to  dispense  with  the  aid  of  any  Prench  milli- 
ner. I  fancy  a  consultation  with  madame  and  Mrs.  Bunch.  I 
fancy  a  fly  ordered,  and  a  visit  to  the  niilHner's  the  next  day. 
And  when  the  pattern  of  the  gown  is  settied  with  the  milliner,  I 
fancy  the  terror  on  Mrs.  Baynes'  wizened  face  when  she  ascer- 
tains the  amount  of  the  bill.  To  do  h.er  justice,  the  general's 
wife  had  epent  little  upon  her  own  homely  person.  She  chose 
3ier  goiivns  ugly,  but  cheap.  There  were  so  many  b  icks  to  clothe 
in  that  family  that  the  thrifty  mother  did  not  heed  the  decoration 
of  her  own. 
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CHAPTER  XXIV. 

NEC  DULCES  AM0RK8  SPERNE,  PUER,  NEQUIC  TU  CHOREAS. 

"  My  dear,  '  Mrs.  Baynes  said  to  her  daughter,  "  you  are  going 
out  a  great  deal  in  the  world  now.  You  will  go  to  a  great  num- 
ber of  places  where  poor  Philip  can  not  hope  to  be  admitted." 

"  Not  admit  Philip,  mamma  !  Then  1  'm  sure  I  don't  want  to 
go,"  cries  the  girl. 

"  Time  enough  to  leave  off  going  to  parties  when  you  can't 
afibrd  'it,  and  marry  him.  When  I  was  a  lieutenant's  wife  I 
did  n't  go  to  any  parties  out  of  the  regiment,  my_dear  !" 

"  Oh,  then,  1  am  sure  I  shall  never  want  to  go  out !"  Charlotte 
declares. 

"  You  fancy  he  will  always  stop  at  home,  I  dare  say.  Men  are 
not  all  so  domestic  as  your  papa.  Ven  few  love  to  stop  at  home 
like  him.  Indeed  I  may  say  that  T  have  made  his  home  com- 
fortable. But  one  thing  is  clear,  my  child.  Philip  can't  always 
expect  to  go  where  we  go.  He  is  not  in  the  position  in  life. 
Recollect,  j  our  father  is  a  general  officer,  C.B.,  and  may  be  K. 
CB.  soon,  and  your  mother  is  a  general  officer's  lady.  We  may 
go  anywher4>.  J  might  hav«  gone  to  the  drawing-room  at  home 
if  1  chose.  Lady  Biggs  would  "have  been  delighted  to  present 
me.  Your  aunt  has  been  to  the  drawing-room,  and  she  is  only 
Mrs.  Major  MacWhirter ;  and  most  absurd  it  was  of  Mac  to  let 
her  go.  But  she  rules  him  in  everything,  and  they  have  no 
children.  J  have,  goodness  knows  I  I  sacrifice  mys(  If  for  my 
.children.  You  little  know  what  I  deny  myself  for  my  children. 
I  said  to  Lady  Biggs,  '  No,  Lady  Biggs  ;  my  husband  may  go. 
He  should  go.  He  has  his  uniform,  and  it  will  cost  him  nothing 
except  a  fly  and  a  bouquet  for  the  man  who  drives  ;  but  I  will 
not  spend  money  on  myself  for  the  hire  of  diamonds  and  feathers, 
and  though  I  yield  in  loyalty  to  no  person,  I  dare  say  my  sover- 
eign won't  miss  me.'  And  "l  don't  think  her  Majesty  did.  She 
has  other  things  to  think  of  besides  Mrs.  General  Baynes,  1  sup- 
pose. She  is  a  mother,  and  can  appreciate  a  mother's  sacrifices 
for  her  children." 

If  1  have  not  hitherto  given  you  detailed  reports  of  Mrs.  Gen- 
eral Ba\nes'  conversation,  I  don't  lliink,  my  esteemed  reader, 
you  will  be  very  angrj-. 

"  Now,  child,"  the  general's  lady  continued,  "  let  me  warn  you 
not  to  talk  much  to  Philip  about  those  places  wliich  you  go  to 
ivithout  him,  and  to  which  his  position  in  life  does  not  allow  of 
his  coming.  Hide  anything  from  him?  Oh,  dear,  no!  Only 
for  his  own  good,  you  understand.  I  don't  tell  everything  to 
your  papa.  1  should  only  won  it  him  and  vex  him.  When  any- 
thing will  please  him  and  make  him  happy,  l/ien  I  tell  him.  And 
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about  Philip.  Philip,  I  must  say  it,  my  dear — I  must  as  a  mother 
say  it — has  his  faults.  He  is  an  eraui'oMs  man.  Don't  look  shocked. 
He  thinks  very  well  of  himself ;  and  having  been  a  great  deal 
spoiled,  and  made  too  much  of  in  his  unhappy  father's  time,  he 
is, so  proud  and  haughty  that  he  forgets  his  position,  and  thinks 
he  ought  to  live  with  the  highest  society.  Had  Lord  Rlngwood 
left  him  a  fortuae,  as  Philip  led  us  to  expect  when  we  gave  our 
consent  to  this  most  unlucky  matcli — for  that  my  dear  child 
should  marry  a  beggar  is  most  unlucky  and  most  deplorable ;  I 
can't  help  saying  so,  Charlotte — if  I  wore  on  my  death-bed  I 
could  n't  help  saying  so ;  and  I  wish,  with  all  my  heart  we  had 
never  seen  or  heard  of  him.  There!  Don't  go  off  in  one  of 
your  tantrums !  What  was  I  saying,  pray  ?  I  say  that  Philip 
is  in  no  position,  or  rather  in  a  very,  very  humble  one,  which — 
a  mere  newspaper  writer  and  a  subaltern  too — every  body  ac- 
knowledges to  bo.  And  if  he  hears  us  talking  about  our  parties 
to  which  we  have  a  right  to  go — to  which  you  have  a  right  to  go 
with  your  mother,  a  general  officer's  lady— why,  he  'II  be  of- 
fended. He  won't  like  to  hoar  about  them  and  think  he  can't  be 
invited ;  and  you  had  better  not  talk  about  them  at  all,  or  about 
the  people  you  meet,  you  dance  with.  At  Mrs.  Hely's  you  may 
dance  with  Lord  Headbury,  the  embassador's  son.  And  if  you 
tell  Philip  he  will  be  offended.  He  will  say  thg;Vyou  boast 
about  it.  When  I  was  only  a  lieutenant's  wife  at  Barrack- 
pore,  Mrs.  Captain  Capers  used  to  go  to  Calcutta  to  the  Govern- 
ment House  balls.  I  did  n't  go.  But  I  was  olFended,  and  I 
used  to  say  th^t  Flora  Capers  gave  herself  ai/'s,  and  was  always 
boasting  of  Irer  intimacy  with  the  Marchioness  of  Hastings. 
We  don't  like  our  equals  to  bo  better  off  than  ourselves.^ 
Mark  my  words.  And  if  you  talk  to  Philip  about  the  people" 
whom  you  meet  in  society,  and  whom  he  -can't,  from  his 
unfortunate  station,  expect  to  know,  you  will  offend  him.  That 
was  why  I  nudged  you  to-day  when  you  were  going  on  about 
Mr.  Holy.  Anything  so  absurd !  I  saw  Philip  getting  angry 
at  once,  and  biting  his  mustaches,  as  he  always  does  \Vhen  he 
is  angry — and  swears  quite  out  loud — so  vulgar  !  There  !  you 
are  going  to  be  angry  again,  my  love;  I  never  saw  anythin"- 
like  you!  Is  this  my  Charly  who  never  was  angry  ?  I  know  the 
world,  dear,  and  you  don't.  Look  at  me,  how  I  manage  your 
papa,  and  I  tell  you'  don't  talk  to  Philip  about  things  which 
offend  him!  Now,  dearest,  kiss  your  poor  old  mother  who  loves 
you.  Go  up  stairs  and  bathe  your  eyes,  and  come  down  happy 
to  dinner."  And  at  dinner  Mrs.  Gonorarl  Baynes  was  uncom- 
monly gracious  to  Philip:  an<l  when  gracious  she  was  especially 
odious  to  Philip,  whose  magnanimous  nature  :v.  >;oai;iiorjatc  J  itself 
ill  to  the  wheedling  artifices  of  an.iil-bvad  old  wo.man. 

Following  this  wretched  mother's  advice,  my  poor  Charlotte 
spoke  scarcely  at  all  to  Philip  of  the  parties  to  which  she  went, 
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and  tbe  amusements  which  she  enjoyed  without  him.  I  dare 
say  Mrs.  Baynes  was  quite  happy  in  thinking  that  she  was 

guiding  "  her  child  rightly.  As  if  a  coarse  woman,  because 
she  is  mean,  and  greedy,  and  hypocritical,  and  fifty  years  old, 
has  a  right  to  lead  a  guileless  nature  into  wrong  !  Ah !  if  some 
Df  us  old  folks  wefe  to  go  to  school  to  our  children,  I  am  sure, 
madam,  it  would  do  us  a  great  deal  of  good.  There  is  a  fund  of 
good  sense  and  honorable  feehng  about  my  great-grandson  Tom- 
my, which  is  more  valuable  than  all  his  grandpapa's  experience 
and  knowledge  of  the  world.  Knowledge  of  the  world,  forsooth ! 
Compromise,  selfishness  modified,  and  double-dealing !  Tom  dis- 
iains  a  lie  :  when  he  wants  a  peach,  lie  roars  for  it.  If  his  mother 
wishes  to  go  to  a  party,  she  coaxes,  and  wheedles,  and  manages, 
md  smirks,  and  courtesies  for  Inontbs,  in  order  to  get  her  end  ; 
takes  twenty  rebuffs,  and  comes  up  to  the  scratch  again  smiling  ; 
ind  thid  woman  is  for  ever  lecturing  her  daughters,  and  preach- 
ing to  her  sons  upon  virtue,  honesty,  and  moral  behavior ! 

Mrs.  Hely's  little  party  at  the  Hotel  de  la  Terrasse  was  very 
pleasant  and  bright;  and  Miss  Chai-lotte  enjoyed  it,  although 
ber  swain  was  not  present.  But  Philip  was  pleased  that  his  little 
Charlotte  sliould  be  happy.  Sue  beheld  with  wonderment  Pa- 
risian duchesses,  American  millionaires,  dandies  from  the  embas- 
sies, deputies  and  peers  of  France  with  large  stars  and  wigs  like 
papa.  She  gayly  described  her  party  to  Philip;  described,  that 
is  to  say,  everything  but  her  own  success,  which  was  undoubted. 
There  were  many  beauties  at  Mrs.  Hely's,  but  nobody  fresher  or 
prettier.  The  Miss  Blacklocks  retired  very  early  and  in  the 
worst  possible  temper.  T'rince  Slyboots  did  not  in  the  least  heed 
their  going  away.  His  thoughts  were  all  fixed  upon  little  Char- 
lotte. Charlotte's  mamma"  saw  the  impression  which  the  girl 
made,  and  was  filled  with  a  hungry  joy.  Good-natured  Mrs. 
Hely  complimented  heron  her  daughter.  "  Thank  God,  she  is 
as  good  as  she  is  pretty,"  said  the  mother,  I  am  sure  speaking 
seriously  this  time  regarding  her  daughter.  Prince  Slyboots 
danced  with  scarce  anybody  else.  He  Raised  a  perfect  whirlwind 
of  compliments  round  about  her.  She  was  quite  a  simple  person, 
and  did  not  understand  one-tenth  part  of  what  he  said  to  her. 
He  strewed  her  path  with  roses  of  poesy  :  he  scattered  garlands 
of  sentiment  before  her  all  the  way  from  the  antechamber  down 
stairs,  and  so  to  the  fly  which  was  in  waiting  to  take  her  and  her 
parents  home  to  the  boarding-house.  "  By  George,  Charlotte,  I 
think  you  have  smitten  that  fellow  !"  cried  the  general,  who  was 
infinitely  amused  by  young  Hely — his  raptures,  his  affectations, 
his  long  hair,  and  what  Baynes  called  his  low  dress.  A  slight 
•white  tape  and  a  ruby  button  confined  Hely's  neck.  His  hair 
•waved  over  his  shoulders.  Baynes  had  never  seen  such  a  speci- 
men. At  the  mess  of  the  stout  120th  the  lads  talked  of  their 
dogs,  horses,  and  sport.  A  young  civilian,  smattering  in  poetry, 
*  24 
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cbattering  in  a  dozen  languagps,  scented,  smiling,  perfectly  at 
ease  with  himself  and  tlio  world,  was  a  novelty  to  the  old  officer. 

And  now  the  Queen's  birthday  ariived — and  that  it  may  ar- 
rive for  many  scores  of  years  yet  to  come  is,  I  am  sure,  the 
prayer  of  all  the  contributors  and  all  the  readers  of  the  CornMll 
— and  with  it  is  his  Excellency  Lord  Estridge's  grand  annual 
fete  in  honor  of  his  sovereign.  A  card  for  their  ball  was  left  at 
Madame  Smolensk's,  for  General,  Mrs.,  and  Miss  Baynes;  and 
no  doubt  Monsieur  Slyboots  Walsingham  Hely  was  the  artful 
agent  by  whom  the  invitation  was  forwarded.  Once  more  the 
general's  veteran  uniform  came  out  from  the  tin-box  with  its 
dingy  epaulets  and  little  cross  and  ribbon.  His  wife  urged  on 
him  strongly  the  necessity' of  having  a  new  wig,  wigs  being  very 
cheap  and  good  at  Paris — but  Baynes  said  a  new  wig  would 
make  his  old  coat  look  very  shabby ;  and  a  new  uniform  would 
cost  more  money  than  he  would  like  to  afford.  So  shabby  he 
■went  de  cape  a  pied,  witlx  a  moulting  feather,  a  threadbare  suit, 
a  tarnished  wig,  and  a  worn-out  lace,  siM  constant.  Boots, 
trowsers,  sash,  coat, .were  all  old  and  worse  for  wear,  and 
"  faith,"  says  he,  "  my  face  follows  suit."  A  brave,  silent  man 
was  Baynes,  with  a  twinkle  of  humor  in  his  lean,  wrinkled  face. 

And  if  General  Baynes  was  shabbily  attired  at  the  Embassy 
ball,  I  think  I  know  a  friend  of  mine  who  was  shabby  too.  In 
the  days  of  his  prosperity  Mr.  Philip  was  parens  cultor  et  infre- 
quens  of  balls,  routs,  and  ladies'  company.    Perhaps  because  his 
father  was  angered  at  Philip's  neglect  of  his  social  advantages 
and  indifference  as  to  success  in  the  world,  Phihp  was  the  more 
neglectful  and   indifferent.     The  elder's  comedy-smiles,  and 
solemn,  hypocritical  politeness,  caused  scorn  and  revolt  on  the 
part  of  the  younger  man.    Philip  despised  the  humbug,  and  the 
world  to  which  such  humbug  could  be  welcome.    He  kept  aloof 
from  tea-parties  then ;  his  evening-dress  clothes  served  him  for  a 
long  time.    I  can  not  say  how  old  his  dress-coat  was  at  the  time 
of  which  we  are  writing.    But  he  had  been  in  the  habit  of  re- 
specting that  garment,  and  considering  it  new  and  handsome  for' 
many  years  past.    Meanwhile  the  coat  had  shrunk,  or  its  wearer 
had  grown  stouter  ;  and  his  grand  embroidered,  embossed,  illu- 
minated, carved  and  gdt  velvet  dress  waistcoat,  too,  had  nar- 
rowed, .had  become  absurdly  tight  and  short,  and  I  dare  say  was 
the  laughing-stock  of  many  of  Philip's  acquaintances,  while  he 
himself,  poor  simple  fellow  !  was  fancying  that  it  was  a  most 
splendid  article  of  apparel.    You  know  in  "the  Palais  Royal  they 
hang  out  the  most  splendid  reach-me-down  dressin.r.aowns 
waistcoats,  and  so  forth.    "No,"  thought  Philip,  comin"^  out  of 
his  cheap  dining-house,  and  swaggering  along  the  arcades,  and 
looking  at  the  tailors  shops,  with  his  hands  in  his  pockets    "  Mv 
brown  velvet  dress  waistcoat  with  the  gold  sprio-s,  which  I  had 
made  at  college,  is  a  much  more  tasty  thing  tlmn  these  g^iudy 
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ready-mnde  articles.  And  my  coat  is  old  certainly,  but  the 
brass  buttons  are  still  very  bright  and^handsome,  and,  in  fact,  is 
a  most  becoming  and  gentlemanlike  thing."  And  under  this 
delusion  the  honest  fellow  dressed  himself  in  his  old  clothes, 
lighted  a  pair  of  candles,  and  looked  at  himself  v/ith  satisfaction 
in  the  looking-glass,  drew  on  a  pair  of  cheap  gloves  which  he 
had  bought,  walked  by  the  quays,  and  over  the  Deputies' 
Bridge,  across  the  Place  Louis  XV,  and  strutted  up  the  Fau- 
bourg St.  Honore  to  the  Hotel  of  the  British  Embassy.  A  half- 
mile  queue  of  carriages  was  formed  along  the  street,  and  of 
course  the  entrance  to  the  hotel  was  magnificently  illuminated. 

A  plague  on  those  cheap  gloves  !  Why  had  not  Pliilip  paid 
three  francs  for  a  pair  of  gloves,  instead  of  twenty-nine  sous  ? 
Mrs.  Baynes  had  found  a  capital  cheap  glove  shop,  whither  poor 
Phil  had  gone  in  the  simplicity  of  his  heart ;  and  now,  as  he 
went  in  under  the  grand  illuminated  porie-cocliere,  Philip  saw 
that  the  gloves  had  given  way  at  the  thumbs,  and  that  his  hands 
appeared  through  the  rents,  as  red  as  raw  beefsteaks.  It  is 
wonderful  how  red  hands  will  look  through  holes  in  white 
gloves.  "  And  there 's  that  hole  in  m}'  boot,,  too,"  thought 
Phil ;  but  he  had  put  a  little  ink  over  the  seam,  and  so  the  rent 
was  imperceptible.  The  coat  and  waistcoat  were  tight,  and  of 
a  past  a^e.  Never  mind.  The  chest  was  broad,  (he  arms  were 
muscular  and  long,  and  Phil's  face,  in  the  midst  of  a  halo  of  fair 
hair  and  llaming  whiskers,  looked  brave,  honest,  and  handsome. 
For  a  while  his  eyes  wandered  fiercely  and  restlessl}'  all  about 
the  room  from  group  to  grbilp  ;  but  now — ah  !  now — they  were 
settled.  They  had  met  anQlher  pair  of  eyes,  which  lighted  up 
with  glad  welcome  when  they  beheld  him.  Two  young  cheeks 
mantled  with  a  sweet  blush.  These  were  Charlotte's  cheeks; 
and  hard  by  them  were  mamma's,  of  a  very  different  color.  But 
Mrs.  General  Baynes  had  a  knowing  turban  on,  and  a  set  of 
garnets  round  her  old  neck,  like  gooseberries  set  in  gold. 

They  admired  the  rooms:  tHoy  heard  the  names  of  the  great 
folks  who  arrived,  and  beheld  many  famous  personages.  They 
made  their  courtesies  to  the  erabassadress.  Confusion  !  With  a 
great  rij),  the  thumb  of  one  of  those  cheap  gloves  of  Philip's 
parts  company  I'rom  the  rest  of  the  gloVe,  and  he  is  obliged  to 
wear  it  crumpled  u[)  in  his  hand  j  a  dreadful  mishap — for  ho  is 
going  to  dance  with  Charlotte,  and  he  Will  have  to  give  his  hand 
to  th<!  vis-a-vis. 

Who  comes  up  smiling,  with  a  low  neck,  with  waving  curls 
and  whiskers,  pretty  little  hands  exquisitely  gloved,  and  tiny 
feet  V  'T  is,  Walsingham  Hely,  lightest  in  the  dance.  Most 
affably  does  Mrs.  General  Baynes  greet  the  young  fellow.  Very 
brightly  and  happily  do  Charlotte's  eyes  glance  toward  her  fa- 
vorite partner.  It  is  certain  that  poor  Phil  can't  hope  at  all  to 
dance  like  Hely.     "  And  see  what  nice  neat  feet  and  hands  he 
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has  got,"  says  Mrs.  Baynes.  "  Comme  il  est  Men  gante !  A 
gentleroan  ought  to  be  always  well  gloved." 

"  Why  did  you  send  me'  to  the  twenty-nine- sous  shop  ?"  says 
Poor  Phil,  looking  at  his  tattered  hand-shoes,  and  red  obetrusive 
thumb. 

"  Oh  you  !" — (here  Mrs.  Baynes  shrugs  her  yellow  old  shoul- 
ders). "  Towr  hands  would  burst  through  any  gloves!  How 
do  you  do,  Mr.  Hely  !  Is  your  mamma  here  ?  Of  course  she  is  ! 
What  a  delightful  party  she  gave  us !  The  dear  embassadress 
looks  quite- unwell — most  pleasing  .  manners,  I  am  .sure  ;  and 
Lord  Estridge,  what  a  perfect  gentleman  !" 

The  Bayneses  were  just  come.  For  what  dance  was  Miss 
Baynes  disengaged  ?  "  As  many  as  ever  you  like  !"  cries  Char- 
lotte, who,  in  fact,  called  Hely  her  little  dancing-master,  and 
never  tliought  of  him  except  as  a  partner.  "  Oh,  too  much  hap- 
piness !  Oh  that  this  could  last  for  over !"  sighed  Hely,  after  a 
Avaltz,  polka',  mazurka,  I  know  not  what,  and  fixing  on  Char- 
lotte the  full  blaze  of  his  beauteous  blue  eyes.  '•  For  ever  ?" 
cries  Charlotte,  laughing.  "  I 'm  very  fond  of  dancing,  indeed. 
And  you  dance  beautifully.  But  I  don't  know  that  I  should  like 
to  dance  for  ever."  Ere  the  words  are  over  he  is  whirling  her 
round  the  room  again.  His  little  feet  fly  with  surprising  agility. 
His  hair  floats  behind  him.  He  scatters  odors  as  he  spins."  The 
handkerchief  with  which  he  fans  his  pale  brow  is  like  a  cloudy 
film  of  muslin  ;  and  poor  old  Philip  sees  with  terror  that  his 
pocket-handkerchief  has  got  three  great  holes  in  it.  His  nose 
and  one  eye  appeared  through  one  of  the  holes  while  Phil  was 
wiping  his  forehead.  It  was  very  hot.  He  was  very  hot.  He 
was  hotter,  though  standing  still,  \han  young  Hely,  who  was 
dancing.  "  He  !  he  !  I  compliment  you  oayour  gloves  and  your 
handkerchief,  I 'm  sure,"  sniggers  Mrs.  Baynes,  with  a  toss  of 
her  turban.  Has  it  not  been  said  that  a  bull  is  a  stroncr,  cour- 
ageous, and  noble  animal,  but  a  bull  in  a  china-shop  is  not  in  his 
place  y  "  There  you  go.  Thank  you  !  I  wish  you 'd  go  some- 
where else,"  cries  Mrs.  Baynes,  in  a  fury.  Poor  Phflip's  foot 
has  just  gone  through  her  flounce.  How  red  he  is  !  how  much 
hotter  than  ever  1  There  go  Hely  and  Charlotte,  whirling  round 
like  two  opera-dancers  L  Pnilip  grinds  his  teeth,  he  ^buttons 
his  coat  across  his  chest.  How  very  tight  it  feels  !  How  savage- 
ly his  eyes  glare  1  Do  young  men  still  look  savage  and  solemn 
at  balls?  An  ingenuous  young  Enghshman  ought  to  do  that 
duty  of  dancing,  of  course.  Society  calls  upon  him.  But  I 
doubt  whether  he  ought  to  look  cheerful  during  the  performance 
or  flippantly  engage  in  so  grave  a  matter.      °  ' 

As  Charlotte's  sweet  round  face  beamed  smiles  upon  Philip 
over  Hely's  shgulders,  it  looked  so  happy  that  he  never  thou-^ht 
of  grudging  her  her  pleasure  :  and  happy  he  might  have  re- 
mained in  this  contemplation,  regarding  not  the  circle  of  dancers 
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wto  were  galloping  and  whirling  on  at  their  usual  swift  rate,  but 
her,  who  was  the  centre  of  all  joy  and  pleasure  for  him,,  when 
suddenly  a  shrill  voice  was  heard  behind  him,  crying, 
"  Get  out  of  the  way,  hang  you  !"  and  suddenly  there  bounced 
against  him  Ringwood  Twysden,  pulling  Miss  Flora  Trotter  round 
the  room,  one  of  the  most  powerful  and  intrepid  dancers  of  that 
season  at  Paris.  They  hurtled  past  Philip  ;  they  shot  him  for- 
ward against  a  pillar.  He  heard  a  screech,  an  oath,  and  anoth- 
er loud  laugh  from  Twysden,  and  beheld  the  scowls  of  Miss 
Ti'otter  as  that  rapid  creature  bumped  at  length  into  a  place  of 
safet}'. 

I  told  you  about-  Philip's  coat.  It  was  very  tight.  The  day- 
light had  long  been  struggling  to  make  an  entry  at  the  seams. 
As  he  staggered  up  against  the  wall,  crack  1  went  a  great  hole 
at  his  back  ;  and  crack  !  one  of  his  gold  buttons  came  off,  leav- 
ing a  rent  in  his  chest.  It  was  in  those  days  when  gold  buttons 
still  lingered  on  the  breasts  of  some  brave  men,  ar.d  we  have 
said  simple  Philip  still  thought  bris  coat  a  fine  one. 

There  was  not  only  a  rent  of  the"  seam,  there  was  dot  only  a 
burst  button,  but  there  was -also  a  rip  in  Philip's  rich  cut- velvet 
waistcoat,  with  the  gold  sprigs,  which  he  thought  so  handsome 
— a  great,  heart-rending  scar.  What  was  to  be  done  ?  Retreat 
was  necessary.  He  told  Mis^  Charlotte  of  the  hurt  he  had  re- 
ceived, whose  face  wore  a  very  comical  look  of  pity  at  his  mis- 
adventure— -he  covered  part  of  his  wound  with  his  gibbous  hat — 
and  he  thought  he  would  try  and  make  his  way  out  by  the  gar- 
den of  the  hotel,  which,  of  course,  was  illuminated,  and  bright, 
and  crowded,  but  not  so  very  bright  and  crowded  as  the  saloons, 
galleries,  supper-rpoms,  and  halls  of  gilded  light  in  which  the 
company  for  the  most  part  assembled. 

So  our  poor  wounded  iiriend  wandered  into  the  garden,  over 
which  the  moon  was  shining  with  the  most  blanlf  indifi'erence  at 
the  fiddling,  feasting,  and  parti-colored  lamps,  irt  says  that  his 
mind  was  soothed  by  the  aspect  of  yonder  placid  moon  and 
twinkling  stars,  and  that  he  had  altogether  forgotten  his  trumpe- 
ry little  accident  and  torn  coat  and  waistcoat ;  but  I  doubt 
about  the  entire  truth  of  this  statement,  for  there  have  been 
some  occasions  when  he,  Mr.  Philip,  has  mentioned  the  subject, 
and  owned  that  he  was  mortified  and  in  a  rage. 

Well,  he  went  into  the  garden,  and  was  calming  himself  by 
contemplating  the  stars,  when,  just  hy  that  fountain  where  there 
is  Pradier's  little  statue  of — Moses  in  the  Bulrushes,  let  us  say — 
round  which  there  was  a  beautiful  row  of  illuminateil  lamps, 
lighting  up  a  great  coronal  of  flowers,  which  my  dear  reaji^^ 
are  at  liberty  to  select  and  arrange  according  to  t'iJe5^''own  ex- 
quisite taste— near  this  little  fountain  he  foun.ij  three  <'entlemen 
talking  together.  ° 

The  high  voice  of  one  Philip  could  'near,  and  knew  from  old 
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days.  Kingwood  Twysden,  Esquire,  always  liked  to  talk  and  to 
excite  himself  with  other  persons'  liquor.  He  had  been -drink- 
ing the  Sovereign's  health  with  great  assiduity,  I  suppose,  and  "was 
exceedingly  loud  and  happy.  With  Riugwood  was  Iih:  Wool- 
combe,  whose  countenance  the  lamps  lit  up  in  a  fine,  lurid  man- 
ner, and  whose  eyeballs  gleamed  in  the  twilight ;  and  the  third 
of  the  group  was  our  young  friend,  Mr.  Lowndes. 

"  I  owed  him  one,  you  see,  Lowndes,"  said  Mr.  Ringwood 
Twysden.  "  I  hate  the  fellow  !  Hang  him,  always  did  !  I  saw 
the  great  hulkin'  brute  standin'  there.  Could  n't  help  myself. 
Give  you  my  honor,  could  nt  help  myself  I  just  drove  Miss 
Trotter  at  him — sent  her  elbow  well  into  him,  and  spun  him  up 
against  the  wall.  The  buttons  cracked  off  the  beggar's  coat,  be- 
gad !  What  business  had  he  there,  hang  him  ?  Gad,  sir,  he 
made  a  cannon  off  an  old  woman  in  blue,  and  went  into.  " 

Here  Mr.  Ringwood's  speech  came  to  an  end :  for  his  cousin 
stood  before  him,  grim  and  biting  his  mustaches. 

"  Hullo  !"  piped  the  other.  ".Who  wants  you  to  overhear  my 
conversation  ?    Dammy,  I  say  !  I  " 

PhiHp  put  out  that  hand  with  the  torn  glove.  The  glove  was 
in  a  dreadful  state  of  disruption  now.  He  worked  the  hand 
weU  into  his  kinsman's  neck,  and  twisting  Ringwood  round  into 
a  proper  position,  brought  that  poor  old  broken  boot  so  to  bear 
upon  the  proper  quarter  that  Ringwood  was  discharged  into  the 
little  font,  and  lighted  amidst  the  flowers,  and  the  water,  and 
the  oil-lamps,  and  made  a  dreadful  mess  and  splutter  among 
them.    And  as  for  Philip's  coat,  it  was  torn  worse  than  ever. 

I  don't  know  how  many  of  the  brass  buttons  had  revolted  and 
parted  company  from  the  poor  old  cloth,  which  cracked,  and 
split,  and  tore  under  the  agitation  of  that  beating,  angry  bosom. 
I  hope  our  artist  will  not  depict  Mr.  Firmin  in  this  ragged  state, 
a  great  rent  all"across  his  back,  and  his  prostrate  enemy  lying 
howling  in  the  water,  amidst  the  sputtering,  crashing  oil-lamps 
at  his  feet.  When  Cinderella  quitted  her  first  ball,  just  after 
the  clock  struck  twelve,  we  all  know  how  shabby  she  looked. 
Philip  was  a  still  more  disreputable  object  when  he  slunk  away. 
I  don't  know  by  what  side-door  Mr.  Lowndes  eliminated  him. 
He  also  benevolently  took  charge  of  Philip's  kinsman  and  an- 
tagonist, Mr.  Ringwood  Twysden.  Mr.  Twysden's  hands,  coat- 
tails,  etc.,  were  very  much  singed  and  scalded  by  the  oil  and  cut 
by  the  broken  glass,  which  was  all  extracted  at  the  Beaujon 
hospital,  but  not  without  much  suffering  on  the  part  of  the  pa- 
tient. But  though  young  Lowndes  spoke  up  for  Philip,  in  de- 
SCff&iHS*^®  (■'-  ^^^^       without  laughter),  his  Excellency 

causedMrr^jf™'"'^  *o      erased  from  his  party  lists ;  and 

I  am  sure  no  senSf-feJe  man  will  defend  his  conduct  for  a  moment. 

Of  this  lamentablS-  fracas  which  occurred  in  the  hotel  gar- 
den, Miss  Baynes  and  her  parents  had  no  knowledge  for  a  while. 
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Charlotte  was  too  much  occupied  with  her  daacing,  which  she 
pursued  with  all  her  might ;  papa  was  at  cards  with  some  sober 
male  and  female  veterans,  and  mamma  was  iookinn;  with  delight 
at  her  daughter,  whom  the  young  gentlemen  of  many  embassies 
were  charmed  to  choose  for  a  partner.  When  Lord  Headbury, 
Lord  Estridge's  son,  was  presented  to  Miss  Bayaes,  her  mother 
was  so  elated  that  she  was  ready  to  dance  too.  I  do  not  envy 
Mrs.  Major  MacWhirter  at  Tours  the  perusal  of  that  immense 
manuscript  in  which  her  sister  recorded  the  events  of  the  ball. 
Here  was  Charlotte,  beautiful,  elegant,  accomplished,  admired 
everywhere,  with  youqg  men;  young  noblemen  of  immense  prop- 
erty and  expectations,  loild  about  her ;  and  engaged  by  a  prom- 
ise to  a  rude,  ragged,  preswnpt.ious,  ill-bred  young  man,  iviihout 
a  penny  in  the  world — wasn't  it  -provoking?  Ah,  poor  Philip  1 
How  that  little  sour,  yellow  mother-in-law  elect  did  scowl  at  him 
when  he  came  with  rather  a  shamefaced  look  to  pay  his  duty  to 
his  sweetheart  on  the  day  after  the  ball.  Mrs.  Baynes  had 
caused  her  daughter  to  dress  with  extra  smartness,  had  forbidden 
the  poor  child  to  go  out,  and  coaxed  her,  and  wheedled  her,  and 
dressed  her  with  I  know  not  what  ornaments  of  her  own,  with 
a  fond  -expectation  that  Lord  Headbury,  that  the  yellow  young 
Spanish  attache,  that  the  sprightly  Prussian  secretary,  and  Wal- 
singhafn  Hely,  Charlotte's  partners  at  the  ball,  would  certainly 
call ;  and  the  only  equipage  that  ajjpeared  at  Madame  Smo- 
lensk's gate  was  a  hack  cab,  which  drove  up  at  evening,  and  out 
of  which  poor  Philip's  well-known,  tattered  boots  came  striding. 
Such  a  fond  mother  as  Mrs.  Baynes  ma_y  well  have  been  out  of 
humor. 

As  for  Philip,  he  was  unusually  shy  and  modest.  He  did  not 
know  in  what  light  his  friends  would  regard  his  escapade  of  the 
previous  evening.  Pie  had  been  sitting  at  home  all  the  morning 
in  state,  and  in  company  with  a  Polish  colonel,  wlio  lived  in  his 
hotel,  and  wliom  Philip  had  selected  to  be  his  second  in  case 
the  battle  of  the  previous  night  should  have  any  suite.  He  had 
left  that  colonel  in  company  with  a  bag  of  tobacco  and  an  order 
for  unlimited  beer,  while  he  himself  ran  up  to  catch  a  glimpse  of 
his  beloved.  The  Bayneses  had  not  heard  of  the  battle  of  the 
previous  night.  They  were  full  of  the  ball,  of  Lord  Estridge's 
aiFability,  of  the  Golcoiida  embassador's  diamonds,  of  the  appear- 
ance of  the  royal  princes  who  honored  the  fete,  of  the  most  fash- 
ionable Paris  talk,  in  a  word.  Philip  was  scolded,  snubbed,  and 
coldly  received  by  mamma ;  but  he  was  used  to  that  .sort  of  treat- 
ment, and  greatly  relieved  by  finding  that  she  was  unacquainted 
with  his  own  disorderly  behavior.  lie  did  not  tell  Charlotte 
about  the  quarrel:  a  knowlcdio  of  it  might  alarm ^  the  little 
maiden;  and  so  for  once  our  friend  ivas  discreet,  and  hold  his 
tongue. 

But  if  he  had  any  influence  with  the  editor  of  Galignani's 
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Messenger,  wLy  clid  lie  not  enla  eat  the  conductors  of  that  admi- 
rable journal  to  forego  all  mention  of  the  fracas  at  the  Embassy 
ball  V  Two  days  after  the  fete,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  there  appear- 
ed a  paragraph  in  the  paper  narrating  the  circumstances  of  the 
fight.  And  the  C'lilty  Philip  found  a  copy  of  that  paper  on  the 
talile  before  Mrs.  Baynes  and  the  general  "when  he  came  to  the 
Champs  Elysees  according  to  his  wont.  Behind  that  paper  sate 
Major-General  Baynes,  C.  B.,  looking  confused,  and  beside  him 
his  lady  frowning  like  Hhadamanthus.  But  no  Charlotte  was 
in  the  room.  ' 


CHAPTER  XXV- 

IMFANDI  DOLORK8. 

Philip's  heart  beat  very  quickly  at  seeing  this  grim  pair  and 
the  guilty  newspaper  before  them,  on  which  Mrs.  Baynes'  lean 
right  hand  was  laid.  "  So,  sir,"  she  cried,  "  you  still  honor  us 
with  your  company,  after  distinguishing  yourself  as  you  did  the 
night  before  last.  Fighting  and  boxing  like  a  porter  at  his  Ex- 
cellency's ball.  It 's  disgusting  1  I  have  no  other  word  for  it — 
disgusting  1"  And  here  I  suppose  she  nudged  the  general,  or 
gave  him  some  look  or  signal  by  -syhich  he  knew  he  was  to  come 
into  action  ;  for  Baynes  straightway  advanced  and  delivered  his 
fire.  ' 

Faith,  sir,  more  bub-ub-blackguard  conduct  I  never  heard 
of  in  my  life  1  That 's  ithe  only  word  for  it ;  the  only  word  for 
it,"  cries  Baynes. 

"  The  genera!  knows  what  blackguard  conduct  is,  and  yours 
is  that  conduct,  Mr.  Firmin  !  It  is  all  over  the  town  :  is  talked 
of  everywhere :  will  be  in  all  the  newspapers.  When  his  lord- 
ship heard  of  it  he  was  furious.  Never,  never  will  you  be  ad- 
mitted into  the  Embassy  again,  after  disgracing  yours'elf  as  you 
have  done,"  cries  the  lady. 

"Disgracing  yourself,  that's  the  word.  And  disgraceful 
your  conduct  was,  begad,"  cries  the  officer  second  in  conunand. 

"  You  don't  know  my  provocation,"  pleaded  poor  Philip. 
"  As  1  came  up  to  him  Twysden  was  boasting  that  he  had  struck 
me,  and — and  laughing  at  me.'' 

"  And  a  pretty  figure  you  were  to  come  to  a  bail.  Who  could 
help  Ir.ughing,  sir  ?  ' 

"  He-  bragged  of  having  insulted  me,  and  I  lost  my  temper 
and  struck  him  m  return.  The  thing  is  done  and' can't  be 
helped,   gjowled  Phdip. 

^"  Strike  a  little  man  before  ladies  1  Very  brave  indeed  1" 
ciies  the  lady. 

"  Mrs.  Baynes !" 
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"  I  call  it  cowardly.  In  the  army  we  consider  it  cowardly  to 
quarrel  before  ladies,"  continues  Mrs.  General  B. 

"  I  have  -waited  at  Lome  for  two  days  to  see  if*  be  wanted  any 
more,"  groaned  Philip. 

"  O  yes  !  After  insulting  and  knocking  a. little  man  down,  you 
want  to  murder  him  !  And  you  call  that" the  conduct  of  a  Chris- 
tian, the  conduct  of  a  gentleman  !" 

The  conduct  of  a  ruffian,  by  George  !"  saya  General 
Baynes. 

"It  was  prudent  of  you  to  choose  a  very  little  man,  and  to 
have  the  ladies  within  hearing  \"  continues  Mrs.  Baynes.  "  Why, 
I  wonder  you  have  n't  beaten  my  dear  children  next.  Don't 
you,  general,  wonder  he  has  not  knocked  down  our  poor  boys  V 
They  are  quite  small.  And' it  is  evident  that  ladies  being  pres- 
ent is  no  hindrance  to  Mr.  Fiimin's  hoxing-malche'i^." 

"  The  conduct  is  gross,  and  unworthy  of  a  gentleman,"  reiter- 
ates the  general. 

"  You  hear  what  that  man  says — that.old  man,  who  never  says 
an  unkind  word  ?  That  veteran,  who  has  been  in  twenty  bat- 
tles, and  never  struck  a  man  before  women  yet  ?  Di/1  you, 
Charles  V  He  has  given  you  his  opinion.  He  has  called  you  a 
name  which  I  won't  soil  my  lips  with  repeating,  but  which  you, 
deserve.  And  do  you  suppose,  sir,  that  I  will  give  my  blessed 
child  to  a  man  who  has  acted  as  you  have  acted,  and  been  called 
a —  ?  Charles  !*  General  !  I  will  go  to  my  grave  rather  thajj  see 
my  daughter  given  up  to  such  a  man  1" 

"  Good  heavens  !"  said  Philip,  his  knees  trembling  under 
him.  "  You  don't  mean  to  say  that  you  intend  to  go  from  your 
word,  and — " 

"  Oh  !  you  threaten  about  money,  do  you  ?  Because  your 
father  was  a  cheat,  you  intend  to  try  and  make  us  suffer,  do 
you  ?"  t;hrieks  the  lady.  "  A  man  who  strikes  a  little  man  before 
ladies  will  commit  any  act  of  cowardice,  I  dare  say.  And  if  you 
wisli  to  beggar  my  family  because  your  lather  was  a  rogue — " 

"  My  dear  !"  interposes  the  general. 

""Was  n't -he  a  rogue,  Baynes  V  Is  there  any  denying  it? 
Have  n't  you  said  so  a  hundred  and  a  Ifimdi  ed  times  '?  A  nice 
family  to  marry  into  !  No,  Mr.  Firmin  I  You  may  insult  fne  as 
you  please.*  You  may  strike  little  men  before  ladies.  You  may 
lift  your  great  wicked  hand  against  that  poor  old  man  in  one  of 
your  tipsy  fits  ;  but  1  know  a' mother's  love,  a  mother's  duty,  and 
I  desire  that  we  see  you  no  more." 

"  Great  Powers  i"  cries  Philip,  aghast.  "  You  don't  mean  to — 
to  separate  me  from  ClRrlotte,  general !  1  have  your  woid.  You 
encouraged  me.  I  shall  break  my  heart.  I'll  go  down  on  my 
knees  to  that  iellow.  I  '11— oh  1 — j  on  don't  mean  ^  hat  you  say  1" 
And,  scared  and  sobbing,  the  poor  fellow  clasped  his  strong  hands 
together,  and  appealed  to  the  general. 
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ed  in  the  dust  before  her,  and  she  hated  me.  .  I  can  see  her  face 
now :  Ler  crnel  Tello^  face,  and  her  ibarp  teeth,  and  her  grav 
eves.  It  ^as  the  end  of  A-ugajt,  and  poariijg  a  storm  dav 
I'sttip  oie  rev  p'jor  child  -v^as  coLd  and  suirerhii:  up  stairs,  for  I 
heard  tiie  poking  of  a-ire  :a  her  iittlejcora.  When  I  hear  d  tire 
poked  overhead  novr — tweitry  years  after — "he  whole  thing  comes 
baek  to  me:  and  I  siraerjover  again  that  iufernal  aj'jr.y.  Were 
I  to  live- a  thotisand  yc-a^s  I  eouid  not  for-ive  her.  I  never  did 
her  a  wrot;^.  but  I  can't  ibrgive  her.  Ah,  my  heaven,  how  that 
woman  tOT.a;-e  .l  . 

•■  I,think  I  know  one  or  two  sioiiiar  nistan oes,"  said  Mr.  Fir- 
min's  biographer. 

"Yon  are  always  speaking  il!  of  women  ""  s-aid  Mr.  Firmin  s 
bic^apher'i  wife. 

•■Xo.  thank  h-:-aven  '  said  the  gentleman.  ••  I  think  I  know 
frome  of  whom  I  never  thought  or  spjke  a  v.  ord  of  evil.  My 
dear,  wili  von  2ive  Phiiip  some  mjre  tea  '''  and  with  this  the  gen- 
tleman's narrative  is  resumed. 

The  rain  was  beating  down  the  avenue  as  Phi.ip  went  into  the 
street.  He  looked  no  at  Charlotte  s  window  :  bv.t  tiv.re  was  no 
sign.  There  was  a  flicker  of  a  fire  there.  The  poor  girl  had 
the  fever,  and  was  shud  ierina  in  her  little  room,  weepii.o'  and 
sobhinir  on  Mad:»me  S.~olensk  s  shoulder,  ■j^ue  ctiali  -piw.--  a  v.  ir. 
madame  said.  Her  mother  had  told  her  she  must  break  from 
Philip:  had  invented  and  spoken  ahunirei  calumnies  against 
him:  declared  that  he  never  cared  for  her:  that  he  had  loose 
principles,  and  was  for  ever  haunting  theatres  and  lad  compan_\', 
"It  "5  not  true,  mother,  it  s  not  true  the  little  giri  bad  cried, 
flaming  up  in  revolt  for  a  moment:  i-^ut  ;he  soon  subsided  in 
tears  and  misery,  utterly  broken  by  the  thought  oi  her  calamity. 
Then  her  fataer  had  been  broti::ht  to  her,  wao  had  been  made 
to  believe  some  of  the  stories  against  poor  Puilip,  and  who  was 
commaniei  by  his  wife  to  impress  them  upon  the  gnrl.  And 
Baynes  tided  to  obey  orders:  but  he  was  scared  ani  trnel'y 
pained  by  the  sight  of  his  little  maiden's  grief  and  suffering. 
He  attempted  a  weak  expostulation,  and  bejan  a  speech  or  two. 
But  his  heart  failed  him.  He  retreated  behind  his  wife.  S?ie 
never  hesitated  in  speech  or  resolution,  and  her  ianguai-e  be- 
came more  Ditter  as  her  ally  faltered.  Philip  was  a  drunkard : 
Philip  was  a  pradigal;  Philip  was  a  frequenter  of  dissolute 
haunts,  and  loose  companions  She  had  the  best  authority  for 
•what  she  said.  Was  not  a  mother  anxious  for  the  welfare  of 
her  own  child  '.'  f"  Begad,  you  don  t  suopose  your  own  mother 
would  do  anything  that  ^as  not  for  your  welfare,  now  '.■'"  broke 
in  the  general,  teebly.)  ■■  Do  you  think  if  he  had  not  been 
drunk  he  would  have  ventured  to  commit  such  an  a;.ro:iou5  out- 
rage as  that  at  the  Embassy?  And  do  j'ou  suppose  I  want  a 
drunkar<i  and  a.  beggar  to  marry  my  daughter  1-''    "  Toa^  in- 
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pair  of  scissors.  Then  the  little  maid  sat  up  on  her  bed,  with 
her  broTvn  hair  elu~:erir.j  over  her  snoaliriS  :  and  madaiae  took 
a  ]ov_k  of  ir.  and  cut  a  thL-i  curl;  and  kissed  poor  lit'ie  Caar- 
lotte's  red  eves;  ani  iier  ppiie  cheek  oa  the  piiio'-r.  and  eare- 
fully  covered  her;  and  bade  her.  with  iiiitr.y  tvnder  vrords,  to  go 
to  sleep.  "If  vou  are  very  ircoJ,  and  will  iro  to  sleep,  he  shall 
have  it  in  half  an  hour,"  maiaaie  said.-  ■•  And  as  I  tro  do'.vn 
staii-5  I  will  tell  Francoise  to  have  some  tea  ready  for  you  when 
yoit  rini.''  And  this  promise,  a  1 1  the  thought  of  what  madame 
was  goiiig  to»do,  com!br;ed  Criario;:e  in  her  mis-ry.  Ar.d  with 
many  fond,  tond  prayers  for  Pi-iiip.  and  consoled  by  thinking, 
'•  Xow  sb^  mus"  have  gone  the  grt-atL-r  pa;t  of  the  way;  now 
she  must  be  with  him ;  new  he  knows  I  will  ne'.er,  ne^•er  love 
any  but  him,"  she  fell  asleep  at  lenLrrh  on  her  moistened  pillow  : 
and  was?milii:g  in,  her  sleep,  a-.d  I  dare  say  dreajjing  of  Philip, 
when  the  noise  of  the  fall  of  a  piece  of  ihmiiure  roused  ber,  and 
she  awoke  out  of  ' her  drerin  to  see  the  2rim  old  mother,  in  i.er 
white  nijhtc-ap  and  white  dressing-gown,  standing  by  her  side. 

iXev^-r  mind.  ■•  She  h.is  seen  him  now.  She  has  told  him,'' 
was  the  child"?  verv  first  thou;!it  as  her  eves  I'airiv  or.Lued.  ■•  He 
knows  that  I  never,  never  will  think  of  any  but  him."  She  fd: 
as  if  she  was  actually  there  in  Pailip  s  roo:u.  speaking  he;  self  to 
him  :  murmariuj  vow5  which  her  foni  lips  had  whispered 
many  an  hmar.y  a  time  to  her  lover.  And  cow  he  knew  she 
would  never  break  tbcm  siic  was  console  !  and  fcir  more  courai:e. 

••  You  have  had  some  sleep,  Charlotte      asks  31r;.  Bayr.es. 

•■  Tes,  I  have  been  ash'cp.  mamma."  As  she  spea:;s.  she  feels 
under  the  piiioV  a  little  lo.vkrt  contairang — what  '?  I  suppose  a 
scrap  of  iir.  Philip  s  lank  hair. 

'•  I  hope  you  are  in  a  less  wicked  frame  of  micd  than  wher,  I 
left  you  last  night."  continues  the  matron. 

••  as  I  -wi.-sed  for  lovine  Philip'.'  Tn_n  I  a;"a  wicked  s:ill, 
mamma  I" -criei  the  chiid.  sittiii^  up  in  her  bed.  An  I  sue 
clutches  that  little  lock  or  hair  w'aieh  nestles  under  her  pillow. 

•'  A\  hat  nonsense,  child  .  This  is  what  vou  get  out  of  vour 
stupid  novels.  I  tell  vou  he  does  not  think  about  you.  He  is 
quite  a  reckless,  carei-ss  libertine." 

"  l.es,  so  reckless  and  careles?  that  we  owe  him  the  bread  we 
eat.  He  coes  n't  think  of  me  I  Does  n't  he  '?  Ah — "  Here 
she  paused  as  a  elo.'fe;  in  a  neighboring  chamber  besran  to'strike. 
••  Xow  '  she  thought.  ■•  he  has  got  my  m-.-ssa^e  l"  A  smile 
dawned  over  her  tace.  She  sank  b-ack  on  her  piiio  v,  turniiis 
her  head  from  her  motaer.  She  kissed  the  locket,  and  murmur^ 
ed  ;  '•  Xot  think  of  me  I  Don  t  you,  don't  you,  mv  dear  !"  She 
did  not  heed  the  woman  by  her  siie,  hear  her  voice,  or  for  a  mo- 
ment seem  aware  of  her  presence.  Charlotte  was  awav  in 
Philip's  room ;  she  saw  him  talking  with  her  messenser ;  heard 
his  voice  so  deep,  and' so  swe.t ;  knew  that  the  promises  he  had 
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spoken  lie  never  wovild  break.  With  gleaming  eyes  and  flushing 
cheeks  she  looked  at  her  mother,  her  enemy.  She  held  her 
talisman  locket  and  pressed  it  to  her  heart.  No,  she  ->vould  never 
be  untrue  to  him  !  No,  he  would  never,  never  desert  her !  And 
as  Mrs.  Bayues  looked  at  the  honest  indignation  beaming  in  the 
child's  face  she  read  Charlotte's  revolt,  defiance,  perhaps  victory. 
The  meek  child,  who  never  before  had  (questioned  an  order  or 
formed  a  wish  which  she  would  not  sacriiice  at  her  mother's 
order,  was  now  in  arms  asserting  independence.  But  I  should 
think  mamma  is  not  going  to  give  up  the  command  Sfter  a  single 
act  of  revolt,  and  that  shfe  will  try  more  attempts  than  one  to 
cajole  or  coerce  her  rebel. 

Meanwhile  let  Fancy  leave  the  talisman  locket  nestling  on 
Charlotte's  little  heart  (in  which  soft  shelter  methinks  it  were 
pleasant  to  linger).    Let  her  wrap  a  shawl  rotmd  her,  and  affix 
to  her  feet  a  pair  of  stout  galoshes ;  let  her  walk  rapidly  through 
the  muddy  Champs  Elyse'es,  where,  in  this  inclement  season,  only 
a  few  policemen  and  artisans  are  to  be  found  moving.    Let  her 
pay  a  halfpenny  at  the  Pont  des  Invalides,  and  so  march  stoutly 
along  the  quays,  by  the  Chamber  of  Deputies — where  as  yet 
deputies  assemble — and  trudge  along  the  river-side,  until  she 
reaches  Seine  street,  into  which,  as  you  all  know,  the  Rue 
Poussin  debouches.    This  was  the  road  brave  Madame  Smolensk 
took  on  a  gusty,  rainy  autumn  morning,  and  on  foot,  for  five- 
franc  pieces  were  scarce  with  the  good  woman.    Before  the 
Hotel  Poussin  {ah,  qu'on  y  eiait  Men  a  chujl  cms  .')  is  a  little  paint- 
ed wicket  which  opens,  ringing,  and  then  there  is  the  passage, 
you  know,  with  the  stair  leading  to  the  upper  regions,  to 
Monsieur  Philip's  room,  which  is  on  the  first  floor,  as  is  that  of 
Bouchard,  the  painter,  who  has  his  atelier  over  the  way.    A  bad 
painter  is  Bouchard,  but  a  worthy  friend,  a  cheery  companion, 
a  modest,  amiable  gentleman.    And  a  rare  good  fellow  is  Laberge 
of  the  second  floor,  the  poet  from  Carcassonne,  who  pretends  to 
be  .stud3i!ig  law,  but  whose  heart  is  with  the  Muses,  and  whose 
talk  is  of  Victor  Hugo  and  Alfred  de  Musset,  whose  verses  he 
will  repeat  to  all  comers.    Near  Laberge  (I  think  I  have  heard 
Philip  say)  lived  Escasse,  a  Southern  man  too — a  capitalist — a 
clei  k  in  a  bank,  quoi  /—whose  apartment  waS  decorated  sumptu- 
ously with  his  own  furniture,  who  had  Spanish  wine  and  sausages 
in  cup'boards,  and  a  bag  of  dollars  for  a  friend  in  need,  "is 
Eseasse  alive  still  ?  Philip  Firmin  wonders,  and  that  old  colonel 
who  lived  on  the  same  floor,  and  who  had  been  a  prisoner  in 
England  ?    What  wonderful  descriptions  that  Colonel  Dujarret 
bad' of  les  meess  Anglaises  and  their  singularities  of  dress  and 
behavior !    Though  conquered  and  a  prisoner,  what  a  con- 
queror and  enslaver  he  was,  when  in  our  country  !    You  see  in 
his  rough  way,  Philip  used  to  imitate  these  people  to  his  friends 
and  we  almost  fancied  we  could  see  the  hotel  before  us.    It  was 
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very  clean ;  it  was  very  cheap  ;  it  was  very  dark ;  it  was  very 
clieerful — cnpital  cofi'ee  ,aiid  bread  and  butter  for  breakfast  for 
fifteen  sons  ;  capital  bedroom  au  premier  for  thirty  francs  a 
month- — dinner  if  you  would  for  I  forget  how  little,  and  a  merry 
talk  round  the  pipes  and  the  grog  afterward — the  grog,  or  the 
modest  eau  sucree.  Here  Colonel  Dujarret  recorded  his  victo- 
ries over  both  sexe?.  Here  Colonel  Tymowski  sighed  over  his 
enslaved  Poland.  Tymowski  was  the  second  who  was  to  act  for 
-Philip  in  case  the  Ringwood  Twysden  affair  should  have  come  to 
any  violent  conclusion.  Here  Laberge  bawled  poetry  to  Philip, 
who,  no  doubt,  in  his  turn,  confided  to  the  young  Frenchman 
his  own  Lopes  and  passion.  Deep  in  the  night  he  would  sit 
talking  of  his  love,  of  her  goodness,  of  her  beauty,  of  her  inno- 
cence, of  her  dreadful  mother,  of  her  good  old  father — que  sais- 
je  ?  Have  v/e  not  said  that  when  this  man  had  anything  on  his 
mind  straightway  he  bellowed  forth  his  opinions  to  the  universe  ? 
Philip,  away  from  his  love,  would  roar  out  her  praises  for  hours 
and  hours  to  Laberge,  until  the  candles  burned  down,  until  the 
hour  for  rest  was  come,  and  could  be  delayed  no  longer.  Then 
he  would  hie  to  bed  with  a  prayer  for  her ;  and  the  very  instant 
he  awoke  begin  to  think  of  her,  and  bless  her,  and  thank  God 
for  her  love.  Poor  as  Mr.  Philip  was,  yet  as  the  possessor  of 
health,  content,  honor,  and  that  priceless  pure  jewel,  the  girl's 
lov(*,  1  think  we  will  not  pity  him  much  ;  though,  as  for  the  night 
when  he  received  his  dismissal  li'om  Mrs.  Paynes,  ^le  mu^t  have 
passed  an  awful  time,  to  be  sure.  Toss,  Phiiip,  on  your  bed  of 
pain,  and  doubt,  and  fear.  Toll,  heavy  hours,  from  night  till 
dawn.  Ah  !  't  was  a  weary  night  through  whicli  two  sad  young 
hearts  heard  "you  tolling. 

At  a  pretty  early  hour  the  various  occupants  of  the  crib  at  the 
Rue  Poussin  used  to  appear  in  the  dingy  little  salle-a-manger, 
and  partake  of  the  brcakla.st  there  provided.  Monsieur  Menou, 
in  his  shirt-sleeves,  shared  and  distributed  the  meal.  Madame 
Menou,  with  a  Madras  handkerchief  round  her  grizzling  head, 
laid  down  the  smoking  coflFee  on  the  shining  oil-cloth,  while  each 
guest  helped  himself  out  of  a  little  museum  of  napkins  to  his 
own  particular  towel.  The  room  was  small ;  the  breakfast  was 
not  fine  ;  tlie  guests  who  partook  of  it  were  certainly  not  re- 
markable for  the  luxury  of  clean  linen  ;  but  Phihp,  who  is  many 
years  older  now  than  wjhen  he  dwelt  in  this  hotel,  and  is  not 
pinched  for  money  at  all,  you  *vill  be  pleased  to  hear  (and,  be- 
tweeia  ourselves,  has  become  rather  a  gourmand),  declares  he  was 
a  very  happy  youth  at  this  humble  Hotel  Poussin,  and  sighs  for 
the  days  when  he  was  sighing  for  Miss  Charlotte. 

Well,  he  has  passed  a  dreadful  night  of  gloom  and  terror. 
I  doubt  that  he  has  bored  Laberge  very  much  with  his  tears  and 
despondency.  And  now  morning  has  come,  and  as  he  is  having 
bis  breakfast  with  on^  or  more  of  the  before-named  worthies,  the 
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little  c  ^^•-^^ai■-"^o^k  enters  j-inninT.  p!ume^  unier  h;5  arm, 
and  :r:s5.  ■•  L'rit  da.ae  f  :.ur  M.  Piii  ippi  "' 

■■  Une  dami."  says  :ne  Frrnjh  ji)ione!.  -:o^':.j  up  iroja  hi? 
pjT;.er  :  "  a'V;.  rLiuvnis  suiet  "' 

•■Grc::\d  Diiu  '  pt;.;.;  bii  iiapp?nei  ?"  criis  Phi'ip.  r'laning 
for^arJ.  as  bt:  reccc-riizes  ruji^^d's  rail  figure  i:i  :he  passage. 
Th;-y  20  up  to  Lis  roo2i.  I  suppose.  rega".lL'=s  of  rb;  zriiis  and 
sneers  of  the  iittl'^  hoy  ivitl  the  p  umet,  -ivao  aids  the  maid-servant 
to  make  the  bids,  and  who  things  Mja-iour  Philippe  has  a  very 
elderly  a/'j'.Taiiiraii  /e. 

Piii'.lp  cioses  the  door  unon  liis  visitor,  -xho  looks  at  hitn  with  so 
mnch  hope,  ki.idness.  eonfl  ience  in  her  eyes,  that  the  poor  fe'doTr 
is  enjoarajel  alaijs:  ere  sh;  begins  to  sneak.  ••  Tes.  yea  i.ave 
ressjn:  I  come  from  the  little  person."  Mi^anie  Smolensk  ^:i.'d  : 
■•  the  means  of  resisting  that  poor  d^ar  anj-i !  S*e  iias  passrd  a 
sai  night.  What  ?  You.  too,  have  n  jt  b^en  in  bed.  poor  young 
man  I"  Indeed  Pnilin  had  only  thrown  hlnis-lf  on  his  bed.  aud 
had  kicked  th-re.  ani  liad  groaned  tnere.  and  hal  tossed  there  : 
and  had  tried  to  real.  anH.  I  d.^re  say,  r?3ivmb;red  afterwarL 
with  a  srranjre  intcres".  the  bcKjk  he  rea  i.  and  that  other  thought 
vrhijh  —as  throbbing  in  his  brain  ad  the  time  while  he  was  read- 
ing, and  whiie  the  ^7a.-te:-:.  hours  went  wearily  toliinr  by, 

■■Xo.  in  ett'ict,"  se.vs  r^oor  Piddp.  rollinir  a  dismal  .-ijarette  : 
'•the  night  ha;  not  be-a  too  fine.  And  she  has  suiierei  too? 
Heaven  bless  her  1''  And  then  iMadame  >-no.ensk  tol-1  how  the 
little  dear  angel  had  .jried  all  the  n.;ht  long,  and  how  the 
Smolensk  hai  not  sue'-  eeu  .  u  in  eotnfortir.g  her,  nntil  she  prom- 
ised she  wouhi  go  to  Pidlip.  and  tell  him  that  his  Charlotte  would 
be  his  for  ever  anl  ever  ;  that  shr  never  eonii  think  of  any  man 
but  him:  thit  i;e  was  the  brst.  and  the  djar-st.  and  the  bravest, 
and  the  truest  Pii;.  p.  and  tnat  she  ;;u  not  believe  one  word 
of  those  wieked  st  trlt-  told  acrainst  him  by  —  ••  Hold.  IMonsleur 
Philippe  ;  I  sup-  ose  lMa::anie  la  Generaie  has  been  talking  about 
Tou,  and  lov.,-s  yoti -no  ntjre."'  eried  IMaliame  Smolenss  ;  ■■we 
other  womer.  are  assassins — assassins,  see  yoQ  1  But  IMadame  la 
Generaie  wcut  too  tar  with  the  little  maid.  Sue  is  an  ooedient 
little  maid,  the  dear  miss ' — tremtiing  before  her  mother,  and 
always  ready  to  yiel  i — only  no—  her  spirit  's  rous-d  r  and  she  is 
yours,  and  yours  only.  Tee  little  dear,  gentle  child  '  Ah.  how 
pretty  she  was.  leaning  on  my  shoulder  1  I  he.d  her  there — ^'es, 
there,  my  poor  garcon.  and  I  cut  |his  from  her  neck,  and  brou'shc 
it  to  thee.  Come,  embra:e  me.  Weep  :  that  does  ;ood.  P^iap. 
I  love  thee  wdl.  Go— and  thy  little —  It  is  an  angel  And 
so.  in  the  hour  of  their  pain,  myriads  of  manlv  hearts  have 
found  woman  s  love  ready  to  sjjthe  th-ir  an^ruishl 

Lea-,  ing  to  Pnilip  that  thick  curling  loik  of  brown  h-air  (from 
a  head  w^er^  now.  mayhap,  there  is  a  line  or  two  of  matron 
silver),  this  Samaritan  piols  her  way  bitk  to  her  own  hotise, 
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turn  the  angry  current  of  talk.  "  Un  petit  canard  delicieux,  gout- 
ez-en,  madame  !"  she  cries.  Honest  Colonel  Bunch  sees  the  lit- 
tle maid  with  eyes  flashing  with  anger,  and  trembling  in  every 
limb.  The  offered  duck  having  failed  to  create  a  diversion,  he 
too  tries  a  feeble  commonplace.  "  A  little  difference,  my  dear," 
he  says,  in  an  under  voice.  "  There  will  be  such  in  the  best- 
regulated  families.  Canard sauvage  ires  bong,  madame,  avec .  " 
but  he  is  allowed  to  speak  uo  more,  for 

"  AVhat  would  you  do.  Colonel  Bunch,"  little  Charlotte  breaks 
out  with  her  poor  llitle  ringing,  trembling  voice — "  that  is,  if 
you  were  a  young  man,  if  another  young  mau  struck  you  and 
insulted  you  ?"  I  say  she  utters  this  in  such  a  clear  voice  that 
Madeleine  the  femme  de  chambre,  that  Joseph  the  footman,  that 
all  the  guests  hear,  that  all  the  knives  and  forks  stop  their  clat- 
tei'.  - 

"  Faith,  my  dear,  I 'd  knock  him  down  if  I  could,"  says  Bunch  ; 
and  he  catches  hold  of  the  little  maid's  sleeve,  and  would  stop 
"her  speaking  if  he  could. 

"  And  that  is  what  Philip  did,"  cries  Charlotte,  aloud  ;  "and 
mamma  has  turned  him  out  of  the  house — yes,  out  of  the  house 
for  acting  like  a  man  of  honor !" 

"  "  Go  to  your  room  this  instant,  Miss  !"  shrieks  mamma.  As 
for  old  Baynes,  his  stained  old  uniform  is  not  more  dingy-red 
than  his  wrinkled  fac!e  and  his  throbbing  temples.  lie  blushes 
under  his  wig,  no  doubt,  could  ive  see  beneath  that  ancient  arti- 
fice. 

"  What  is  it  ?  Madam  your  mother  dismisses  you  of  my  table  ? 
I  will  come  with  yoii,%iy  dear  Miss  Charlotte !"  says  madame,  with 
much  dignity.  "  Serve  the  sugared  plate,  Joseph !  My  ladies,  you 
will  excuse  me !  I  go  to  attend  the  dear  miss  who  seems  to  me  ill." 
And  she  rises  up,  and  slie  follows  poor  little,  blushing,  burning, 
weeping  Charlotte  ;  and  again,  I  have  no  doubt,  takes  her  ia  her 
arms,  and  kisses,  and  cheers,  and  caresses  her — at  the  threshold  ol 
the  door — there  by  the  staircase,  among  the  cold  dislies  of  the  din- 
ner, where  Moira  and  Macgrigor  h^id  one  moment  before  been 
marauding. 

"  Courage,  ma  fille — courage,  mon  enfant !  Tenez !  Behold 
something  to  console  thee  !"  and  madame  takes  out  of  her  pock- 
et a  little  letter  and  gives  it  to  the  eirl,  who  at  siarht  of  it  kisses 
the  superscription,  and  then  in  an  anguish  of  love,  and  joy,  and 
grief,  falls  on  the  neck  of  the  kind  woman,  v/ho  consoles  Iier  in 
her  misery.  Whose  writing  is  it  Charlotte  kisses  V  Can  you 
guess  by  any  means  V  Upon  my  word,  Madame  Smolensk,  I 
never  recommend  ladles  to  take  daughters  to  your  boarding- 
house.  And  I  like  you  so  much,  I  would  not  tell  of  you,  but  j'ou 
know  the  house  shut  up  this  many  a  long  day.  Oh  1  the  years 
slip  away  fugacious ;  and  the  grass  has  grown  over  graves ;  and 
m!any  and  many  joys  and  sorrows  have  been  born  and  have  died 
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spurn.    I  see.    I  shrug  my  shoulders.    I  smile :  and  you  call  me 
cynic. 

It  was  long  before  Philip  could  comprehend  wh)'  Charlotte's 
mother  turned  upon  him,  and  tried  to  force  her  daughter  to  for- 
sake him.  "  I  have  offended  the  old  woman  in  a  hundred  ways," 
he  would  say.  "  My  tobacco  annoys  her;  my  old  clothes  offend 
her ;  the  very  English  I  speak  is  often  .Greek  to  her,  and  she 
can  no  more  construe  my  sentences  than  I  can  the  Hindoostanee 
jargon  she  talks  to  her  husband  at  dinner."  "  My  dear  fel- 
low, if  you  had  ten  thousand  a  year  she  w®uld  try  and  construe 
your  sentences,  or  accept  them  even  if  not  understoqd,"  I  would 
.reply.  And  some  men  whom  you  and  I  know  to  be  mean,  and 
to  be  false,  and  to  be  flatterers" and  parasites,  and  to  be  inexora- 
bly hard  and  cruel  in  their  own  private  circles,  will  surely  pull 
a  long  face  to-morrow,  and  say,  "  Oh  !  the  man 's  so  cynical." 

I  acquit  Baynes  of  what  ensued.  I  liold  Mrs.  B.  to  have  been 
the  criminal,  the  stupid  criminal.  The  husband,  like  niany  oth- 
er men  extremely  brave  in  active  life,  was  at  home  ti'nid  and  ir- 
resolute. Of  two  heads  that  lie  side  by  side  on  the  same  pillow 
for  thirty  years,  one  mi'.st  contain  the  stronger  power,  the  more 
enduring  resolution.  Ba3'nes,  away  from  his  wife,  was  shrewd, 
courageous,  gay  at  times ;  when  with  her  he  was  fascinated,  torpid 
under  the  power  of  this  baleful  superior  creature.  "Ah,  when 
we  were  subs  together  in  camp  in  1803,'  what  a  lively  fellow 
Charley  Ba}  nes  was  !"  his  comrade,  Colonel  Bunch,  would  say. 
That  was  before  lie  ever  saw  his  wife's  yellow  face,  and  what  a 
slave  she  Wis  made  of  him  ! 

After  that  fatal  conversation  which  enstied  on  the  day  suc- 
ceeding the  ball,  Philip  did  not  come  to  dinner  at  madame's,  ac-, 
cording  to  his  custom.  Mrs.  Ba3  nes  told  no  family  stories,  and 
Colonel  Bunch,  who  had  no  special  likintr  for  the  young  gentleman, 
did  not  trouble  himself  to  make  any  inquiries  about  him.  One, 
two,  three  days  passed,  and  no  Philip.  At  last  the  colonel  says 
to  the  general,  with  a  sly  look  at  Charlotte,  "Baynes,  where  is 
,  our  young  friend  with  the  mustaches  V  We  have  not  seen  him 
these  three  days."  And  he  gives  an  arch  look  at  poor  Charlotte., 
A  burning  blush  flamed  up  in  little  Charlotte's  pale  face  as  she 
looked  at  her  patents  and  then  at  their  old  friend.  "Mr.  Fir- 
min  does  not  come  because  papa  and  mamma  have  forbidden 
him,"  says  Charlotte.  "I  suppose  he  only  comes"  where  he  is 
welcome."  And  having  made  this  audacious  speech,  I  suppose 
the  little  maid' tossed  her  little  head  up,  anil  wondered,  in  the 
silence  which  ensued,  whether  ai!  the  company  could  heat  her 
heart  thumping. 

Madame,  from  her  central  place  where  she  is  carving,  sees, 
from  tJiC  kiokgof  her  guests,  the  imiignant  flushes  on  Chai-lotte's 
face,  the  confusion  on  her  father's,  the  wrath  on  Mrs.  Baynes'; 
that  some  dreadful  words  are  passing,  and  in  vain  endeavors  to 
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CHAPTER  XXVI. 

CONTAINS    A    TUG    OF  WAR. 

Who  was  the  first  to  spread  the  repoH  that  Ehilip  was  a  prodi- 
gal who  had  ruined  his  poor  confiding  father  ?  I  thought  I  knew 
a  person  who  might  be  interested  in  getting  under  any  shelter, 
and  sacrifice  even  his  own  son  for  his  own  atWantage.  I  thought 
1  knew  a  man  who  had  done  as  much  already,  and  surely  might 
do  so  again  ;  but  my  wife  flew  into  one  of  her  tempests  of  indig- 
nation when  I  hinted  something  of  this,  clutched  her  own  chil- 
dren to  her  heart,  according  to  her  maternal  wont,  asked  me  was 
there  any  power  would  cause  me  to  belie  thenif  and  sternly  re- 
buked me  for  daring  to  be  so  wicked,  heartless,  and  cynical.  My 
dear  craature,  wrath  is  no  answer.  You  will  call  me  heartless 
and  cynic  for  saying  men  are  false  and  wicked.  Hav(3  you  never 
heard  to  what  lengths  some  bankrupts  will  go?  To  appease  the 
wolves  who  chase  them  in  the  winter  forest,  have  yoTl  not  read 
how  some  travellers  will  cast  all  their  provisions  out  of  the  sledge '? 
Then,  when  all  the  provisions  are  gone,  don't  you  know  that 
they  will  fling  out  perhaps  the  sister,  perhaps  the  mother,  per- 
haps the  baby,  the  little,  dear,'tender  innocent?  Don't  you  see 
him  tumblitig  among  the  howling  pack,  and  the  wolffes  gnash- 
ing, gnawing,  crashing,  gobbling  him  up  in  the  snow  ?  Oh,  hor- 
ror, horror !  M}'  wife  clutches  all  the  young  ones  to  her  breast 
as  I  utter  these  fiendish  remarks.  She  hugs  them  in  her  em- 
brace, and  says,  "  For  shame !''  and  that  I  am  a  monster,  and  so 
on.  Go  to.  Go  down  on  your  knees,  woman,  and  acknowledge 
the  sinfulness  of  our  human  kind.  How  long  had  our  race  ex- 
isted ere  murder  and  violence  began?  and  how  old  was  the  world 
ere  brother  slew  brother  ? 

Well;  my  wife  and  I  came  to  a  compromise.  I  might  have  my 
opinion,  but  was  there  any  need  to  communicate  it  to  poor  Phi- 
lip ?  No,  surely.  So  I  nevci-  sent  him  the  extract  from  the 
New  York  Emerald;  though,  of  course,  some  othr-r  good-na- 
tured friend  did,  and  I  don't  think  my  magnanimous  friend  cared 
much.  As  for  supposing  that  his  own  father,  to  cover  his  own 
character,  would  lie  away  hrs  son's — such  a  piece  of  artifice  was 
quite  beyond  Philip's  comprehenfion,  who  has  been  all  his  life 
slow  in  appreciating  roguery,  or  recognizing  that  there  is  mean- 
ness and  double-dealing  in  the  world.  When  he  once  comes  to 
understand  the  fact ;  \<rhen  he  once  comprehends  that  TartufFe 
is  a  humbug  and  swelling  Eufo  is  a  toady,  then  my  friend  be- 
comes as  absurdly  indignant  and  mistrustful  as  before  he  was  ad- 
miring and  confiding.  Ah,  Philip !  TartufFe  has  a  number  of 
good,  respectable  qualifies;  and  Bufo,  though  an  underground 
envious  toady,  may  have  a  precious  Jewel  in  his  head.  'T  is  you 
are  cynical,    /  see  the  good  equalities  in  these  rascals  whom  you 
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■NT  usual,  until  you  hear  further  from  me,  as  Doctor  Bran- 

rtoii.  New  York.  .  I  wonder  whether  Lord  Bstridgo  has  asked  you  after 
his  old  college  friend  !  When  he  was  Headbury  and  at  Trinity,  he 
and  a  certain  pensioner  whom  men  used  to  nickname  Brummell  Firmin 
were  said  to  bo  the  best  dressed  men  in  the  university.  Bstridgo  hag 
advanced  to  rank,  to  honors  !  You  may  rely  on  it  that  he  will  have  one 
of  the  very  next  vacant  garters.  What  a  diiforent,  what  an  unfortunate 
career,  has  been  his  quondam  friend's! — an  exile,  an  inhabitant  of  a 
small  room  in  a  great  hotel,  where  I  sit  at  a  scrambling  public  table 
with  all  sorts  of  coarse  people !  The  way  in  which  they  bolt  their  din- 
ner, often  with  a  knife,  shocks  me.  Your  remittance  was  most  welcome, 
small  as  it  was.  It  shows  my  Philip  has  a  kind  heart.  Ah  !  why,  why 
are  you  thinking  of  marriage,  who  are  so  poor  ?  By  the  way,  your  en- 
couraging account  of  your  circumstances  has  induced  me  to  draw  upon 
you  for  one  hundred  dollars.  The  bill  iviU  go  to  Europe  by  the  packet 
which  carries  this  letter,  and  has  kindly  been  cashed  for  me  by  my 
friends.  Messrs.  Plaster  and  Shiuman,  of  Wall-street,  respected  ijank- 
ers  of  this  city.  Leave  your  card  with  Mrs.  Toitle.  Her  husband  him- 
self may  be  useful  to  you  and  your  ever  attached  Father." 

We  take  the  New  York  Emerald  at  Bays',  and  in  it  1  had  read 
a  very  ainusini;  account  of  our  friend  Philip,  in  an  ingenious 
correspondence  entitled  "Letters  from  an  Attache,"  which  ap- 
peared in  that  journal.  I  even  copied  the  paragraph  to  show  to 
my  wife,  gnd  perhaps  to  forward  ,fo  our  friend. 

"I"_promise  you,"  wrote  the  attache,  '-the  new  country  did 
not  disgrace  the  old  at  the  British  Embassy  ball  on  Queen  Vic's 
birthday.  Colonel  Z.  B.  Hoggins'  lady,'  of  Albany,  and  the 
peerless  bride  of  Elijah  J.  Dibbs,  of  Twenty-ninth-street,  in  your 
city,  were  the  observed  of  all  observers  for  splendor,  for  elegance, 
for  refined  native  beauty.  The  royal  dultes  danced  with  no- 
body else  :  and  at  the  attention  of  one  of  the  princes  to  the  lovely 
INIiss  Dibbs,  I  observed  his  royal  duchess  looked  as  black  as 
thunder.  Supper  handsome.  Back  Delmonico  to  beat  it. 
Champagne  so  so.  By  the  way,  the  young  fellow  who  writes 
here  lor  the  Pall  Mall  Ga::e(te  got  toj  much  of  the  champagne 
on  board — as  usual,  I  am  told.  The  Honorable  R.  Twysden,  of 
London,  was  rude  to  my  young  chap's  partner,  or  winked  at  him 
offensively,  or  trod  on  liis  toe,  or  I  don't  know  what — but  young 
F.  followed  him  into  tlie  garden;  hit  out  at  him :  sent  him  fly- 
ing, like  a  spread  eagle,  into  the  midst  of  an  illumination,  and 
left  him  there  sprawling.  Wild,  rampageous  fellow,  this  young 
F  ;  has  already  spent  his  own  fortune,  and  ruined  his  poor  old 
father,  who  has  been  forced  to  cross  the  water.  Old  Louis  Phi- 
lippe went  away  early.  He  talked  long  with  our  minister  about 
his  travels  in  our  country.  I  was  standing  by,  but  in  course  ain't 
so  ill-bred  as  to  say  what  passed  between  thejB." 

This  is  the  way  histo'y  is  written.  I  dare  say  about  others 
besides  Philip,  in  EngUsh  papers  as  well  as  American,  have  fables 
been  narrated. 
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•  • .  .yon  know  the  rest.    Whatever  onr  fortune  may  be,  I  hope  that  my 
Philip  and  his  father  will  bear  it  with  the  courage  of  gentlemen. 

"  Our  papers  have  announced  the  death  of  your  poor  mother's  uncle, 
Lord  Ringwood,  and  I  had  a  fond  lingering  hope  that  he  might  have 
left  some  token  of  remembrance  to  his  brother's  grandson.  He  has  not. 
You  have  proham  pauperiem  sine  dote.  Tou  have  courage,  health, 
strength,  and.talent.  I  was  in  greater  straits  than  you  are  at  your  age. 
J/y  father  was  not  as  indulgent  as  yours,  I  hope  and  trust,  has  been. 
From  debt  and  dependence  I  worked  myself  up  to  a  proud  position  by 
my  own  efforts.  That  thfc  storm  overtook  me  and  engulfed  me  afterward 
is  true.  But  I  am  like  the  merchant  of  my  favorite  poet :  I  still  hope 
— ay,  at  sixty-three!  to  mend  my  shattered  ships,  indocUis  pauperiem 
pati.  I  still  hope  to  pay  back  to  my  dear  boy  that  fortune  which  ought 
to  have  been  his,  and  which  went  down  in  my  own  shipwreck.  Some- 
thing tells  me  I  must,  I  will ! 

"I  agree  with  you  that  your  escape  from  Agues  Twysden  has  been  a 
piece  of  good  fortune  for  yoxt,  and  am  much  diverted  by  your  account  of 
her  dusky  inamorato.  Between  ourselves,  the  fondness  of  the  Twysdens 
for  money  amounted  to  meanness.  And  though  I  always  received 
Twysden  in  dear  old  Parr-street,  as  I  trust  a  gentleman  should,  his  com- 
pany was  insufferably  tedious  to  me,  and  his  vulgar  loquacity  odious. 
His  son  also  was  little  to  my  taste.  Indeed  I  was  heartily  relieved  when 
I  found  your  connection  with  that  family  was  over,  knowing  their  ra- 
pacity about  money,  and  that  it  was  your  fortune,  not  you,  they  were 
anxious  to  secure  for  Agnes. 

'"  You  will  be  glad  to  hear  that  I  am  in  not  inconsiderable  practice 
already.  My  reputation  as  a  physician  had  preceded  me  to  this  coun- 
try. My  work  on  G-out  was  favorably  noticed  here,  and  in  Philadel- 
phia, and  in  Boston,  xiy  the  scientific  journals  of  those  great  cities. 
People  are  more  generous  and  compassionate  toward  misfortune  here 
than  in  our  cold-hearted  island.  I  could  mention  several  gentlemen  of 
New  York  who  have  suffered  shipwreck,  like  myself,  and  are  now  pros- 
perous and  respected.  I  had  the  good  fortune  to  be  of  considerable 
professional  service  to  Colonel  J.  B.  Fogle,  of  New  York,  on  our  voyage 
out;  and  the  colonel,  who  is  a  leading  personage  here,  has  shown  him- 
self not  at  all  ungrateful.  Those  who  fancy  that  at  Xew  York  people 
can  not  appreciate  and  understand  the  manners  of  a  gentleman,  are  not 
a  little  mistahe7i ;  and  a  man  who,  like  mj'self,  has  lived  with  the  best 
society  in  London,  has,  I  flatter  myself,  not  lived  in  that  society  quite 
in  vain.  The  colonel  is  proprietor  and  editor  of  one  of  the  most  bril- 
liant and  influential  journals  of  the  city.  Tou  know  that  arm^  and  the 
toga  are  often  worn  here  by  the  same  individual,  and. . . 

"I  had  actually  written  thus  far  when  i  read  in  the  coloeel's  paper, 
the  New  York  Emerald,  an  account  of  your'tiattle  with  your  cousin  at 
the  Embassy  ball.  Oh,  you  pugnacious  Philip  !  Well,  young  Twysden 
was  very  vulgar,  very  rude,  and  overbearing,  and.  I  have  no  doubt,  de- 
served the  chastisement  j'ou  gave  him.  By  the  way,  the  correspondent, 
of  the  E:neruhl  makes  some  droll  blunders  regarding  you  in  his  letter. 
We  are  dll  fair  game  for  publicity  in  this  country,  where  the  press  is  free 
ici'A  a  vengeance  ;  and  your  private  affairs,  or  mine,  or  the  President's, 
or  our  gracious  Queen's,  for  the  matter  of  that,  are  discussed  with  a 
freedom  which  certainly  amomits  to  license.  The  colonel's  lady  is  pass- 
ing the  winter  in  Paris,  ivLere  I  should  wish  you  to  pay  your  respects 
to  her.  Her  husband  has  been  most  kind  to  me.  I  am  told  that  Mrs. 
F.  lives  in  the  very  choicest  French  society,  and  the  friendship  of  this 
family  may  he  useful  to  you  as  to  your  affectionate  father, 
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kindness  and  forbearance  on  a  previous  occasion.  But  the  gen- 
eral will  not  hear  of  the  continuance  of  the  connection.  He  says 
the  young  man's  conduct  has  been  too  gross  and  shameful ;  and 
when  once  roused,  you  know,  I  might  as  well  attempt  to  chain  a 
tiger  as  Baynes.  Our  poor  CharVill  suffer,  no  doubt,  in  con- 
sequence ot  the  behavior  of  this  brute,  but  she  has  ever  been  an 
ooeaient  child,  who  knows  how  to  honor  her  father  and  mother. 
S?te  bears  up  wonderfully,  though,  of  course,  the  dear  child  suf- 
fers at  the  parting.  J  think  if  she  were  to  go  to  .vou  and  Mac- 
Whirter  at  Tours  for  a  month  or  tv:o,  she  would  be  aU  the  better 
for  change  of  air,  too,  dear  Mae.  Come  and  fetch  her,  and  we 
will  pay  the  dawlc.  She  would  go  to  certain  poverty  and  wretch- 
edness did  she  marry  thfs  most  violent  and  disreputable  young 
man.    The  general  send*  regards  to  Ma?,  and  I  a"m,"  etc. 

That  these  were  the  actual  words  of  Mrs.  Baynes'  letter  I  can 
not,  as  a  veraeious  biographer,  take  upon  myself  to  say.  I  never 
saw  t'le  document,  though  I  have  had  the  good  fortune  to  peruse 
others  from  the  same  hand.  Charlotte  saw  the  letter  some  time' 
after,  when  on  a  visit  to  her  aunt  at  Tours,  and  when  a  quarrel 
occurred  between  the  two  sisters — Mrs.  Major  and  Mrs.  General 
— and  Charlotte? mentioned  the  contents  of  the  letter  to  a  friend 
of  mine  who  has  talked  to  me  about  his  affairs,  and  especially  his 
love  affairs,  for  many  and  many  a  long  hour.  And  shrewd  old 
.woman  as  Mrs.  Baynes  may  be,  you  may  see  how  utterly  she  was 
mistaijen  in  fancying  that  her  daughter's* obedience  was  still 
secure.  The  little  maid  had  left  father  and  mother,  at  first  with 
their  eager  sanction  ;  her  love  had  been  given  to  Firmin  ;  and 
an  inmate — a  prisoner  if  you  will — under  her  father's  roof,  her 
heart  remained  v\'ith  Phiiip.  however  time  or  distance  might  sep- 
arate them. 

And  wo-^i,  a;  we  Lave  the  command  of  Philip's  desk,  and  are 
free  to  oiJtn  and  read  the  private  letteis  which  relate  to  his  his- 
tor}',  I  tiike  leave  to  put  in  a  document  which  was  penned  in  his 
place  of  exile  by  his  worthy  father,  upon  receiving  the  news  of 
the  quarrel  described  in  the  last  chapter  of  these  memoirs: 

.  "AsTOK  HocsE.  Xew  Yokk,  Sf^ptember  27. 

"'  Dkar  Philip  :  I  receive  1  the  nsw;  in  your  last  kind  and  aiTecti.a- 
ate  letter  vith  not  uniuiiiiled  pleasure  ;  Lut  ah,  wliat  pleasure  in  life 
does  not  carry  it.;  o.marl  illiquid  along  trith  it?  That  yon  are  hearty, 
cheeiful,  and  indastriou?,  earni.^^  a  small  oorapetenee,  I  am  pleased  in- 
deed to  think  :  that  yoa  talk  about  being  married  to  a  penniless  girl  I 
can'i  say  g'ives  me  a  very  sinc  ere  plsasur:-.  With  your  jrood  lool:.?.  ;;ood 
mannirs.  aTtainments.  you  might  Lave  hoped  for  a  better  match  than  a 
half-pay  otSc  r's  daugiiter.  Sut  it  is  useless  speculating  on  what 
niigbc  have  been.  We  are.  puppets  in  the  bands  of  fate,  most  of  us. 
Y>'e  are  carried  along  by  a  povrer  stronger  than  ourselves.  It  has  driv- 
en me.  at  sixty  years  of  ;.ge.  frum  competence,  general  respect,  high 
position,  to  poverty  and  c  iie.  So  be  it  1  laiido  manentem,  as  my  de- 
lightful old  friend  and  philosopher  teacher  me — celercs  quatit  pennai 
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already  betrothed  before  heaven;  and  I  should  despise  you, 
Charlotte,  I  should  despise  him,  were  either  to  draw  back."  This 
little  point  being  settled  in  Miss  Charlotte's  mind,  1  can  fancy 
she  is  immensely  soothed  and  comforted;  that  hope  and  courage 
settle  in  her  heart;  that  the  color  comes  back  to  her  young 
cheeks:  that  she  can  come  and  join  her  family  as  she  did  yester- 
day. "I  told  you  she  never  cared  about  him,"  says  Mrs.  Baynes 
to  her  husband.  "  Faith  no,  she  can't  have  cared  for  him  much," 
says  Baynes,  with  something  of  a  sorrow  that  his  girl  should  be 
80  light-minded.  But  you  and  I,  who  have  been  behind  the 
scenes,  who  have  peeped  into  Philip's  bedroom  and  behind  poor 
Charlotte's  modest  curtains,  know  that  the  girl  had  revolted  from 
her  parents  ;  and  so  children  will,  if  the  authority  exercised  over 
them  is  too  tyrannical  or  unjust.  Gentle  Charlotte,  who  scarce 
ever  resisted,  was  aroitped  and  in  rebellion:  honest  Charlotte, 
who  used  to  speak  all  her  tlioughts,  now  hid  them,  and  deceived 
father  and  mother — ^yes,  deceived— what  a  confession  to  make 
regarding  a  young  lady,  th..-,  prima  donna  of  our  opera  !  Mrs. 
Baynes-  is,  as  usual,  writing  her  lengthy  scrawls  to  sister  Mac- 
Whirter,  at  Tours,  and  infbrnjs  the  major's  lady  that  she  has  very 
great  satisfaction  in  at  last  being  able  to  announce that  that 
most  imprudent  and  in  all  respects  ineligible  engagement  between 
her  Charlotte  and  a  certain  young  man,  son  of  a  bankrupt  Lon- 
don physician,  is  come  to  an  end.  Mr.  F 's  conduct  has  been  so 
wild,  so  gross,  so  disorderly,  and  ungenllfmanlike,  that  the  general 
(and  you  know,  Maria,  how  soft  and  sweet  a  tempered  man 
Baynea  is)  has  told  Mr.  Firmin  his  opinion  in  unmistakable 
words,  and  forbidden  him  to  continue  his  visits.  After  seeing 
him  every  day  for  six  months,  during  which  time  she  has  accus- 
tomed herself  to  his  peculiarities,  and  his  often  coarse  and  odious 
expressions  and  conduct,  no  wonder  the  separation  Las  been  a 
shock  to  dear  Char,  though  I  believe  the  young  man  feels  noth- 
ing who  has  been  Ihe  cause  of  all  this  grief.  That  he  cares  but 
little  for  her,  has  been  my  opinion  all  along,  though  she,  artless 
child,  gave  him  her  whole  affection.  Ke  has  been  accustomed 
to  throw  over  women ;  and  the  brother  of  a  young  lady  whom 
Mr.  F.  Iiad  courted  and  left  (and  who  has  made  a  most  excellent 
match  since)  showed  his  indignation  at  Mr.  F."s  conduct  at  the 
Embassy  ball  the  other  night,  on  which  the  young  man  took  ad- 
vantage of  his  greatly  superior  size  and  strength  to  begin  a  vul- 
gar boxing-match,  in  which  both  parties  were  severely  wounded. 
Of  course  you  saw  the  paragraph  in  Galignani  about  the  whole 
affair.  I  sent  our  dresses,  but  it  diil  jiot  print  them,  though  our 
names  appeared  as  among  the  company.  Anything  more  singu- 
lar than  the  appearance  of  Mr.  F  you  can  not  well  imagin,,'.  I 
wore  my  garnets ;  Charlotte  (who  attracted  univei  sct!  admiration) 
was  in,  etc.,  etc.  Of  course,  the  separation  has  occasioned  her 
a  good  deal  of  pain ;  for  Mr.  F-  certainly  behaved  with  much 
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where  her  own  cares  await  her.  Buf)»though  the  way  is  long, 
madame's  step  is  lighter  now,  as  she  thinks  how  Charlotte  at  the 
journej-'s  end  is  waiting  for  news  of  Philip  ;  and  I  soppose  there 
are  more  kisses  and  embraces  when  the  good  soul  meets  with  the 
liotle  suffering  girl,  and  tells  her  how  Philip  will  remain  for  ever 
true  and  faithful ;  and  how  true  love  must  come  to  a  happy  end- 
ing; and  how  she,  Smoleask,  will  do  all  in' her  power  to  aid, 
comfprt  and  console  her  young  friends.  As  for  the  writer  of 
Mr.  Philip's  memoirs,  you  see  ].  never  trv  to  make  any  conceal- 
ments. I  have  told  you  all  along  that  Charlotte  and  PhUip  are 
married,  and  I  believe  they  are  happv.  But  it  is  certain  that 
they  suffered  dreadfully  at  this  time  of  their  lives ;  and  my  wife 
says  that  Charlotte,  if  she  alludes  to  the  period  and  the  trial, 
speaks  as  tliough  they  had  both  undergone  some  hideous  opera- 
tion, the  remembrance  of  which  tor  ev^  causes  a  pang  to  the 
memory.  So.  my  young  lady,  will  you  have  your  trial  one  day — 
to  be  borne,  pray  heaven,  with  a  ineek  spirit.  Ah,  how  surely 
the  turn  comes  to  all  of  us !  Look  at  Madame  Smolensk  at  her 
luncheon-tabie,  thi.^  day.  after  her  visit  to  Piiilip  at  his  lodging, 
after  comforting  little  Charlotte  in  her  pain.  How  brisk  she  is  ! 
How  good-natured  !  How  shg  smiles  !  How  she  speaks  to  all 
her  company,  and  carves  for  her  guests !  You  do  not  suppose 
she  lias  no  griefs  and  cares  of  her  own  '?  You  know  better.  I 
dare  say  she  is  thinking  of»  her  creditors;  of  her  poverty;  of 
that  accepted  bill  which  will  come  due  next  week,  and  so  forth. 
The  bainaritan  who  rescues  you,  most  hkely,  has  been  robbed 
and  has  bled  in  Ms  day,  and  it  is  a  wounded  arm  that  bondages 
yours  when  bleeding. 

If  Anatole,  the  boy  who  sco*cd  th ;  plain  at  the  Hotel  Poussln, 
witli  his  plumet  in  his  jai  Jcet-pocket,  and  his  slippers  soled  with 
scrubbiriiT-brushLS,  saw  the  embrace  between  Philip  and  his  good 
friend,  I  believe,  in  his  e-xperiL-nce  at  that  hotel,  he  never  wit- 
nessed a  transaction  more  honorable,  generous,  and  blameless. 
Put  what  construction  you  will  on  the  business,  Anatole,  you 
little  imp  of  mischief '  your  mother  never  gave  you  a  kiss  more 
tender  than  that  which  Madame  Smolensk  bestowed  on  Philip — 
than  that  which  she  aave  Philip  ? — than  that  which  she  carried 
back  from  him  and  faithfully  placed  on  poor  little  Charlotte's 
pale  round  cheek.  The  world  is  full  of  love  and  pity,  I  say. 
Had  there  been  less  suffering  there  would  have  been  less  kind- 
ness. I,  for  one,  almost  '.Tisa  to  be  ill  again,  so  that  the  friends 
who  succored  me  might  once  more  come  to  my  rescue. 

To  poor  little  wounded  Charlotte  in  her  bed  our  friend  the 
mistress  of  the  boarding-house  brought  back  inexpressible  com- 
fort. "Whatever  might  betide,  Philip  would  never  desert  her! 
'■  Think  you  I  would  ever  have  gone  on  such  an  embassy  for  a 
French  girl,  or  interfered  between  her  and  her  parents  ?''  ma- 
dame  asked.  "  Never,  never !  But  you  and  Monsieur  Philip  are 
2.5 
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since  then  for  Charlotte  and  Philip ;  but  that  grief  aches  stiJl 
in  their  bosoms  at  times ;  and  that  sorrow  throbs  at  Charlotte's 
heart  again  whenever  she  looks  at  a  little  j'ellow  letter  in  her 
trinket-box  ;  and  she  says  to  her  children,  "Papa  wrote  that  to 
me  before  we  were  married,  my  dears."  There  are  scarcely 
half  a  dozen  words  in  the  little  letter,  I  believe,  and  two  of  them 
are  "  for  ever." 

I  could  draw  a  ground-plan  of  madame's  house  in  the  Champs 
Elysees  if  I  liked,  for  has  not  Philip  shown  me  the  place  and 
described  it  to  me  many  times  ?  In  front,  and  facing  the  road 
and  garden,  were  madame's  room  and  the  salon ;  to  the  back 
was  the  salle-k-manger ;  and  a  stair  ran  up  the  house  (where  the 
dishes  used  to  be  laid  during  dinner-time,  and  where  Moira  and 
Macgrigor  fingered  the  meats  and  puddings). 

Mrs.  General  Baynes'  rooms  were  on  the  third  floor,  looking 
on  the  Champs  Elysees,  and  into  the  garden-court  of  the  house 
below.  And  on  this  day,  as  the  dinner  was  necessarily  short 
(owing  to  unhappy  circumstances),  and  the  gentlemen  were  left 
alone  glumly  drinking  their  wine  or  grog,  and  Mrs.  Baynes  had 
gone  up  stairs  to  her  own  apartment,  had  slapped  her  boys  and 
was  looking  out  of  the  window,  was  it  not  provoking  that  oF  all 
days  in  the  world  young  Hely  should  ride  up  to  the  house  on  his 
capering  mare,  with  his  flower  in  his  button-hole,  with  his  little 
varnished  toe-tips  just  touching  his  stirrups,  and,  after  perform- 
ing various  caracolades  and  gambadoes  in  the  garden,  kiss  his 
yellow-kidded  haifd  to  Mrs.  General  Baynes  at  the  window,  hope 
Miss  Baynes  was  quite  well,  and  ask  if  he  might  come  in  and 
take  a  cup  of  tea  ?  Charlotte,  lying  on  madame's  bed  in  the 
grgund-floor  room,  heard  Mr.  Hely's  sweet  voice  asking  after 
her  health,  and  the  crunching  of  his  horse's  hoofs  on  the  gravel, 
and  she  could  even  catch  glimpses  of  that  little  form  as  the 
horse  capered  about  in  the  court,  though  of  course  ho  could  not- 
see  her  where  she  was  lying  on  the  bed  with  her  letter  in  her 
hand.  Mrs.  Baynes  at  her  window  had  to  wag  her  withered 
head  from  her  window,  to  groan  out  "  My  daughter  is  lying  down, 
and  has  a  bad  headache,  1  am  sorry  to  say ;"  and  then  she  must 
have  had  the  mortification  to  see  Hely  caper  off,  after  waving 
her  a  genteel  adieu.  The  ladies  in  the  front  saloon,  who  assem- 
bled after  dinner,  witnessed  the  transaction  ;  and  Mrs.  Bunch, 
I  dare  say,  had  a  grim  pleasure  at  seeing  Eliza  Baynes'  young 
sprig  of  fashion,  of  whom  Eliza  was  for  .ever  bragging,  come  at 
last,  and  obliged  to  ride  away,  hot  bootless,  certainly,  for  where 
were  feet  more  beautifully  chausees  ?  but  after  a  bootless  errand. 

Meanwhile  the  gentlemen  sate  a  while  in  the  dining-room, 
after  the  British  custom  which  such  veterans  liked  too  well  to 
give  up.  Other  two  gentlemen  boarders  went  arwhy,  rather 
alarmed  by  that  storm  and  outbreak  in  which  Charlotte  had 
quitted  the  dinner-table,  and  left  the  old  soldiers  together,  to  en- 
26 
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joy,  as  was  their  after-dinner  custom,  a  sober  glass  of  "  something 
hot,"  as  the  saying  is.  In  truth,  madame's  wine  was  of  the  poor- 
est ;  but  what  better  -conld  you  expect  for  tlie  money  ? 

Baynes  was  not  eager  to  be  alone  with  Bunch,  and  I  have  no 
doubt  began  to  blush  again  when  he  found  himself  tete-a-tete  with 
his  old  friend.  But  what  was  to  be  done  ?  The  general  did  not 
dare  to  go  up  stairs  to  his  own  quarters,  where  poor  Charlotte 
Iras  probably  crying,  and  her  mother  in  one  of  her  tantrums. 
Then  in  the  salon  there  were  the  ladies  of  the  boarding-house 
party,  and  there  Mrs.  Bunch  would  be  sure  to  be  at  him.  In- 
deed, since  the  Bayneses  were  launched  in  the  jireat  world,  Mrs. 
Bunch  was  untiringly  sarcastic  in  her  remarks  about  lords, 
ladies,  attaches,  embassadors,  and  fine  people  in  general.  So 
Baynes  sate  with  his  friend,  in  the  fallifig  evening,  in  much 
silence,  dipping  his  old  nose  in  the  brandy-and-water. 

Little  square-faced,  red-faced,  whisker-dyed  Colonel  Bunch 
sate  opposite  his  old  companion,  regarding  him  not  without 
scorn.  Bunch  had  a  wife.  Bunch  had  feelings.  Do  you  sup- 
pose those  feelings  had  not  been  worked  upon  by  that  wife  in 

Erivate  colloquies  ?  Do  you  suppose — when  two  old  women 
ave  lived  together  in  pretty  much  the  same  rank  ef  life — if  one 
suddenly  gets  promotion,  is  carried  off  to  higher  spheres,  and 
talks  of  her  new  friends,  the  countesses,  duchesses,  embassadress- 
es,  as  of  course  she  will — do  you  suppose,  I  say,  that  the  unsuc- 
cessful woman  will  be  pleased  at  the  successful  woman's  success? 
Your  knowledge  of  your  own  heart,  my  dear  lady,  must  tell  you 
the  truth  in  this  matter.  I  don't  want  you  to  acknowledge  that 
you  are  angry  because  your  sister  has  been  staying  with  the 
Duchess  of  Fitzbattleaxe  ;  but  you  are,  you  know.  You  have 
made  sneering  remarks  to  your  husband  on  the  subject,  and  such 
remarks,  I  have  no  doubt,  were  made  by  Mrs.  Colonel  Bunch  to 
her  husband  regarding  her  poor  friend,  Mrs.  General  Baynes. 

During  this  parenthesis  we  have  left  the  general  dipping  his 
nose  in  the  brandy-and-water.  He  can't  keep  it  there  for  ever. 
He  must  come  up  for  air  presently.  His  face  must  come  out  of 
the  drink,  and  sigh  over  the  table. 

"  What's  this  business,  Baynes  ?"  says  the  colonel.  "  What 's 
the  matter  with  poor  Charley  ?" 

"  Family  affairs  -;  differences  will  happen,"  says,  the  o-eneral. 
"  I  do  hope  and  trust  nothing  has  gone  wrong  with  "her  and 
young  Pirmin,  Baynes  ?" 

The  general  does  not  like  those  fixed  eyes  staring  at  him 
under  those  bushy  eyebrows,  between  those  bushy  blackened 
whiskers. 

"  Well  then,  yes,  Bunch,  something  has  gone  wrong  •  and 
given  me  and— and  Mrs.  Baynes— a  deuced  deal  of  plin  too 
The  young  fellow  has  acted  like  a  blackguard,  brawling  and 
fighting  m  an  embassador's  ball,  bringing  us  all  to  ridicule: 
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He 's  not  a  gentleman ;  that's  the  long  and  short  of  it,  Bunch, 
and  so  let 's  change  the  subject." 

"  Why,  consider  the  provocation  he  had  !"  cries  the  other,  dis- 
regarding entirely  his  friend's  prayer.  "I  heard  them  talking 
about  the  business  at  Galignani's  this  very  day.  A  fellow  swears 
at  Firmin ;  runs  at  him ;  brags  that  he  has  "pitched  him  over ; 
and  is  knocked  down  for  his  pains.  By  George !  I  think  Fir- 
min was  quite  right.  Were  any  man  to  do  as  much  to  me  or 
you,  what  should  we  do,  even  at  our  age  ?" 

"  We  are  military  men.  I  said  I  did  n't  wish  to  talk  about  the 
subject,  Bunch,"  says  the  general,  in  rather  a  lofty  manner. 

"  You  mean  that  Tom  Bunch  has  no  need  to  put  his  oar  in  V" 

"  Precisely  so,"  says  the  other,  curtly. 

"  Mum 's  the  word  !  Let  us  talk  about  the  dukes  and  duchess- 
es of  the  ball.  Tliat 's  more  in  your  line,  now,"  says  the  colonel, 
with  rather  a  sneer. 

"  What  do  you  mean  by  duchesses  and  dukes  ?  What  do 
you  know  about  them,  or  what  the  deuce  do  I  care  ?"  asks  the 
general. 

"  Oh,  they  are  tabooed  too !  Hang  it,  there 's  no  satisfying 
you,"  growls  the  colonel.  ^ 
_  "  Look  here.  Bunch,"  the  general  broke  out,  "  I  must  speak, 
since  you  won't  leave  me  alone.  I  am  unhappy.  You  can  see 
that  well  enough.  For  two  or  three  nights  past  I  have  had  no 
rest.  This  engagement  of  child  and  Mr.  Firmin  can't  come 
to  any  good.  You  see  what  he  is,  an  overbearing,  ill-conditioned, 
quarrelsome  fellow.  Whaf  chance  has  Charley  of  being  happy 
with  such  a  fellow  ?" 

"  I  hold  my  tongue,  Baynes.  You  told  me  not"  to  put  my  oar 
in,"  growls  the  colonel. 

"  Oh,  if  that's  the  way  you  take  it.  Bunch,  of  coui-se  there 's 
no  need  for  me  to  go  qji  any  more,"  cries  General  Baynes.  If 
an  old  friend  won't  give  an  old  friend  advice,  by  George,  or  help 
him  in  a  start,  or  say  a  kind  word  when  he  is  unhappy,  I  have 
done.  I  have  known  you  for  forty  years,  and  I  am  mistaken  in 
you,  "that 's  all." 

"  There 's  no  contenting  you.  You  say,  Hold  your  tongue, 
and  I  shut  my  mouth.  1  hold  my  tongue,  and  you  sa}',  AVhy 
don't  }  ou  speak  ?  Why  don't  I  ?  Because  you  won't  like  what 
I  say,  Charles  Baynes ;  and  so,  what 's  the  good  of  more  talk- 
ing?" 

"  Confound  it,"  cries  Baynes,  with  a  thump  of  his  glass  on  the 
table,  "  but  what  do  you  say  ?" 

"  I  sav,  then,  as  you  will  have  it,"  cries  the  other,  clenching 
his  fists  in  his  pockets,  "I  say  you  are  wanting  a  pretext  for 
breaking  off  this  match,  Baynes.  I  don't  say  it  is  a  good  one, 
mind  ;  but  your  word  is  passed,  and  yoxu-  honor  engaf^ed  to  a 
>  oung  fellow  to  whom  you  are  under  deep  obligation."  ° 
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"  What  obligation  ?  Who  has  talked  to  you  aboift  my  private 
affairs  ?"  cries  the  general,  reddening.  "  Has  Philip  Firtnin 
been  bragging  about  his . .  ?" 

"  You  have  yourself,  Baynes.  When  you  arrived  here,  you 
told  me  over  and  over  again  what  the  young  fellow  had  done ; 
and  you  certainly  thought  he  acted  like  a  gentleman  then.  If 
you  choose  to  break  your  word  to  him  now  " 

"  Break  my  word !  Great  Powers,  do  you  know  what  you 
are  sa^ng,  Bunch  ?" 

"  Yes,  and  what  you  are  doing,  Baynes." 

"  Doing,  and  yhat  ?" 

"  A  d  d  shabby  action ;  that  's  whal  you  are  doing,  if 

you  want  to  know.  Don't  tell  me.  Why,  do  you  suppose  Fanny 
—do  you  suppose  everybody  does  n't  see  what  you  are  at  ? 
You  think  you  can  get  a  better  match  for  the  girl,  and  you  and 
Eliza  are  going  to  throw  the  young  fellow  over ;  and  the  fellow 
who  held  his  hand,  and  might  have  ruined  you  if  he  liked.  I 
say  it  is  a  cowardly  action  !" 

"  Colonel  Bunch,  do  you  dare  to  use  such  a  word  to  me  ?" 
calls  out  the  general,  starting  to  his  feet 

"Dare  be  hanged!  I  say  it's  a  shabby  action!"  roars  the 
other,  rising  too. 

"  Hush !  unless  you  wish  to  disturb  the  ladies  !  Of  cousse  you 
know  what  your  expression  means,  Colonel  Bunch  ?"  and  the 
general  drops  his  voice  and  sinks  back  to  his  chair. 

"  I  know  what  my  words  mean,  and  1  stick  to  'em,  Baynes," 
growls  the  other,  "  which  is  more  thati  you  can  say  of  yours." 

"  I  am  deed  if  any  man  alive  shall  use  this  language  to  me," 
says  the  general  in  the  softest  whisper,  "  without  accounting  to 
me  ficst." 

"  Did  you  ever  find  me  backward,  Baynes,  at  that  kind  of 
thing  ?"  growls  the  colonel,  with  a  face  like  a  lobster  and  eyes 
starting  from  his  head.  * 

"  Very  good,  sir.  To-morrow,  at  your  earliest  convenience. 
I  shall  be  at  Galignani's  from  eleven  till  one." 

"  With  a  friend,  if  possible.  What  is  it,  my  love  ?  A  game 
at  whist  ?  Well,  no,  thank  you ;  I  think  I  won't  play  cards 
to-night." 

It  was  Mrs.  Baynes  who  entered  the  room  when  the  two  gen- 
tlemen were  quarrelling;  and  the  blood-thirsty  hypocrites  in- 
stantly smoothed  their  ruffled  brows  and  smiled  on  her  with 
perfect  courtesy. 

"  Whist,  no  !  I  was  thinking  should  we  send  out  to  meet  him. 
He  has  never  been  in  Paris." 

"  Never  been  in  Paris !"  said  the  general,  puzzled.  ' 

"  They  will  be  here  to-night,  you  know.  Madame  has  a  room 
ready  for  them." 

"  The  very  thing,  the  very  thing  1"  cries  General  Baynes,  with 
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great  glee.  And  Mrs.  Baynes,  all  unsuspicious  of  the  quarrel 
between  the  old  friends,  proceeds  to  inform  Colonel  Bunch  that 
her  sister  MacWhirter  and  the  major  were  expected  that  even- 
ing. And  then  that  tough  old  Colonel  Bunch  knew  the  cause  of 
Baynes'  delight.  A  second  was  provided  for  the  general — the 
very  thing  Baynes  wanted. 

We  have  seen  how  Mrs.  Baynes,  after  taking  counsel  with  her 
general,  had  privily  sent  for  MacWhirter.  Her  plan  was  that 
Charlotte's  uncle  should  take  her  for  a  while  to  Tours,  and  make 
her  hear  reason.  Then  Charley's  foolish  passion  for  Philip  would 
pass  away.  Then,  if  he  dared  to  follow  her  so  far,  her  aunt  and 
uncle,  two  dragons  of  virtue  and  circumspection,  would  watch 
and  guard  her.  Then,  if  Mrs.  Hely  was  still  of  the  same  mind,, 
she  and  her  son  might  easily  take  the  post  to  Tours,  v/here, 
Philip  being  absent,  young  Walsingham  might  plead  his  passion. 
The  best  part  of  the  plan,  perhaps,  waS  the  separation  of  our 
young  couple.  Charlotte  would  recover.  Mrs.  Baynes  was 
sure  of  that.  The  little  girl  had  made  no  outbreak  until  that 
sudden  insuri%ction  at  dinner  which  we  have  witnessed ;  and  hei* 
mother,  who  had  domineered  over  the  chUd  all  her  hfe,  thought 
she  was  still  in  her  power.  She  did  not  know  that  she  had 
passed  the  bounds  of  authority,  and  that  with  her  behavior  to 
Philip  her  child's  allegiance  had  revolted. 

Bunch,  then,  from  Baynes'  look  and  expression,  perfectly 
understood  what  his  adversary  meant,  and  that  the  general's 
second  was  found.  His  own  he  had  in  his  eye,  a  tough  little  old 
army  surgeon  of  Peninsular  and  Indian  times,  who  lived  hard 
by,  who  would  aid  as  second  and  doctor  too,  if  need  were— and 
so  kill  two  birds  with  one  stone,  as  they  say.  The  colonel  would 
go  forth  that  very  instant  and  seek  for  Dr.  Martin,  and  be 
hanged  to  Baynes,  and  a  plague  on  the  whole  transaction,  and 
the  folly  of  two  old  friends  burning  powder  in  such  a  quarrel. 
But  he  knew  what  a  blood-thirsty  little  .fellow  that  hen-pecked, 
silent  Baynes  was  when  roused ;  and-  as  for  himself — a  fellow 
use  that  kind  of  language  tomef  By  George,  Tom  Bxmch  was 
not  going  to  balk  him  ! 

Whose  was'  that  tall  figure  prowling  about  madame's  house  in 
the  Champs  Elysees  when  Colonel  Bunch  issued  forth  in  quest  of 
his  friend '?  Who  had  been  watched  by  the  police  and  mistaken 
for  a  suspicious  character  ?  Who  had  been  looking  up  at 
madame's  windows  now  that  the  evening  shades  had  fallen  ?  O 
you  goose  of  a  Philip !  (for,  of  course,  my  dears,  you  guess  the 
spy  was  P.  F.,  Esq.)  you  look  up  at  the  premier,  and  there  is  the 
Beloved  in  madame's  room  on  the  ground-floor  ;  in  yonder  room, 
where  a  lamp  is  burning  and  casting  a  faint  light  across  the  bars 
of  the  jalousie.  If  Philip  knew  she  was  there  he  would  be 
transformed  into  a  clematis,  and  climb  up  the  bars  of  the  win- 
dow, and  twine  round  them  all  night.    But  you  see  he  thinks  she 


302 


THE  ADVENTURES  OF  PHILIP 


is  on  the  first  floor ;  and  tlie  glances  of  his  passionate  eyes  are 
taking  aim  at  the  wrong  windows.  And  now  Colonel  Bunch 
comes  forth  in  his  stout  strutting  way,  in  his  little  military  cape 
— quick-march — and  Philip  is  startled  like  a  guilty  thing  sur- 
prised, and  dodges  behind  a  tree  in  the  avenue. 

The  colonel  departed  on  his  murderous  errand.  Philip  still 
continues  to  ogle  the  window  of  his  heart  (the  wrong  window) 
defiant  of  the  policeman  who  tells  him  to  circuler.  He  has  not 
watched  here  many  minutes  more  ere  a  hackney-coach  drives  up 
with  portmanteaus  on  the  roof  and  a  lady  and  gentleman  within. 

You  see  Mrs.  MacWhirter  thought  she  as  well  as  her  husband 
might  have  a  peep  at  Paris.  As  Mac's  coach-hire  was  paid,  Mrs 
Mac  could  afford  a  little  outlay  of  money.  And  if  they  were 
to  bring  Charlotte  back — Charlotte  in  grief  and  agitation,  pooi* 
child — a  matron,  an  aunt,  would  be  a  much  fitter  companion  for 
her  than  a  major,  however  gentle.  So  the  pair  of  Mac  Whirters 
journeyed  from  Tours — a  long  journey  it  was  before  railways 
were  invented — and  after  four-and-twenty  hours  of  squeeze  in  the 
diligence,  presented  themselves  at  nightfall  at  Madame  Smo- 
lensk's. 

The  Baynes'  boys  dashed  into  the  garden  at  the  sound  of 
wheels.  "  Mamma,  mamma  !  it 's  Uncle  Mac  1"  these  innocents 
cried,  as  they  ran  to  the  railings.  "  Uncle  Mac  !  what  could 
bring  him  ?  Oh,  they  are  going  to  send  me  to  him  1  they  are 
going  to  send  me  to  him !"  thought  Charlotte,  starting  on  her 
bed.  And  on  this,  I  dare  say,  a  certain  locket  was  kissed  more 
vehemently  than  ever. 

"  I  say,  ma  !"  cries  the  ingenuous  Moira,  jumping  back  to  the 
house  ;  it 's  Uncle  Mac  and  Aunt  Mac,  too !" 

"  What !"  cries  mamma,  with  anything  but  pleasure  in  her 
voice ;  and  then  turning  to  the  dining-rflom,  where  her  husband 
still  sate,  she  called  out,  "  General !  here 's  MacWhirter  and 
Emily !" 

Mrs.  Baynes  gave  her  sister  a  very  grim  kiss. 

"  Dearest  Eliza,  I  thought  it  was  such  a  good  opportunity  of 
coming,  and  that  I  might  be  so  useful,  you  know  !"  pleads  Emily. 

"  Thank  you.  How  do  you  do,  MacWhirter  ?'*'say3  the  grim 
generale. 

"  Glad  to  see  you,  Mac,  my  boy!  How  d  'ye  do,  Emily? 
Boys,  bring  your  uncle's  traps.  Did  n't  know  Emily  was 
coming,  Mac ;  hope  there 's  room  for  her  1"  sighs  the  general, 
coming  forth  from  his  parlor. 

The  major  was  struck  by  the  sad  looks  and  pallor  of  his 
brother-in-law.  "  By  George  !  Baynes,  you  look  as  yellow  as  a 
guinea.    How 's  Tom  Bunch  ?" 

"  Come  into  this  room  along  with  me.  Have  some  brandy- 
and-water,  iMac  ? — Joseph  !  O  de  vie,  OsJio  !"  calls  the  general ; 
and"  Joseph,  who  out  of  the  new-comer's  six  packages  has  dain- 
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tily  taken  one  very  small  Macintosh  cushion,  says,  "  Comment  ? 
encore  du  grog,  (/ene'mZ  and,'shmgging  his  shoulderi,  disap- 
pears to  procure  the  refreshment  at  his  leisure. 

The  sisters  disappear  to  their  embraces ;  the  brothers-in-law 
retreat  to  the  salle-a-jnanger,  -where  General  Baynes  has  been 
sitting,  gloomy  and  lonely,  for  half  an  hour  pagt,  thinking  of 
his  quarrel  with  his  old  comrade.  Bunch.  He  and  Bunch  have 
been  chums  for  more  than  forty  years.  They  have  been  in 
action  togethf^r,  and  honorably  mentioned  in  the  same  report. 
They  have  had  a  great  regard  for  each  other;  and  each  knows 
the  other  is  an  obstinate  old  mule,  and  in  a  dispute  will  die  rather 
than  give  way.  They  have  had  a  dispute  out  of  which  there  is 
only  one  issue.  Words  have  passed  which  no  man,  however 
old,  by  George  !  can  brook  from  any  friend,  however  intimate, 
by  Jove!  'No  wonder  Baynes  is  grave.  His  family  is  large; 
his  means  are  small.  To-morrow  he  may  be  under  fire  of  an 
old  friend's  pistol.  In  such  an  extremity  he  knows  how  each 
will  behave.    No  wonder,  I  say,  the  general  is  solemn. 

"  What 's  in  the  wind  now,  Baynes  V"  asks  th^-,  major,  after  a 
little  ^rink  and  a  long  silence.    "  How  is  poor  little  Char  T' 

"  Infernally  ill — I  mean  behaved  infernally  ill,"  says  the 
general,  biting  his  lips. 

'■  Bad  business  !  Bad  business  !  Poor  little  child !"  cries  the 
major. 

"Insubordinate  little  devil!"  says  the  pale  general,  grinding 
his  teeth.    "  We  '11  see  which  shall  be  master  !" 
"  What,  you  have  had  words  ?" 

"At  this  table,  this  very  day.  She  sat  here  and  defied  her 
mother  and  me,  by  George,  and  flung  out  of  the  room  like  a 
tragedy  queen.  She  must  be  tamed,  Mac,  or  mv  name 's  not 
Baynes." 

Mac  knew  his  relative  of  old,  and  that  this  quiet,  submissive 
man,  when  angry,  worked  up  to  a  white  heat  as  it  were.  "  Sad 
affair,  hope  you'll  both  come  round,  Baynes,"  sighs  the  major, 
trying  bootless  comaionplaces ;  and  seeing  this  last  remark  had 
no  effect,  he  bethought  him  of  recurring  to  their  mutual  friend. 
"  How 's  Tom  Bunch  ?"  the  major  asked,  charily. 

At  this  question  Baynes  grinned  in  such  a  ghastly  way  that 
MacWhirter  eyed  him  with  wonder.  "  Colonel  Bunch  is  very 
well,"  the  general  said,  in  a  dismal  voice  ;  "  at  least,  he  was  half 
an  hour  ago.  He  was  sitting  there  ;"  and  he  pointed  to  an  empty 
spoon  lying  in  an  empty  beaker,  whence  the  spirit  and  water 
had  departed. 

"  What  has  been  the  matter,  Baynes '?"  asked  the  major. 
"  Has  anything  happened  between  you  and  Tom  ?'' 

"  I  moan  that,  half  an  hour  ago,  Colonel  Bunch  used  wordS"  to 
me  which  I  '11  bear  from  no  man  alive  ;  and  yotf^have  arrived 
just  in  the  nick  of  time,  MacWhirter,  to  take  my  message  to 
him.    Hush  !  here 's  the  drink." 
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•'  Void,  Messieurs ."'    Joseph  at  length  has  brought  up  a 
second  supply  of  brandy-ai!d--water.    The  veterans  mingled  their 
jorums ;  and  while  his  brother-in-law  spoke,  the  alarmed  Mac- 
"Whirter  sipped  occasionallT,  intentus  que  ora  tenebat. 


CHAPTER  XXTIL 

I  CHARGE  YOU,  DEOP  YOUR  DAGGERS. 

General  Bajnes  began  the  storj-  which  you  and  I  have  heard 
at  length.  He  told  it  in  his  own  way.  He  grew  very  angry 
with  himself  while  defending  himself.  He  had  to  abuse  Philip 
very  fiercely,  in  order  to  excuse  his  own  act  of  treason.  He 
had  to  show  that  his  act  was  not  his  act ;  that,  after  all,  he  never 
had  promised;  and  that,  if  he  had  promise  J,  Philip's  atrocious 
conduct  ought  to  absolve  him  from  any  previous  promise.  I  do 
not  wonder  that  the  general. was  abusive  and  out  of  temper. 
Such  a  crime  as  he  was  committing  can't  be  performed  cheer- 
fully by  a  man  who  is  habitually  gentle,  generous,  and  honest. 
I  do  not  say  that  men  can  not  cheat,  can  not  lie,  can  not  inflict 
torture,  can  not  commit  rascally  actions,  without  in  the  least 
losing  their  equanimity ;  but  these  are  men  habitual'.v  false, 
knavish,  and  cruel.  They  are  accustomed  to  break  their  prom- 
ises, to  cheat  their  neighbors  in  bargains,  and  what  not.  A 
roguish  word  or  action  more  or  less  is  of  little  matter  to  th<»m ; 
their  remorse  only  awakens  after  detection,  and  they  don't 
begin  to  repent  till  they  come  sentenced  out  of  the  dock.  But 
here  was  an  ordinarily  just  man  withdrawing  from  his  promise, 
turning  his  back  on  his  benefactor,  and  justifying  himself  to  him- 
self by  maligning  the  man  whom  he  injured.  It  is  not  an  un- 
common event,  my  dearh-  beloved  brethren  and  esteemed  mis- 
erable sister  sinners  ;  but  you  like  to  say  a  preacher  is  '■  cynical" 
who  admits  this  sad  truth — and,  perhaps,  don't  care  to  hear  about 
the  subject  on  more  than  one  day  in  the  week. 

So,  in  order  to  make  out  some  sort  of  case  for  himself,  our  poor 
good  old  General  Baynes  chose  to  think  and  declare  that  Philip 
was  so  violent,  iU-conditioned,  and  abandoned  a  fellow,  that  no 
faith  ought  to  lae  kept  with  him  ;  and  that  Colonel  Bunch  had  be- 
haved with  such  brutal  insolence" that  Baynes  must  call  him  to 
account.  As  for  the  fact  that  there  was  another,  a  richer  and  a 
much  more  eligible  suitor,  who  was  likely  to  offer  for  his  'daugh- 
ter, Baynes  did  not  happen  to  touch  on  this  point  at  all :  preler- 
ring  to  sp-ak  of  Phihps  hoptlfess  poverty,  disreputable  conduct, 
anigB&ss  and  careless  behavior. 

Sow  MacWiirter  having,  I  suppose,  little  to  do  at  Tours,  had 
read  Mrs.  Baynes'  letters  to  her  sister  Emily,  and  remembered 
them.    Indeed,  it  was  but  very  few  months  since  Eliza  Baynes' 
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letters  had  been  full  of  praise  of  Pliilip,  of  liis  love  for  Charlotte, 
and  of  his  noble  generosity  in  foregoing  the  great  claim  which  he 
had  upon  the  general,  his  mother's  careless  trustee.  Philip  was 
the  first  suitor  Charlotte  had  had  :  in  her  first  glow  of  -pleasure, 
Charlotte's  mother  had  covered  yards  of  paper  with  compliments, 
interjections,  and  those  scratches  or  dashes  under  her  words  by 
which  some  ladies  are  ac  :ustomed  to  point  their  satire  or  empha- 
size their  delight.  He  was  an  admirable  young  man — wild,  but 
generous,  handsome,  noble  !  He  had  forgiven  his  father  thousands 
and  thousands  of  pounds  which  the  doctor  owed  him — all  his 
mother's  fortune  ;  and  he  had  acted  most  noUy  by  her  trustees — 
that  she  must  say,  though  poor  dear  weak  Baynes  was  one 
of  them  1  Baynes,  who  was  as  simple  as  a  child.  Major  Mac  and 
his  wife  had  agreed  that  Philip's  forbearance  was  very  generous 
and  kind,  but  after  all  that  there  was  no  special  cause  for  rapture 
at  the  notion  of  their  niece  marrying  a  struggling  young  fellow 
without  a  penny  in  the  world ;  and  they  had  been  not  a  little 
amused  with  the  change  of  tone  in  Eliza's  later  letters,  when  she 
began  to  go  out  in  the  great  world,  and  to  look  coldly  upo  i  poor, 
penniless  Firmin,  her  hero  of  a  few  months  since.  Then  Emily 
remembered  how  Eliza  had  always  been  fond  of  great  people; 
how  her  head  was  turned  by  going  to  a  few  parties  at  Govern- 
ment House  ;  how  absurdly  she  went  on  with  that  little  creature 
Fitzrickels  (iDecause  he  was  an  Honorable,  forsooth)  at  Dumdum. 
Eliza  was  a  good  wife  to  Baynes  ;  a  good  mother  to  the  children  ; 
and  made  both  ends  of  a  narrow  income  meet  with  surprising  dex- 
terity ;  but  Emily  was  bound  to  say  of  her  sister  Eliza,  that 
a  more,  etc.,  etc.,  etc.  And  when  the  news  came  at  length  that 
Philip  was  to  be  thrown  overboard,  Emily  clapped  her  hands  to- 
gether, and  said  to  her  husband,  "  Now,  Mac,  did  n't  I  always  tell 
you  so  ?  If  she  coul  I  get  a  fashionable  husband  for  Charlotte,  I 
knew  my  sister  would  put  the  doctor's  son  to  the  door  !"  That  the 
poor  child  would  suffer  considerabl}-,  her  aunt  was  assured.  In- 
deedr  before  her  own  union  with  Mac,  Emily  "had  undergone 
heart-breakings  and  pangs  of  separation  on  her  own  account. 
The  poor  child  wanted  comfort  and  companionship.  She  would  go 
to  fetch  her  niece.  And  though  the  major  said,  "My  dear,  you 
want  to  go  to  Paris  and  buy  a  new  bonnet,"  Mrs.  MacWhirter 
spurned  the  insinuation,  and  came  to  Paris  from  a  mere  sense  of 
duty. 

So  Baynes  poured  out  his  history  of  wrongs  to  his  brother-in- 
law,  who  marvelled  to  hear  a  man,  ordinarily  chary  of  words  and 
cool  of  demeanor,  so  angry  and  so  volable.  If  he  had  done  a  bad 
action,  at  least,  after  doing  it,  Baynes  had  the  grace  to  be  very 
much  out  of  huLnor.  If  1  ever,  lor  my  part,  do  anything  wrong 
in  my  family,  or  to  them,  I  accompany  that  action  with  a  furious 
rage  and  blustering  passion.    I  won't  have  wife  or  children  ques- 
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tion  it.     Xo  qaeruloas  Xathan  of  a  family  friend  (or  an  incom- 

Eiodiaoi  consjieaee,  maybe)  sLi'I  oome  and  leccure  me  about  my 
iLi-'Joino:;.  Xo— ni.  Oat  of  the  hoas-;  trith  him!  Away,  yoa 
prea?l;ia  J  bugbear,  don  t  try  to  :Vi^h:en  rue  .'  Baynes,  I  ;  Jspeet, 
to  z'Qw-hiCii.  b'jLy.  -,ni  ou:-:4.i  lae  Xatha:i  pleaiiag  in  Ms 
beirt — BAyaes  wi  I  ourbiivl  tba:  priJn^  mjai:or.  and  thrust 
that  in;oaven:enr  preacher  oat  of  sigat.  oar  of  beariag.  drive 
him  with  angry  wiDriis  fr^ca  oar  gate.  Ah  !  in  vain  we  expel 
him;  aal  b:i  John  say.  not  at  biaie  !  Tbere  he  is  when  we 
■wake,  sitt  ng  a:  our  bied-fo!D:.  We  throw  him  overboard  for 
daring  to  pat  an  oar  in  oar  boar.  ,  Whose  sbascly  head  ii  that 
looking  np  from  the  water  an  1  swimming  alongside  us.  row  we 
never  s-j  swiftly  '?  Fire  at  him.  Brain  him  with  an  oar,  one  of 
yoa.  aaJ  pnll  on  I  F-'isii  ioes  the  pistol.  .S  trely  that  oar  has 
stove  the  old  skuil  in "?  See !  there  cones  tiie  awfal  companion 
poppin  J  up  out  of  water  again,  and  orving,  ••  Remember,  remem- 
ber. I  aoi  aere.  I  am  here!"  Bayne;  ha  J  tboujb:  to  bally  away 
one  monitor  by  the  threat  of  a  pistol,  and  here  was  another 
swimming  aioagsiae  of  ai;  boat.  An  i  would  yoa  have  it  other- 
wise, my  dear  reader,  for  you.  tor  me?  Taat  you  aad  I  shall 
commit  sics  in  tiiis  and  ensuiriT  years  is  certain :  but  I  hope — 
I  hope  they  won't  be  pa-:  praying  for.  Here  is  Biyaes,  having 
iasc  doae  a  bai  aetion.  in  a  dreairuily  wic  ied.  murderous,  and 
dLssatisSj'I  state  of  mini.  His  caada^.  bl;-ri:ng  tiinper  is  one 
raw ;  his  ■whole  soul  one  rage,  and  wrath,  and  fever.  Ciiarles 
Baj-nes.  thou  old  sinner,  I.pray  t'la:  heaven  may  turn  rhee  to  a 
better  state  of  mini.  I  wii.  kneel  dos-n  by  thy  side,  s-zatter 
as'aes  on  my  own  bald  pate,  and  we  wiU  quaver  out  Ptc :acimus 
toget'aer. 

••  In  one  word,  the  young  man's  eonduot  has  been  so  outra- 
geous and  disreputable  that  1  can  t.  Mac.  as  a  father  of  a  family, 
consent  to  my  giro's  marr\-iag.  Out  of  a  rega:  I  for  Ler  happiness, 
it  is  my  l-u:y  to  break  o5"  tiie  engagement. "  erie?  the  if^neral, 
finishing  the  stary. 

"  Has  he  formally  released  you  from  that  trast  business  '?" 
asked  the  niaj  Dr. 

■•  Goo-i  heavens.  Ma  ? '."  cries  the  general,  turning  verv  red. 
"  You  know  I  am  eis  innocent  of  all  wrong  toward  him  a«  vou 
areh" 

••  Ir.n-x-ent — only  you  did  not  i:ok  t-o  vour  trust — " 
I  think  ili  of  cim.  sir.  I  think  he  is  a  wild,  reckless,  over- 
bearing youag  fellow."  calls  out  the  general,  verv  ouijklv.  ••  who 
wo'jhi  mi-se  my  child  miserao.e  :  b^a;  I  don't  thL^Js  he  is  suo'n  a 
■blackguard  as  to  come  down  on  a  retired  elderly  min  -with  a  poor 
famdy — a  numerous  famiiy  ;  a  man  who  'nas  bled  and  fought  tor 
his  s-jrereign  in  the  Peninsula,  and  in  India,  as  the  Annii  Lut 
•will  show  you,  by  George  I  I  don't  think  Firmin  will  be  such  a 
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scouadrel  as  to  come  down  on  me,  I  say ;  and  I  most  say,  Mac- 
AVhirter,  I  think  it  most  unhandsome  of  you  to  allude  to  it — most 
unhandsome,  by  George  !" 

Why,  you  are  going  to  break  off  j'our  bargain  with  him; 
•why  should  he  keep  his  compact  -witji  you  ?"  asks  the  gruff 
major. 

"  Because,"  shouted  tte  genercil,  '•  it  would  be  a  sin  and  a 
shame  that  an  old  man  with  seven  children,  and  broken  health, 
who  has  served  in  every  place — yes,  in  the  West  and  East  Indies, 
by  George ! — in  Canada — in  the  Peninsula,  and  at  New  Orleaiis ; 
because  he  has  been  deceived  and  humbugged  by  a  miserable 
scoundrel  of  a  doctor  into  signing  a  sham  paper,  by  George  ! 
should  be  ruined,  and  his  poor  children  and  wife  driven  to  beg- 
gary, by  Jove  !  as  yon  Seem  to  recommend  young  Firniin  to  do. 
Jack  MacWhirter  ;  and  I  'U  tell  you  what,  Major  MacWhirter, 
I  take  it  deed  unfriendly  of  you  ;  and  I  '11  trouble  you  not  to  put 
your  oar  into  my  boat,  and  meddle  with  my  affairs,  that  s  all,  and 
I  '11  know  who 's  at  the  bottom  of  it,  by  Jove  !  It 's  the  gray  mare, 
Mac — it 's  j'our  tetter  JiaJf,  MacWhirter — it 's  that  confounded, 
meddling,  sneaking,  backbiting,  domineering — " 

"What  next?"  roared- the  major.  "Ha,  ha,  ha!  Do  you 
think  I  don't  know,  Baynes,  who  has  put  you  on  doing  what  1 
have  no  hesitation  in  calling  a  most  sneaking  and  rascally  action 
— yes,  a  rascally  action,  by  George  !  I  am  not  going  to  mince 
matters  !  Don't  come  your  Major-General  or  your  Mrs.  Major- 
General  over  me  !  It 's  Eliza  that  has  set  you  on.  And  if  Tom 
Bunch  hcis  been  telling  you  that  you  have  been  breaking  from 
your  word,  and  are  acting  shabbily,  Tom  is  right;  and  you  may 
get  somebody  else  to  go  out  with  you,  General  Baynes,  for,  by 
George,  I  won't !" 

Have  you  come  all  the  way  from  Tours,  Mac,  in  order  to  in- 
sult me  T'  asks  the  general. 

^'  I  came  to  do  you  a  friendly  turn ;  to  take  charge  of  your 
poor  girl,  upon  whom  you  are  being  very  hard,  Baynes.  And 
this  is  the  reward  I  get !  Thank  you.  Xo  more  grog  !  What  I 
have  had  is  rather  too  strong  for  me  already."  And  the  major 
looks  down  with  an  expression  of  scorn  at  the  emptied  beaker, 
the  idle  spoon  before  him. 

As  the  warriors  were  quarrelling  over  their  cups  there  came  to 
them  a  noise  as  of  brawling  and  of  female  voices  without. 

J/ais,  Madame  !"  pleads  Madame  Smolensk,  in  her  grave  way. 
"  Taisez-vous,  Madame,  lahsez-moi  tranquilly,  s'il  vans  plait !" 
exclaims  the  well-known  voice  of  Mrs.  General  Baynes,  which  I 
own  was  never  pleasant  to  me,  either  in  anger  or  good-humor. 
"And  your  Little — who  tries  to  sleep  in  my  chamber  !"  ajain 
pleads  the  mistress  of  the  boarding-house.  Vom  n'avs-  pas 
droit  d'appeler,  Mademoiselle  Baynes  petite  J  '  calls  out  the  gen- 
eral's lady.    And  Baynes,  who  was  fighting  and  quarrelling  him- 
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self  just  now,  trembled  -wben  he  heard  her.  His  angry  face  as- 
sumed an  alarmed  expression.  He  looked  for  means  of  escape. 
He  appealed  for  protection  to  MacWhirter,  whose  nose  he  had 
been  ready  to  pull  anon.  Samson  was  a  mighty  man,  but  he  was 
a  fool  in  the  hands  of  a  woman.  Hercules  was  a  brave  man  and 
strong,  but  Ouiphale  twisted  him  roun.d  her  spindle.  Even  so 
Barnes,  who  had  fought  in  India,  Spain,  America,  trembled  be- 
fore the  partner  of  his  bed  and  name. 

Jt  was  an  unlucky  afternoon.  While  the  husbands  had  been 
quarrelling  in  the  dining-room  over  brandy-and-water,  the  wives, 
the  sisters,  had  been  fighting  over  their  tea  in  the  salon.  I  don't 
know  what  the  other  boarders  were  about.  Philip  never  told 
me.  Perhaps  they  had  left  the  room  to  give  the  sisters  a  free 
opportunity  for  embraces  and  confidential  communication.  Per- 
haps there  were  no  lady  boarders  left.  Howbeit,  Emily  and 
Eliza  had  tea ;  and  before  that  refreshing  meal  was  concluded 
those  dear  women  were  fighting  as  hard  as  their  husbands  in  the 
adjacent  chamber. 

Eliza,  in  the  first  place,  was  very  angry  at  Emily's  coming 
without  invitation.  Emiiy,  on  her  part,  was  angry  with  Eliza 
for  being  angry.  "  I  am  sure,  Eliza,"  said  the,  spirited  and  in- 
jured MacWhirter,  "  that  is  the  third  time  you  have  alluded  to 
it  since  we  have  been  here.  Had  you  and  all  your  family  come 
to  Tours,  Mac  and  I  would  have  made  them  Vfelcome — childien 
and  all ;  and  I  am  sure  yours  make  trouble  enough  in  a  house." 

"  A  private  house  is  not  like  a  boarding-house,  Emily.  Here 
madame  makes  us  pay  frightfully  for  extras,"  remarks  Mrs. 
Baynes. 

'•  I  am  sorry  I  came,  Eliza.  Let  us  say  no  more  about  it.  I 
can't  go  away  to-night,"  says  the  other. 

"  And  most  unkind  it  is  that  speech  to  make,  Emily.  Any 
more  tea  ?"  ' 

"  Most  unpleasant  to  have  to  make  that  speech,  Eliza.  To 
travel  a  whole  day  and  night — and  I  never  able  to  sleep  in  a  dili- 
gence— to  hasten  to  my  sister  because  I  thought  she  was  in 
trouble,  because  I  thought  a  sister  might  comfort  her  ;  and  to  be 
received  as  you — re — as  you — O,  0,  O — Boh!  How  stoopid  I 
am  !"  A  handkerchief  dries  the  tears  :  a  smelling-bottle  restores 
a  little  composure.  "  Wlien  you  came  to  us  at  Dumdum,  with 
two — o — o  children  in  the  hooping-cough,  I  am  sure  Mac  and  I 
gave  you  a  very  different  welcome." 

The  other  was  smitten  with  a  remorse.  She  remembered  her 
sister's  kindness  in  former  days.  "  I  did  not  mean,  sister,  to  give 
you  pain,"  she  said.  "But  I  am  very  unhappy  myself,  Emily. 
My  child's  conduct  is  making*^me  most  unhappy." 

"And  very  good  reason  you  have  to  be  unhappy,  Eliza,  if 
woman  ever  had!"  says  the  other. 

"  Oh,  indeed,  yes  I"  gasps  the  general's  lady. 
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"  If  any  woman  ought  to  feel  remorse,  Eliza  Baynes,  I  am  sure 
it 's  you.  Sleepless  nights !  What  was  mine  in  the  diligence 
compared  to  the  nights  you  must  have  ?  I  Said  so  to  myself.  'I 
am  wretched,'  I  said,  '  but  what  must  she  be  ?'  " 

"  Of  course,  as  a  feeling  mother,  I  feel  that  poor  Charlotte  is 
unhappy,  my  dear." 

"But  what  makes  her  so,  my  dear  ?"  cries  Mrs.  MacWhirter, 
who  presently  showed  that  she  was  mistress  of  the  whole  contro- 
versy. "  No  wonder  Charlotte  is  unhappy,  dear  love  !  Can  a 
girl  be  engaged  to  a  young  man,  a  most  interesting  young  man, 
a  clever,  accomplished,  highly-educated  young  man — " 

"  WhatV  cries  Mrs.  Baynes. 

"  Have  n't  I  your  letters  ?    I  have  them  all  in  my  desk.    They  „ 
are  in  that  hall  now.    Did  n't  you  tell  me  so  over  and  over 
again ;  and  rave  about  him,  till  I  thought  you  were  in  love  with 
him  yourself  almost  ?"  cries  Mrs.  Mac. 

"A  most  indecent  observation !"  cries  out  Eliza  Baynes,  in 
her  deep,  awful  voice.  "  No  woman,  no  sister,  shall  say  that  to 
me !" 

"  Shall  I  go  and  get  the  letters '?  It  used  to  be,  '  Dear  Philip 
has  just  left  us.  Dear  Philip  has  been  more  than  a  son  to  me. 
He  is  our  preserver;'  Did  n't  you  write  all  that  to  me  over  and 
over  again  ?  And  because  you  have  found  a  richer  husband  for 
Charlotte,  you  are  going  to  turn  your  preserver  out  of  doors  !" 

"  Emily  MacWhirter,  am  I  to  sit  here  and  be  accused  of  crimes, 
uninvited,  mind — uninvited,  mind,  by  my  sister  ?  Is  a  general 
officer's  lady  to  be  treated  in  this  way  hy  a  brevet  major's  wife? 
Though  you  are  my  senior  in  age,  Emily,  I  am  yours  in  .  rank. 
Out  of  any  room  in  England  but  this  I  go  before  you  !  And  if 
you  have  come  uninvited  all  the  way  from  Tours  to  insult  me  in 
my  own  house — " 

"  House  indeed !  pretty  house !  Everybody  else's  house  as 
well  as  yours  1" 

"  Such  as  it  is,  I  never  asked  you  to  come  into  it,  Emily  !" 

"  Oh,  yes !  You  wish  me  to  go  out  in  the  night.  Mac  !  I 
say!" 

"  Emily  1"  cries  the  generaless. 

"  Mac,  I  say !"  screams  the  majoress,  flinging  open  the  door 
of  the  salon,  "  My  sister  wishes  me  to  go.    Do  you  hear  me  ?'' 

"A  u  nom  de  Dieu,  Madame,  pensez  a  ceite  pauvre  petite,  qui 
souffre  a  cote  ;"  cries  the  mistress  of  the  house,  pointing  to  her 
own  adjoining  chamber,  in  which,  *ve  have  said,  our  poor  little 
Charlotte  was  lying. 

"  Nappley  pas,  Madamaselle  Baynes  petite,  sivoplay  !"  booms 
out  Mrs.  Baynss'  contralto. 

"  MacWhirter,  I  say,  Major  MacWhirter  1"  cries  Emily,  fling- 
ing open  the  door  of  the  dining-room  where  the  two  gentlemen 
were  knocking  their  own  heads  together.    "  MacWhirter  I  My 
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sister  chooses  to  insult  me,  and  say  that  a  brevet  major's  wife — " 
"  Br  JJ^eerge  !"  are  jou  fighting  too?"  asks  the  general. 
•'Baynes,  Emily  MacWhirter  has  insulted  me !"  cries  Mrs. 

Baynes. 

It  seems  to  have  been-  a  settled  thing  beforehand,"  yells  the 
general ;  '■  Major  MacWhirter  has  done  the  same  thing  By  me  I 
He  has  forgotten  that  he  is  a  gentleman,  and  that  I  am." 

'•  He  only  insults  you  because  he  thinks  yon  are  his  relative, 
and  must  bear  everything  from  him,"  says  the  general's  wife. 

'•  By  Greorge  !  I  will  not  bear  everything  from  him !''  shouts 
the  general.  The  two  gentlemen  and  their  two  wives  are  squab- 
bling in  the  ball.  Madame  and  the  servants  are  peering  up  from 
the  kitchfen  regions.  I  dare  say  the  boys  from  the  topmost  bal- 
usters are  saying  to  each  other,  "  Row  between  ma  and  aunt 
Mac !"  I  dare  say  scared  little  ChBrlotte,  in  her  temporary 
apartment,  is,  for  a  while,  almost  forgetfol  of  her  own  grief,  and 
wondering  what  quarrel  is  agitating  her  aunt  and  mother,  her 
father  and  uncle "?  Place  the  remaining  male  and  female  board- 
ers about  in  the  corridors  and  on  the  landings,  in  various  atti- 
tudes, expressive  of  interest,  of  sanric  commentary,  wrath  at 
being  disturbed  by  unseemly  domestic  quarrel — in  what  posture 
you  will.  As  for  Mrs.  Colonel  Bunch,  she,  poor  thing,  dftes  not 
know  that  the  general  and  her  own  colonel  have  entered  on  a 
mortal  quarrel.  She  imagines  the  dispute  is  only  between  Mrs. 
Baynes  ana  her  sister  as  yet ;  arM  she  has  known  this  pair  quar- 
relling for  a  score  of  years  past.  "  Toujours  comme  ca,  fighting 
vous  savez,  et  puis  make  it  up  again.  Oui,"  she  explains  to  a 
French -friend  on  the  landing.  ' 

In  the  very  midst  of  this  storm  Colonel  Bunch  returns,  his 
friend  and  second.  Dr.  Martin,  on  his  arm.  He  does  not  know 
that  two  battles  have  been  fought  since  liis  own  combat.  His, 
we  will  say,  was  Ligny.  Then  came  Quartre-Bras,  in  which 
Baynes  acd  MacWhirter  were  engaged.  Then  came  the  general 
action  of  Waterloo.  And  here  enters  Colonel  Bunch,  quite  un- 
conscious of  the  great  engagements  which  have  taken  place  since 
his  temporary  retreat  in  search  of  reinforcements. 

"  How  are  you,  Mac^Miirter cries  the  colonel  of  the  purple 
whiskers.  "  My  friend,  _  Dr.  Martin  !"  And  as  he  addresses 
himself  to  the  general  his  eyes  almost  start  out  of  his  head,  as 
if  they  would  shoot  themselves  into  the  breast  of  that  officer. 

My  dSar,  hush  !  Emily  MacWhirter,  had  we  not  better  de- 
fer this  most  painfiil  dispute?  The  whole  house  is  listenino-  to 
us  !"  whispers  the  general,  in  a  rapid,  low  voice.  Doctor — 
Colonel  Bunch — Major  MacWhirter,  had  we  not  better  go  into 
the  dining-room  ?" 

The  general  and  the  doctor  go  first ;  Major  MacWhirt«r  and 
Colonel  Bunch  pause  at  the  door.  Says  Bunch  to  MacWhirter, 
"  Major,  you  act  as  the  general's  friend  in  this  affair  ?    It 's  most 
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iwkward,  but,  by  George  !  Baynes  has  said  things  to  me  that  I 
von't  bear,  were  he  my  own  flesh  and  blood,  by  George !  And 
[  know  him  a  deuced  deal  too  well  to  think  he  will  ev«r  apolo- 
;ize !" 

"  He  has  said  things  to  ME,  Bunch,  that  I  won't  bear  from  fifty 
)rother-in-laws,  by  George  !"  growls  MacWhirter. 

"  What  V    Don't  you  bring  me  any  message  from  him  ?" 

."  I  tell  you,  Tom  Bunch,  I  want  to  send  a  message  to  him. 
[nvite  me  to  his  house,  and  insult  me  and  Emily  when  we  come! 
By  George  !  it  makes  my  blood  boil.  Insult  us  after  travelling 
wenty-four  hours  in  a  confounded  diligence,  and  say  we  re. not 
nvited  1    He  and  his  little  catamaran." 

"  Hush  !"  interposed  Bunch. 

"  I  say  catamaran,  sir  !  don't  tell  me .'"  They  came  and  staid 
ivith  us  four  months  at  Dumdum — the  children  ill  with  the  pip, 
)r  some  confounded  thing — went  to  Europe,  and  left  me  to  pay 
;he  doctor's  bill ;  and  now,  by — "  • 

Was  the  major  going  to  invoke  George,  the  Cappadocian 
;hampion,  or  Olympian  Jove  V  At  this  moment  a  door  by  which 
;hey  stood  opens.  You  may  remember  there  were  three  doors 
ill  on  that  landing ;  if  you  doubt  me,  go  and  see  the  house  ( Av- 
jnue  de  Marli,  Champs  Elysees,  Paris).  A  third  door  opens, 
md  a  young  lady  comes  out,  looking  very  pale  and  sad,  and  her 
tiair  hanging  over  her  shoulders — her  hair,  which  hung  in  rich 
clusters  generally,  but  I  suppose  tears  have  put  it  all  out  of  curl. 

"  Is  it  you,  Uncle  Mac  ?  I  tJiought  I  knew  your  voice,  and  I 
beard  Aunt  Emily's,"  says  the  little  person.- 

"  Yes,  it  is  I,  Charly,"  says  uncle  Mac.  And  he  looks  into  the 
round  face,  which  looks  so  wild  and  is  so  full  of  grief  unutterable 
that  uncle  Mac  is  quite  melted,  and  takes  the  child  to  his  arms, 
and  says,  "  What  is  it,  my  dear  ?"  And  he  quite  forgets  that  he 
proposes  to  blow  her  fatlier's  brains  out  in  the  morning.  "  How 
hot  your  little  hands  are  !" 

"  Uncle,  Uncle  1"  she  says  in  a  swift,  febrile  whisper,  "  you  're 
come  to  take  me  away,  I  know.  I  heard  you'and  papa,  I  heard 
mamma  and  aunt  Emily  speaking  quite  loud,  loud  !  But  if  I  go 
— I  '11 — I  '11  never  love  any  but  him  !"  ■ 

"  But  whom,  dear  ?" 

"  But  Philip,  Uncle." 

"  By  George !  Char,  no  more  you  shall !"  says  the  major.  And 
herewith  the  poor  child,  #ho  had  been  sitting  up  on  her  bed 
while  this  quarrelling  of  sisters — while  this  brawling  of  majors, 
generals,  colonels — while  this  coming  of  hackney-coaches — while 
this  arrival  and  departure  of  visitors  on  horseback — had  been 
taking  place,  gave  a  fine  hysterical  scream,  and  fell  into  her 
uncle's  arms  laughing  and  crying  wildly. 

This  outcry,  of  course,  brought  the  gentlemen  from  their  ad- 
jacent room,  and  the  ladies  from  theirs. 
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"  What  are  you  making  a  fool  of  yourself  about?"  growls  Mrs. 
Baynes,  in^er  deepest  bark. 

"  By  Greorge,  Eliza,  you  are  too  bad!"  says  the  general,  quite 
white. 

"  Eliza,  you  are  a  brute  !"  cries  Mrs.  MacWhirter. 

"So  SHE  is!"  shrieks  Mrs.  Bunch,  from  the  landing-place 
overhead,  where  other  lady-boarders  were  assembled  looking 
down  on  this  awful  family  battle. 

Eliza  Baynes  knew  she  had  gone  too  far.  Poor  Charly  was 
scarce  conscious  by  this  time^  and  wildly  screaming  "  Never, 
never !"  .  When,  as  I  live,  who  should  burst  into  the  premises 
but  a  young  man  with  fair  hair,  with  flaming  whiskers,  with  flam- 
ing eyes,  who  calls  out,  "  What  is  it  ?  \  am  herei,  Charlotte, 
Charlotte!" 

Who  is  that  young  man  ?  We  had  a  glimpse  of  him,  prowling 
about  the  Champs  Elysees  just  now,  and  dodging  behind  a  tree 
when  Colouel  Bunch  went  out  in  search  of  his  second.  Then 
the  young  man  saw  the  MacWhirter  hackney-coach  approach 
the  house.  Then  he  waited  and  waited,  looking  to  that  upper 
window  behind  which  we  know  his  beloved  was  not  reposing. 
Then  he  beheld  Bunch  and  Doctor  Martin  arrive.  Then  he 
passed  through  the  wicket  into  the  garden,  and  heard  Mrs.  Mae 
md  Mrs.  Baynes  fighting.  Then  there  came  from  the  passage-r- 
where,  you  see,  this  battle  was  going  on — that  ringing,  dreadful 
laugh  and  scream  of  poor  Charlotte;  and  Philip  Firmin  burst 
ike  a  bombsTiell  into  the  midst  of  the  hall  where  the  battle  was 
raging,  and  of  the  family  circle  who  were  fighting  and  scream- 
ing. 

Here  is  a  picture,  I  protest.  We  have — first,  the  boarders  on 
the  first  landing,  whither,  too,  the  Baynes  children  have  crept  in 
their  night-gowns;  secondly,  we  have  Auguste,  Fran'?oi?e,  the 
cook,  and  the  assistant  coming  up  from  the  basement ;  and,  third, 
we  have  Colonel  Bunch,  Doctor  Martin,  JIajor  MacWTiirter, 
with  Charlotte  in  his  arms  ;  Madame,  General  B.,  Mrs.  Mac,  Mrs. 
General  B.,  all  in  the  passage,  when  our  friend,  the  bombshell, 
bursts  in  amSng  them. 

"  What  is  it  ?  Charlotte,  I  am  here !"  cries  Philip,  with  his 
great  voice ;  at  hearing  which,  little  Char  gives  one  final  f  cream, 
and,  at  the  next  moment,  she  has  fainted  quite  dead — but  this 
time  she  is  on  Philip's  shoulder. 

"  You  brute,  how  dare  you  do  this  ?"  asks  Mrs.  Baynes,  glar- 
ing at  the  young  man. 

"  It  is  you  who  have  done  it,  Eliza !"  says  aunt  iEmily. 

"  And  so  she  has,  Mrs.  MacWhirter  !"  calls  out  Mrs.  Colonel 
Bunch  from  the  landing  above. 

And  Charles  Baynes  felt  he  had  acted  like  a  traitor,  and  hung 
down  his  head.  He  had  encouraged  his  daughter  to  give  her 
heart  away,  and  she  had  obeyed  him.    When  he  saw  Philip  I 
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think  he  was  glad;  so  was  the  major, though  FIrtnia,  to  be  sure, 
pushed  him  quite  roughly  up  against  the  wall. 

"Is  this  vulgar  scanclil  to  goon  in  the  passage  before  the 
whole  house  ?"  gaspeil  Mrs.  Baynes. 

"  Bunch  brought  me  here  to  prescribe  for  this  young  lady," 
says  little  Doctor  Martin,  in  a  very  courtly  way.  "  Madame, 
will  you  get  a  little  sal-volatile  from  Aajubeau's,  iu  the  Fau- 
bourg ;  and  let  her  be  kept  very  quiet !" 

"  Come,  Monsieur  Philippe.  It  is  enough  like  that !"  cries 
madame,  who  can't  repress  a  smile.  "  Come  to  your  chamber, 
dear  little  1" 

"  Madame,"  cries  Mrs.  Baynes,  "  une  mere — " 

Madame  shrugs  her  shoulders.  "  Une  mere,  une  belle  vifire, 
ma  foiH'  she  says.    "  Come,  Mademoiselle  !" 

There  were  only  very  few  people  in  the  boarding-house ;  if 
they  knew,  if  thev  saw,  what  happened,  how  oas  we  help  our- 
selves ?  But  that  they  had  all  been  sitting  over  a  powder-maga- 
zine, which  might  have  blown  up  and  destroyed  one,  two,  three, 
fivfi  people — even  Philip  did  not  know,  uatil  afterward,  when, 
laughing,  Major  MacWhirter  told  him  how  that  meek  but  most 
savage  Bayne#had  first  challenged  Bunch,  had  then  challeiifjed 
his  brother-in-law,  and  how  all  sorts  of  battle,  murder,  suclden 
death  mic;ht  have  ensued  had  the  quarrel  not  coma  to  :in  end. 

Were  your  humble  servant  anxious  to  harrow  his  reader's 
feelings,  or  display  his  own  graphical  powers,  you  understand 
that  1  never  woiiid  have  allowed  thosH  two  gallant  officers  to 
quarral  and  threaten  each  other's,  very  noses,  without  having 
the  insult  wiped  out  in  blood;  The  Bois  de  BouloL'ne  is  hard 
by  the  Avenue  de  Marli,  with  plenty  of  cool  fighting  ground. 
The  octroi  officers  never  stop  gentlemen  going  out  at  the  neigh- 
boring-barrier  upon  duellin:!  business,  or  pi-avent  the  return  of 
the  slain  victim  in  the  hackney-coach  when  the  dreadful  combat 
is  over.  From'  my  knowledge  of  Mrs.  Baynes'  character,  I 
have  not  the  slightest  doubt  that  she^  would  have  encouraged 
her  husband  to  fight ;  and,  the  general  down,  would  have  put 
pistols  into  the  hands  of  her  boys,  and  bidden  them  carry  on  the 
vendetta  ;  but  as  I  do  not,  for  my  part,  love  to  see  brethren  at 
war,  or  Moses  and  Aaron  tugging  .white  handfuls  out  of  each 
other's  boards,  I  am  glad  there  is  going  to  be  no  fight  between 
the  veterans,  and  that  either's  stout  old  breast  is  secure  from  the 
fratricidal  bullet. 

Major  Macwhirter  forgot  all  about  bullets  and  battles  when 
poor  little  Charlotte  kissed  him,  and  was  not  in  the  least  jealous 
when  he  saw  the  little  maiden  clinging  on  Philip's  arm.  He 
was  melted  at  the  sight  of  that  grief  and  innocence,  when  Mrs. 
Baynes  still  continued  to  bark  out  her  private  rage,  and  said : 
"  If  the  general  won't  protect  me  from  insult,  I  think  I  had  bet- 
ter go." 
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'^Br  fJove,  I  think  you  hafi  '''  exclaimed  MacWhirter.  to 

whioh'reraark  th-  eyes  of  the  io:tor  ar.d  Colonel  Bunch  sr'eamed 
an  approval. 

••  Allocs.  Moifsieiir  Philipp  "-  Enoujili  like  that — let  me  take 
her  to  bed  aza-r.,"  madame  resucnid.      Com^-.  dear  Miss  I" 

What  a  pity  that  the  bedrooin  tvas  but  a  yard  from  where 
they  stood  '  Phiiip  ftit  s'rong  eEOUgh  to  carry  his  little  Charlotte 
to  the  Tuilti-ries.  The  thick  brown  lock;,  which  bad  fallen  over 
his  shoulders,  are  lifted  away.  The  litt!'^  wounded  heart  tliat 
had  lain  against  his  own,  parts  from  him  with  a  reviving  throb. 
Madame  and  her  irother  carry  away  little  Charlotte.  The  door 
of  the  neijiiboring  chamber' closes  on  her  The  s  vd  little  vision 
has  disappeareci.  The  men,  quarrelling  anon  in  the  pr-.ssage, 
stand  there  silent.  ^ 

I  heard  her  voi^-e  ox: 'si -ie."  said  Philip,  after  a  little  pause 
(with  love,  with  jrief.  with  excitemert,  I  suppose  h;^  head  was 
in  a  whirl).  '•  I  heard  her  voice  oiitside.  and  I  eou'i!  n't  help 
coming  in." 

'•  By  George.  I  shonM  thi^k  not.  youna'  fellow  1"  savs  Major 
l^JacWhlrter.  S'outly  shakinff  the  youn^  man  by  the  hani 

,'•  Hush  '  hu-'i  w!  ispors  the  doctor;  ••sh^ttust  be  quite 
qui*t.  .Slie  lias  had  quit-j  excit  _TL!t:;t  enojgli  for  to-nijht.  There 
must  be  no  more  S'.L-r-^s.  my  youus  ieliow."  ^ 

And  Philip  says,  wiien  in  this  lis  agonv  of  irrief  an^  doubt  he 
found  a  lii-ndly  hand  put  cit  to  hWa.  he  hitnse.f  was  so  exceed- 
ingiy  moved  that  he  was  compelled  to  fly  out  of  the  company  of 
the  old  men  into  (he  nigl.t.  where  the  rain  was  r^our^g — toe 
gentle  rain. 

"While  PLilip.  ivitboit  Madjrce  Snioleiisk  -  prcinisej,  is  sayintr 
his  tenderest  prayers,  otlering  up  Lis  tears,  heart-throbs,  aiid 
most  passionrite  vo'.vs  of  love  lor  httle  Charlotte";  benefit,  the 
warriors  assembled  within  once  more  retreat  :o  a  coUcqny  in  the 
salle-'a-m anger  :  and,  in  conseqaence  oi  the  rainy  stare  of  the 
night,  the  astonished  Augiiste  has  to  Jjring  a  third  supnly  of  hot 
water  tor  the  four  gentlemen  attending  the  congress.  The  colo- 
nel, the  major,  the  doctor,  ranged  them-elves  on  one  side  the  table, 
defended,  as  it  Trere,  by  a  line  of  armed  tumblers,  flanked  by  a 
strong  brandy-bottle  and  a  stout  earthwork,  from  an  embrasure 
in  which- scalding  water  could  be  discharge.].  Behind  rLese  for- 
tifications the  veterans  awaited  tli-  ir  enemy,  w^o,  after  marching 
up  and  down  the  room  ibr  ^  while,  takes  position  finallv  in  their 
front  and  pr.i-nrires  to  attack,  Ti.^  general  rrr^jourits  bis  cheval 
de  Iriiaile,  -but  can  no:  bring  ihe  animal  to  charge  as  fiereeiv  as 
before  Cliarlotte's  white  apparition  has  come  amona  them,  and 
flung  her  fair  arm;  between  th.;  ni.^n  uf  wsv.  In  vain  Barnes 
tries  to  get  up  a  binster,  and  to  ^nrorce  his  passion  with  by 
Georges,  by  Joves,  and  words  naughtier  stiil.  Th^t  wtak.  meek, 
quiet,  hen-pecked,  but  most  blood-thir-sty  old  general  found  him- 
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self  forming  his  own  minority,  and  against  him  his  old  comrade 
Bunch,  whom  he  had  insulted  and  nose-palled  ;  his  brother-in- 
law,  MacWhirter,  whom  he  had  nose-pulled  and  insulted  ;  and 
the  doctor,  who  had  been  called  in  as  the  friend  of  the  former. 
As  they  faced  him,  shoulder  to  shoulder,  each  of  those  tl^ree  ac- 
quired fresh  courage  from  his  neighbor.  Each,  taking  his  aim 
deliberately,  poured  hig  fire  into  Baynes.  To  yield  to  such  odds, 
on  J;he  other  hand,  was  not  so  distasteful  to  the  veteran  as  to  have 
to  give  up  his  sword  to  any  single  adversary.  Before  he  would 
own  himself  in  the  wrong  to  any  individual,  he  would  eat  that 
individual's  ears  and  nose  ;  but  to  be  surrounded  by  three  ene- 
mies, and  strike  your  flag  before  ajich  odds,  was  no  disgrace  ;  and 
Baynes  could^ke  the  circumbendibus  way  of  apology  to  which 
some  proud  spirits  will  submit  Thus  he  could  say  t<?  the  doctor, 
"  Well.  Doctor,  perhaps  I  was  hasty  iff  accusing  Bunch  of  employ- 
ing bad  language  1o  me.  A  by-stander  can  see  these  things 
sometimes  when  a  principal  is  too  angry  ;  and  as  you  go  against 
roe — well — there,  then,  1  ask  Bunch's  pardon."  That  business 
over,  the  MacWhirter  reconciliation  was  very  speedily  brought 
about.  Fact  was,  was  in  a  confounded  ill-temper — very  much 
disturbed  by  events  of , the  day — did  n't  mean  anything  but  this, 
that,  and  so  forth.  If  this  old  chief  had  to  eat  humble  pie  his 
brave  adversaries  were  anxious  that  he  should  gobble  up  his  por- 
tion as  quicklj-  as  possible,  and  turned  away  their  honest  old 
heads  as  he  swallowed  it.  One  of  the  party  told  his  wife  of  the 
quarrel  which  had  arisen,  but  Baynes  never  did.  "  I  declare, 
sir!"  Philip  used  to  say,  "  had  she  known  anything  about  the 
quarrel  that  night,  Mrs.  Baynes  would  have  made  her  husband 
turn  out  of  bed  at  midnight,  and  challenge  his  old  friends  over 
again !"'  But  then  there  was  no  love  between  Philip  and  Mrs. 
Baynes,  and  in  those  whom  he  hates  he  is  accustomed  to  see  little 
good. 

Thus,  any  gentle  reader  who  expected  to  be  treated  to  an 
account  of  the  breakage  of  the  sixth  commandment,  will  close  this 
chapter  disappointed.  Those  stout  old  rusty  swords  which  were 
fetched  off  their  hooks  by  the  warriors,  their  owners,  were  re- 
turned undrawn  to  their  fldnnel  cases,  Hands  were  shaken  after 
a  fashion — at  least  no  blood  was  shed.  But,  though  the  words 
spoken  between  the  old  boys  were  civil  enough,  Bunch,  Baynes, 
and  the  doctor  could  not  alter  their  opinion  that  Philip  had  been 
hardly  used,  and  that  the  benefactor  of  his  family  merited  a  bet- 
ter treatment  from  General  Baynes. 

Meanwhile  that  benefactor  strode  home  through  the  rain  in  a 
state  of  perfect  rapture.  The  rain  refreshed  him,  as  did  his  own 
tears.  The  dearest  little  maiden  had  sunk  for  a  momgnt  on  his 
heart,  and,  as  she  lay  there,  a  thrill  of  hope  vibrated  through  his 
whole  frame.  Her  father's  old  friends  had  held  out  a  hand  to 
him,  and  bid  him  not  despair.     Blow  wind,  fall  .autumn  rains  ! 
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In  the  midnight,  under  the  gusty  trees,  amidst  which  the  lamps 
of  the  reverheres  are  tossing,  the  young  fellow  strides  back  to  his 
lodgings.  He  is  poor  and  unhappy,  but  he  has  Hope  along  with 
him.  He  looks  at  a  certain  breast-button  of  his  old  coat  ere  he 
takes  it  off  to  sleep.  "-  Her  cheek  was  lying  there,"  he  thinks, 
"just  there."  My  poor  little  Charlotte  !  what  could  she  have 
done  to  the  breast-button  of  the  old  coat  ? 


CHAPTER  XXVni. 

IN  WHICH  MRS.  MACWHIRTER  HAS  A  NE'^BOXXET. 

Now  though  the  unhappy  Philip  slept  quite  soundly,  so  that 
his  boots,  those  tramp-worn  sentries,  remained  en  faction  at  his 
door  until  quite  a  late  hour  next  morning ;  and  though  little 
Charlotte,  after  a  prayer  or  two,  sank  into  the  swei  test  and  most 
refreshing  girlish  slumber,  Charlotte's  father  and  mother  had  a 
bad  eight;  and,  for  my  part,  I  maintain  that  they  did  not 
deserve  a  good  one.  It  was  very  well  for  Mrs.  Baynes  to  declare 
that  it  was  MacWhirter's  snoring  which  kept  them  awake  (Mr, 
and  Mrs.  Mac  being  lodged  in  the  bedroom  over  their  relatives) 
— I  don't  say  a  snoring  neighbor  is  pleasant — but  what  a  bedfel- 
low is  a  bad  conscience!  Under  Mrs.  Baynes'  nightcap  the  grim 
eyes  lie  open  all  night ;  on  Baynes'  pillow  is  a  silent,  wakeful 
head  that  hears  the  hours  toll.  A  plague  upon  the  young  man 
(thinks  the  female  bonnet  de  nuit) — how  dare  he  come  in  and  dis- 
turb everything  ?  How  pale  Charlotte  will  look  to-morrow  when 
Mrs.  Hely  calls  with  her  son  !  When  she  has  been  crying  she 
looks  hideous,  and  her  eyelids  and  nose  are  quite  red.  She  may 
fly  out,  and  say  something  wicked  and  absurd,  as  she  did  to-day 
I  wish  I  had  never  seen  that  insolent  young  man,  with  his  carroty 
beard  and  vulgar  Blucher  boots  !  If  my  boys  were  grown  up,  he 
should  not  come  hes'toring  about  the  house  us  he  does ;  they 
would  soon  find  a  way  of  punishing  his  impudence  !  Balked  re- 
venge and  a  hungry  disappointment,  I  think,  are  keeping  that 
old  woman  awake  ;  and  if  she  hears  the  hours  toiling,  it  is  because 
wicked  thoughts  malse  her  sleepless. 

As  for  Baynes,  I  believe  that  old  man  is  awake,  because  he  is 
awake  to  the  shabbiness  of  his  own  conduct.  His  conscience 
has  got  the  better  of  him,  which  he  has  been  trying  to  bully  out 
of  doors.  Do  what  he  will,  that  reflection  forces  itself  upon  him. 
Mac,  Bunch,  and  the  doctor  all  saw  the  thing  at  once,  and  went 
dead  against  him.  He  wanted  to  break  his  word  to  a  younw  fel- 
low, whg,  whatever  his  faults  m-ght  be,  had  acted  most  nobly  and 
generously  by  the  Baynes  family.  He  might  have  been  ruined 
but  for  Philip's  forbearance;  and  showed  his  gratitude  by  break- 
ing his  promise  to  the  young  fellow.    He  was  a  hen-pecked 
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man — that  was  thfi  fact.  He  allowed  his  wife  to  govern  him: 
that  little,  old,  plain,  cantankerous  woman  asleep  yonder. 
Asleep.  Was  she  ?  No.  He  knew  she  was  n't.  Both  were 
lyinp;  quite  sdll,  wide  awake,  pursuing  their  dismal  thoughts. 
Only  Charles  was  owning  that  he  was  a  sinner,  while  Eliza,  bis 
wife,  in  a  rage  at  her  last  defeat,  was  meditating  how  she  could 
continue  .and  still  win  her  battle. 

Then  Baynes  reflects  how  persevering  his  wife  is;  how,  all 
through  life,  she  has  come  back  and  back  and  back  to  her  point, 
until  he  has  ended  by  an  almost  utter  subjugation.  He  will 
resist  for  a  day;  she  will  fight  for  a  year,  for  a  life.  If  once  she 
hates  people,  the  sentiment  always  remains  with  her  fresh  and 
lively.  Iler  jealousy  never  dies  ;  nor  her  desire  to  rule.  What 
a  life  she  will  lead  poor  Charlotte,  now  she  has  declared  against 
Phi^  !  The  poor  child  will  be  subject  to  a  dreadful  tyranny  : 
the  father  knows  it.  As  soon  as  he  leaves  the  house  on  his  daily 
wallaB  the  girl's  torture  will  begin.  Bay.ics  knows  how  his  wife 
can  torture  a  woman.  As  she  groans  out  a  hollow  cough  from 
her  bed  in  the  midnight  the  guilty  man  lies  quite  mum  under  his 
own  counterpane.  If  she  fancies  him  awake  it  will  b^j  his  turn 
to  receive  the  torture.  Ah,  Othello,  mon  ami!  when  you  look 
round  at  married  life,  and  know  what  you  know,  don't  you  won- 
der that  the  bolster  is  not  used  a  great  'deal  more  freely  on  both 
sides'?  Horrible  cynicism !  Yes — know.  These  propositions 
served  raw  are  savage,  and  shock  your  sensibility ;  cooked  with 
a  little  piquant  sauce^  they  are  welcome  at  quite  polite  tallies. 

"  Poor  child  !  Yes,  by  George  !  \Vhat  a  lif'j  her  mother  will 
lead  her !"  thinks  tht  general,  rolling  uneasy  on  the  midnight 
pillow.  "No  rest  for  her,  day  or  night,  until  she  marries  the 
man  of  her  mother's  choosing.  And  she  has  a  delicate  cfte-;t — 
Martin  says  she  has;  and  she  wants  coaxing  and  soothing  ;  and 
pretty  coaxing  she  will  have  from  mamma !"  Then,  I  dare  say, 
the  past  rises  up  in  that  wakeful  old  mm's  uncomfortable  memo- 
ry. His  little  Charlotte  is  a  child  again,  laughing  on  his  knee, 
and  playing  with  his  accoutrements  as  he  comes  home  from  pa- 
rade. He  remembers  the  fever  which  she.  had,  when  she  would 
take  medicine  from  no  other  hand  ;  and  how,  though  silent  with 
her  mother,  with  him  she  would  never  tire  of  prattWng,  prat- 
tling. Guilt-stricken  old  man  !  are  those  tears  trickling  down 
thy  old  nose?  It  is  midnight.  We  can  not  see.  When  you 
brought  her  to  the  river,  and  parted  with  her  to  send  her  to  Eu- 
rope, how  the  little  maid  clung  to  you,  and  cried,  "Papa,  papa  !" 

Staggering  up  the  steps  of  the  ghaut,  how  you  wept  yourself  

yes,  wept  tears  of  passionate  tender  grief  at  parting  with  the  dar- 
ling of  your  soul.  And  now,  dehberately,  and  for  the  sake  of 
money,  you  stab  her  to  the  heart,  and  breaii  your  plighted  honor 
to  your  child.  "And  it  is  yonder  cruel,  shrivelled,  bilious,  plain 
old  woman  who  makes  me  do  all  this,  and  trample  on  my  dar- 
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ling,  and  torture  her  I"  he  thinks.  In  Zoffany's  famous  pjcture 
of  Garrick  and  Mrs.  Pritchard  as  Macbeth  and  Lady  Macbeth, 
Macbeth  stands  in  an  attitude  hideously  contorte'd.  and  constrain- 
ed, while  Lady  Mac  is  firm  and  easy.  Was  this  the  actor's  art, 
or  the  poet's  device  ?  Baynes  is  -wTetched,  then.  He  is  wrung 
with  remorse,  and  shame,  and  pity.  Well,  I  am  glad  of  it.  Old 
man,  old  man  !  how  darest  thpu  to  cause  that  child's  t«nder  little 
bosom  to  bleed?  How  bilious  he  looks  the  next  morning!  I 
declare  as  yellow  as  his  grim  old  wife.  When  Mrs.  General  B. 
Iftars  the  children  their  lessons,  how  she  will  scold  them  !  It  is 
my  belief  she  will  bark  through  the  morning  chapter,  and  scarce 
understand  a  word  of  its  meaning.  As  for  Charlotte,  when  she 
appears  with  red  eyes,  fmd  ever  so  little  color  in  h*r  round  cheek, 
there  is  that  in  her  look  and  demeanor  which  warns  her  mother 
to  refrain  from  too  familiar  abuse  or  scolding.  Th&  girl  is  in 
rebellion.  All  day  Char  was  in  a  feverish  state,  her  eyes  flashing 
war.  There  was  a  song  which  Philip  loved  in  those  days  :  the 
song  of  Ruth.  Char  sate  down  to  the-  piano,  and  sang  it  with  a 
strange  energy.  "  Thy  people  shall  be  my  people" — she  sang 
with  all  her  heart — "  and  thy  God  my  God !"  The  slave  had 
risen.  The  little  heart  was  in  arms  and  mutiny.  The  mother 
was  scared  by  her  defiance. 

As  for  the  guilty  eld  father — pursued  by  the  fiend  remorse,  he 
fled  early  from  his  house,  and  read  all  the  papers  at  Galignani's 
without  comprehending  thera.  Madly  regardless  of  e.'tpense,  he 
then  plunged  into  one  of  those  luxurious  jestaurants  in  the  Pal- 
ais Royal  where  yon  get  soup,  three  dishes,  a  sweet,  and  a  pint 
of  delicioHS  wine  for  two  frongs,  by  George !  But  all  the  luxu- 
ries there  presented  to  him  could  not  drive  away  care  or  create 
appetite.  Then,  the  poor  old  wretch  went  off  and  saw  a  ballet 
at  the  Grand  Opera.  In  vain  1  The  pink  nymphs  had  not  the 
slightest  fascination  for  him.  He  hardly  was  aware  of  their 
ogles,  bounds,  and  capers.  He  saiv  a  little  maid  with  round,  sad 
eyes ;  his  Iphigenia  whom  he  was  stabbing.  He  took  more  bran- 
dy-and-w.ater  at  cafes  on  his  way  home.  In  vain,  in  vain,  I  tell 
you  !  The  old  wife  was  sitting  up  for  him,  scared  at  the  unusual 
absence  of  her  lord.  She  dared  not  remonstrate  with  him  when 
he  returned.  His  face  was  pale.  His  eyes  were  fierce  and 
bloodshot.  When  the  general  had  a  particular  look,  Eliza 
Baynes  cowered  in  silence.  Mae,  the  two  sisters,  and,  I  think 
Cblouel  Bunch  (but  on  this  point  my  informant,  Philip,  can  not 
be  sure),  weie  having  a  dreary  rubber  when  the  general  came 
in.  Mrs.  B.  knew  by  the  general's  face  that  he  had  been  having 
recoursie  to  alcoholic  stimulus.  But  she  dared  not  speak.  A 
tiger  in  a  jungle  was  not  more  savage  than  Baynes  sometimes. 
"  Where  is  Char  ?"  he  asked,  in  bis  dreadful,  his  Bluebeard  voice. 

Char  was  gone  to  bed,"  said  mamma,  sorting  her  trumps. 
"Hm!  Augoost,  Odevee,  Osho  !"    Did  Eliza  Baynes  interfere^ 
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tliough  sbe  knew  he  had  had  enough  ?  As  soon  interfere  with  a 
tiger,  and  tell  him  he  had  eaten  enough  Sepo)'.  After  Lady 
Macbeth  had  induced  Mac  to  go  through  that  business  with  Dun- 
can, depend  upon  it  she  was  not  very  deferential  and  respectful 
to  her  general.  All  the  king's  horses  and  men  could  not  bring 
his  late  majesty  back  to  life  again.  As  for  you,  old  man,  though 
your  deed  is  done,  it  is  not  past  recalling.  Though  you  have 
withdrawn  from  your  word  on  a  sordid  money  pretext ;  made 
two  hearts  miserable,  statbed  cruelly  that  one  which  you  lov.e 
best  in  the  world  ;  acted  with  fricked  ingratitude  toward  a  young' 
man,  who  has-been  nobly  forgiving  toward  you  and  yours  ;  and 
are  suffering  with  rage  and  remorse,  as  you  own  your  crime  ^o 
yourself;  your  deed  is  not  past  recalling  as  yet.  You  may  soothe 
that  anguish  and  dry  those  tears.  Ifr  is  but  an  act  of  resolution 
on  your  part,  and  a  firm  resumption  of  your  marital  authority. 
Mrs.  Baynes,  after  her  cvime,  is  quite  humble 'and  gentle.  She 
has  half-murdered  her  child,  and  stretched  Philip  on  an  infernal 
rack  of  torture;  but  she  is  quite  civil  to  overybody  at  madame's 
house.  Not  one  word  does  she  say  respecting  Mrs.  Colonel 
Bunch's  outbreak  of  the  night^before.  She  talks  to  sister  Emily 
about- Paris,  the  fashions,  and  Emily's  walks  on  the  Boulevard 
and  the  Palais  Royal  with  her  major.  She  bestows  ghastly 
smiles  upon  sundry  lodgers  at  table.  She  thanks  Augoost  when 
he  serves  her  at  dinner — and  says,  "/lA,  Madame^  que  le  hoof  est 
bong  aujourdhui,  rien  que  faime  comme  'le  potofou."  Oh,  you  old 
hypocrite !  But  you  know  I,  for  my  part,  always  disliked  the 
woman,  and  said  her  good-humor  was  more  detestable  than  her 
anger.  You  hypocrite !  J  say  again  :  ay,  and  avow  that  there 
were  other  hypocrites  at  the  table,  as  you  shall  presently  hear. 

When  Baynes  got  an  opportunity  of  speaking  unobserved,  aa 
he  thought,  to  madamc,  you  may  be  sure  the  guilty  wretch  asked 
her  how  his  little  Charlotte  was.  Mrs.  Baynes  trumped  her 
partner's  best  heart  at  that  moment,  but  pretended  to  observe  or 
overhear  nothing.  'i,She  goes  better — she  sleeps,"  madame  said. 
"Mr.  the  Doctor  Martin  has  commanded  her  a  calming  potion." 
And  what  if  I*were  to  tell  you  that  someb(^y  had  taken  a  little 
letter  from  Charlotte,  and  actually  had  given  fifteen  sous  to  a 
Savoyard  youth  to  convey  that  letter  to  somebody  else  ?  What 
il'  J  were  to  tell  you  that  the  party  to  whom  that  letter  was  ad- 
dressed, straightway  wiote  an  answer — directed  to  Madame  de 
Smolensk,  of  coui'se  V  I  know  it  wa.'  very  wrong  ;  but  I  suspect 
Philip's  prescription  did  quite  as  much  good  as  Doctor  Martin's, 
and  don't  intend  to  be  very  angry  v/ith  madame  for  consulting 
the  unlicensed  practitioner.  Don't  preach  to  me,  madam,  about 
morality,  and  dangerous  examples  set  to  young  people.  Even  at 
your  present  mature  age,  and  with  your  dear  daughters  around 
you,  if  \  our  ladyship  goes  to  hear  the  Barber  of  SeviUe,  on  whicli 
side  are  your  sympathies — on  Dr.  Bartolo's  or  Miss  Kosina's  ? 
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Although,  then,  Mrs  Bayne?  was  mo5t  re^peetfol  to  her  hus- 
band, and  by  many  »riai  biindiianentj.  Iramble  apneals.  and 
forced  hatniliations.  strova  to  coa  iliite  and  soothe  him,  the  gen- 
eral turned  a  dark,  lo'^-'erinj  i-ice  npoa  the  mrtn-r  of  b»  exist- 
ence:  ber  dismal  snailes  were  no  lonjer  plia-iQw  to  hiai  :  he 
returned  cart  'Ohsl"'  and  'Ahs!  '  to  her  remarks.  Wiun  M-;. 
Hely  and  her  son  and  her  daughter  drove  up  in  their  family 
coach  to  pay  vet  a  second  vis'  t  to  the  Baync-s  family,  the  leaeral 
flew  in  a  passion,  and  cried.  •■  Bless  miy  sou!.  Eliza,  yo j  can't 
think  of  reeelving  Tisirors.  with  t»ur  pDor  child  si 'k  ia  the  next 
room?  It  inhumaii'"  the  scared  woman  venfired  on  no  re- 
monstrance. She  =ra3  50  frighrened  thw  she  did  no;  attempt  to 
scold  the  younger  children.  She  vm's.  a  piece  of  -work  ?.c  1  sat 
among  them  furtiveiy  weepioj.  Tneir  artless  qaeries  .and  un- 
seasonab'.e  iaugti'er  s:?.boed  au  i  pantshod  the  matron.  Ton  see 
people  do  wrong  though  they  are  Ions  pa^c  fi'ty  years  of  aie. 
It  is  not  only  the  s.-ho'f.rs.  b:;t  the  ushers,  and  the  head-master 
hihiself,  who  som-times  Kserve  a  ch.is:isecnen".  I.  for  my  part, 
hope  to  reiiaember  this  sweet  trafa  though  I  lire  into  the  year 
1900. 

To  those  other  ladies  boardin  j  at  ma  lame  s  establishment,  to 
i^^^s  yiac.  and  Mrs.  Coio'i-^i  Banih.  tlijujh  they  had  de.-lared 
against  him,  and  expressed  th^i:-  opinions  in  the  franiest  wavon 
the  niffht  of  the  battle  royal,  the-jenerai  was  provokiaiilv  polite 
and  amiable.  They  had  sail,  b  i:  twentv-foar  boirs  siuL-e.  that 
the  general  was  a  brute;  and  L)rd  Chesterfield  coald  not  have 
been  more  polite  to  a  lovely  younj  du -hess  than  was  Barnes  to 
these  matrons  next  d.^y.  iToti  have  heard  now  Mrs.  Mae  had  a 
strong  desire  to  possess  a  new  Pa-Is  bonnet,  so  that  she  mijht 
appear  with  proper  lustre  atnong  the  ladies  on  the  promenade  at 
Tours.  .Major  and  M-s.  Mae  and  Mrs.  B uneh  talked  of  joing  to 
the  Palais  Royal  (where  Mae^Vhirter  said  he  had  remarked,  some 
uneomcnoQly  neat  things,  by  George  !  at  t;;e  corner  shop  under 
the  glass  nailery).  On  this  Bayne^  starteiup.  ar.  i  said  he  wonld 
accompany  his  friends,  adding.  •■  You  know,  E  ni'r,  I  promised 
you  a  li  at  ever  so  io#^  a»o  i'  An  d  those  il-i  a  r  wei*  a  way  together, 
and  not  one  offer  did  Baynes  make  to  his  wite  to  i.jia  the  oarry  : 
though  her  best  bonnet,  poor  thing,  was  a  Ireait'aii  v  old  -lertorm- 
ance,  with  moulting  feathers,  rumpied  ribbons,  tarnished  dowers, 
and  la^ee  botLghr  in  St.  Martin's  a^lev  months  and  months  before. 
Emily,  to  be  sure,  sail  to  her  sister,  ■•  Eliza,  win"t  u  n  be  of  the 
party  ?  We  can  take  the  omaibas  at  the  corner,  which  will 
land  us  at  the  very  gate."  But  as  Ejaily  ^rave  tliis  unlnokv 
invitation  the  general's  iace  wore  an  expr-ssion  ot'ill-wili  s-o  savair'e 
and  terrific  tuat  Eiiza  Baynes  sa  d  Xt> — tfaani  vo:t.  Emiiv ; 
Charlotte  is  still  uuw-a.  aad  1 — I  may  be  wante-j  at  Lome.'' 
And  the  party  went  away  without  Mrs.  Bavnes ;  and  thev  were 
absent  I  don't  know  how  long :  and  Emily  MaeWhirter  came 
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Sack  to  the  boarding-house,  in  a  new  bonnet — the  sweetest  thing 
j'ou  ever  saw  ! — green  pique  velvet,  with  a  ruclie  full  of  rose-buds, 
and  a  bird  of  paradise  perchecl  on  the  top,  pecking  at  a  bunch  of 
the  most  magnificent  grapes,  poppies,  ears  of  corn,  barley,  etc., 
all  indicative  of  the  bounteous  autumn  season.  Mrs.  General 
Baynes  had  to  see  her  sister  return  home  in  this  elegant  bonnet 
to  welcome  her  ;  to  acquiesce  in  Emily's  remark  that  the  general 
bad  done  the  genteel  thing;  to  hear  how  the  party  had  farther 
been  to  Tortoai's,  and  had  ices ;  and  then  to  go  up  stairs  to  her 
own  room,  and  look  at  her  own  battered,  blowzy,  old  chapeau, 
with  its  limp  streamers,  hanging  from  its  peg.  This  humination, 
I  say,  Ehza  Baynes  had  to  bear  in  silence,  without  wincing,  and, 
if  possible,  a  smile  on  her  face. 

In  consequence  of  circumstances  before  indicated.  Miss  Char- 
lotte was  pronounced  to  be  very  much  better  when  her  papa 
returned  from  his  Palais  Royal  trip.  He  found  her  seated  on 
madame's  sofa,  pale,  but  with  the  wonted  sweetness  in  her  smile. 
He  kissed  and  caressed  her  with  many  tender  words.  I  dare  say 
be  told  her  there  was  nothing  in  tfie  world  he  loved  so  much  as 
his  Charlotte.  He  would  never  willingly  do  anything  to  give  her 
pain,  never  !  She  had  been  his  good  girl  and  his  blessing  all  his 
life  !  Ah !  that  is  a  prettier  little  picture  to  imagine — that 
repentant  man,  and  his  child  clinging  to  him — than  the  tableau 
overhead,  viz  :  Mrs.  Baynes  looking  at.  her  old  bonnet.  Not  one 
word  was  said  about  Philip  in  the  talk  between  Baynes  and  his 
daughter,  but  those  tender  paternal  looks  and  caresses  carried 
hope  into  Charlotte's  heart ;  and  when  her  papa  went  away 
(she  said  afterward  to  a  female  friend),  "  I  got  up  and  followed 
him,  intending  to  show  him  Philip's  letter.  But  at  the  door  I 
saw  mamma  coming  down  the  stairs  ;  and  she  looked  so  dreadful, 
and  frightened  me  so,  that  I  went  back."  There  are  some 
mothers  I  have  heard  of  who  won't  allow  their  daughters  to  read 
the  works  of  this  humble  homilist,  lest  they  should  imbibe 
"dangerous"  notions,  etc.,  etc.  My  good  ladies,  give  them 
Goody  TwosJioes  if  you  like,  or  whatever  work,  combining  in- 
struction and  amusement,  you  think  most  appropriate  to  their 
juvenile  understandings  ;  but  I  beseech  you  to  be  gentle  with 
them.  I  never  saw  people  on  better  terms  with  eacii  other,  more 
frank,  affectionate,  and  cordial,  than  the  parents  and  the  grown- 
up young  folks  in  the  United  States.  And  why  V  Because  the 
children  were  spoiled,  to  be  sure  !  I  say  to  you,  get  the  con- 
fidence of  your> — before  the  day  comes  of  revolt  and  indepen- 
dence, after  which  love  returneth  not. 

Now,  when  Mrs.  Baynes  went  into  her  daughter,  who  had 
been  sitting  pretty  comfortably  kissing  her  father,  on  the  sofa  in 
madame's  chamber,  all  those  soft  tremulous  smiles  and  twinkling 
dew-drops  of  compassion  and  forgiveness  which  anon  had  come 
to  soothe  the  little  maid,  fled  from  cheek  and  eyes.  They  began 
28 
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to  flash  again  with  their  febrile  brightness,  and  her  heart  to 
throb  with  dangerous  rapidity.  "  How  are  you,  now  ?"  asks 
rnamma.  with  her  deep  voice.  "  I  am  much  the  same,"  says  the 
girl,  beginning  to  tremble.  "Leave  t^e  child  ;  you  agitate  her, 
madam,"  cries  the  mistress  of  the  house,  coming  in  after  Mrs. 
Baynes.  That  sad,  humiiiated,  deserted  mother  goes  out  from 
her  daughter's  presence,  hanging  her  head.  She  put  on  the 
poor  old  bonnet,  and  had  a  walk  that  evening  on  the  Champs 
Elys^es  with  her  little  ones,  and  showed  them  Guignol;  she 
gave  a  penny  to  Guignol's  man.  It  is  my  belief  that  she  saw  no 
more  of  the  performance  than  her  husband  had  spen  of  the 
ballet  the  night  previous,  when  Taglioui,  and  Noblet,  and  Duver- 
nay  danced  before  his  hot  eyes.  But  then,  you  see,  the  hot 
eyes  had  been  washed  with  a  refreshing  water  since,  which  en- 
abled them  to  see  the  world  much  more  cheerfully  and  brightly. 
Ah,  gracious  heaven  gives  us  eyes  to  see  our  own  wrong,  how- 
ever dim  age  may  make  them ;  and  knees  not  too  stiiF  to  kneel, 
in  spite  of  years,  cramps,  and  rheumatism !  That  stricken  old 
woman,  then,  treated  her  children  to  the  trivial  comedy  of 
Guignol.  She  did  not  cry  out  when  the  two  boys  climbed  up  the 
trees  of  the  Elysian  fields,  though  the  guardians  bade  them  de- 
scend ;  she  bought  pink  stfcks  of  barley-sugar  for  the  young 
ones.  Withdrawing  glistening  sweetmeats  from  their  lips,  they" 
pointed  to  Mrs.  Hely's  splendid  beirouche  as  it  rolled  citywards 
from  the  Bois  de  Boulogne.  The  gray  shades  were  falling,  and 
Auguste  was  in  the  act  of  ringing  the  first  dinner-bell  at 
Madame  Smolensk's  establishment  when  Mrs.  General  Baynes 
returned  to  her  lodgings. 

Meanwhile  aunt  MaeWhirter  had  been  to  pay  a  visit  to  little 
Miss  Charlotte,  in  the  new  bonnet  which  the  general,  Charlotte's 
papa,  had  bought  for  her.  This  elegant  article  had  furnished  a 
subject  of  pleasing  conversation  between  niece  and  aunt,  who 
held  each  other  in  very  kindly  regard,  and  all  the  details  of  the 
bonnet,  the  "blue  flowers,  scarlet  flowers,  grapes,  sheaves  of  corn, 
lace,  etc.,  were  examined  and  admired  in  detail.  Charlotte 
remembered  the  dowdy  old  English  thing  which  aunt  Mac  wore 
when  she  went  out.  Charlotte  did  remember  the  bonnet,  and 
Jaughed  when  Mrs.  Mae  described  how  papa,  in  the  hackney- 
coach,  on  their  return  home,  insisted  upon  taking  the  old  wretch 
of  a  bonnet,  and  flinging  it  out  of  the  coach- window  into  the 
road,  where  an  old  chiffonnier  passing  picked  it  up  with  his 
iron  hook,  put  it  on  his  own  head,  and  walked  away  grinning. 
I  declare,  at  the  recital  of  this  narrative,  Charlotte  laughed  as' 
pleasantly  and  happily  as  in  former  days  ;  and,  no  doubt,  there 
were  more  kisses  between  this  poor  little  maid  and  her  aunt. 

Now,  you  will  remark;  that  the  general  and  his  party,  thou<^h 
they  returned  from  the  Palais  EoyaJ  in  a  hackney-coach,  went 
thither  on  foot,  two  and  two — viz.,  Major  MaeWhirter  leading 
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and  giving  his  arm  to  Mrs.  Bunch  (who,  I  promise  you,  knew  the 
shops  in  the  Palais  Royal  well),  and  the  general  following  at 
some  distance,  with  his  sister-in-law  for  a  partner. 

In  that  walk  a  conversation  very  important  to  Charlotte's 
interests  took  place  between  her  aunt  and  her  father. 

"Ah,  Baynes  !  this  is  a  sad  business  about  dearest  Char,"  Mrs. 
Mac  broke  out  with  a  sigh. 

■'It  is,  indeed,  Emily,"  says  the  general,  with  a  very  sad  groaa 
on  his  part. 

"  It  goes  to  my  heart  to  see  you,  Baij'nes ;  it  goes  to  Mac's 
heart.  We  talked  about  it  ever  so  late  last  night.  You  were 
suffering  dreadfully  ;  and  all  the  brandy-pawnee  in  the  world 
won't  cure  you,  Charles." 

"  No,  faith,"  says  the  general,  with  a  dismal  screw  of  the 
mouth.  "  You  see,  Emily,  to  see  that  child  suffer  tears  my  heart 
out — by  George,  it  does.  She  has  been  the  best  child,  and  the 
most  gentle,  and  the  merriest,  and  the  most  obedient,  and  I  never 
had  a  word  of  fault  to  find  with  her ;  and — poo-ooh !"  Here 
the  general's  eyes,  which  have  been  winking  with  extreme 
rapidity,  give  way  ;  and  at  the  signal  pooh !  there  issue"  out 
from  them  two  streams  of  that  eye-water  which  we  have^aid  is 
sometimes  so  good  for  the  sight. 

"  My  dear  kind  Charles,  you  were  always  a  good  creature," 
says  Emily,  patting  the  arm  on  which  hers  rests.  Meanwhile 
Major- General  Baynes,  C.B.,  puts  his  bamboo  cane  under  his 
disengaged  arm,  extracts  from  his  hind  pocket  a  fine  large  yellow 
bandana  pocket  handkerchief,  and  performs  a  prodigious  loud 
obligato — just  under  the  spray  of  the  Rond-point  fountain, 
opposite  the  Bridge  of  the  Jnvalides,  over  which  poor  Philip  has 
tramped  many  and  many  a  day  and  night  to  see  his  little  maid. 

"  Have  a  care  with  your  cane,  then,  old  imbecile  !"  cries  an 
approaching  foot-passenger,  whom  the.  general  meets  and  charges 
with  his  iron  ferule. 

"  Mille  pardong,  m»soo,  je  vous  demande  mille  pardong"  says 
the  old  man,  quite  meekly. 

"  You  are  a  good  soul,  Charles,"  the  lady  continues ;  "  and  my 
little  Char  is  a  darling.  You  never  would  have  done  this  of 
your  own  accord.  Mercy  !  And  see  what  it  was  coming  to  ! 
Mac  only  told  me  last  night.  You  horrid,  blood-thirsty  creatdre  ! 
Three  challenges — and  dearest  Mac  as  hot  as  pepper !  Oh, 
Charles  Baynes,  I  tremble  when  I  think  of  the  danger  from 
which  you  have  all  been  rescued  !  Suppose  you  brought  home 
to  Eliza — suppose  dearest  Mac  brought  home  to  me  killed  by 
this  arm  on  which  I  am  leaning.  Oh,  it  is.  dreadful,  dreadful ! 
We  are  sinners,  all  that  we  are,  Baynes !" 

"I  humbly  ask  pardon  for  having  thought  of  a  great  crime. 
I  ask  pardon,"  says  the  general,  very  pale  and  solemn. 
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••  K  had  killed  dear  Mic.  -K-ouIi  yon  ever  had  rest  agsin, 
■■  >.o  ;  I  tidnk  no:.    I  sh.-'aLd  nor  deserrer."  in^trer?  tie 

••  y-j'i  bj-e  J  g^'-d  hear:.  I:  wai  no:  j-ja  wio  d:d  :lii;.  I 
irow  who  it  -wsi.  She  alwjvi  had  a  dnsadfnL  remrer.  The 
■S6-JV  in  ■wh:_''h  ;:e  "^e-d  to  torture  oar  poor  dear  Loai?a  who  is 
dead.  I  can  harilv  ft-^tve  no-ar.  Barnes.  Poor  stiieric^  aa^e!  I 
E'iza  ■!^i5  ?r.  zir  beditde  tia^gitiz  and  tormrin.;  h^r  np  to  the 
Terv  .i5t  d^T.  Did  jx)^  ever  see  her  ■^th  her  ctirs^s  and  ser- 
T3nti  in  Ittdii  ?    The  war  iti  which  she  treated  them  was — 

••Don:  an  7-  itic-e.  I  a~i  aware  ot  wite  s  lau'-s  of 
tentrer.  Heaven  ki:o^;  it  h.^;  mide  me  stiSer  enough !"  savg 
tie  irenertil.  hirziriir  hi*  heid  d^wc. 

Whv,  man — do  vci  inter.!  to  .live  wav  to  her  alto^rether  ? 
I  5ail  to  Mac  last  night.  Mae,  does  he  intend  to  jive  way  to  her 
,il  together  ?  The  .4  — j  List  does  n  t  contain  the  name  of  a 
oriiver  tnin  than  Cnarirs  Biynes.  and  ii  m_v  ;-ster  Eliia  to  rule 
him  entirely.  Mae .''  I  said-  iSo  :  if  you  stind  tip  to  Eihsau  I 
kn:^  rroni  experience  she  will  :nve  way.  We  liave  had  j^uivr- 
reli,  so«res  and  hundre  ds,      yon  know.- Baynes." 

'•  Filth.  I  do."  owns  the  genrril.  with  a  soid  smfle  on  his 
ttttntenan.v. 

"And  sometimes  she  hss  tad  the  be-st  and  scoietitnes  I  hare 
had  the  best.  B.iynes  '  But  I  never  ydelded.  as  voa  do.  wiriont 
a  fight  for  my  own.  No.  never.  Baynes  i  And  me  and  Mae  are 
shc-'.'ked.  I  teli  yet.  fairly,  when  we  see  the  way"  in  which  roti 
;:v :  up  to  her  '." 

■■  Come,  come  I  think  yea  hare  told  me  eften  enoti:;h  that  I 
am  hen-pecked."  says  the  generai 

••And  yea  give  up  not  yoarseli'  only.  Charles,  but  voor  dear, 
dear  child — poor  littie  suffering  love''" 

"The  yoang  man  "s  a  begg.^r  "  cries  the  general,  bitin;:  his 
hps. 

"■WTiat  were  yea.  what  ^as  Mac  and  me  when  we  married? 
TVe  hadn't  much  tesides  oar  pay.  had  we?  we  rubbed  on 
through  bad  weather  and  good,  mana^inir  as  best  we  could, 
loving  each  other,  God  be  praised  '.  And  here  we  are,  owic^ 
nobody  anything,  and  me  going  to  iave  a  new  bonnet  and  she 
tossed  up  her  head,  and  gave  her  ecmpanion  a  good-natured 
look  through  her  twinkling  eyes. 

■•  Emily,  you  have  a  good'  hear:  1  that  s  tie  truth."'  savs  the 
general. 

"And  jfOM  have  a  go-:^  heart.  Charles,  as  sure  ,\i  u;v  name 's 
MacWhirter ;  aad  I  want  you  :o  act  upon  it.  aad  I  pronoise— " 
••  WTiat  ?" 

Well,  I  propoce  that— '    But  now  they  have  reached  the 
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Tuileries  garden  gates,  and  pass  thi-ough,  and  continue  their 
conversation  in  the  midst  of  such  a  hubbub  that  we  can  not 
overhear  them.  They  cross  the  garden,  and  so  make  their  v?ay 
into  the  Palais  Royal,  and  the  purchase  of  the  bonnet  takes 
place ;  and  in.  the  midst  of  the  exeitement  oCcasibned  by  that 
event,  of  course,  all  discussion  of  domestic  affairs  becomes  unin- 
teresting. • 

But  the  gist  of  Baynes'  talk  with  his  sister-in-law  may  be 
divined  from  the  conversation  which  presently  occurred  between 
-  Charlotte  and  her  aunt.  Charlotte  did  not  come  in  to  the  public 
dinner.  She  was  too  weak  for  that ;  arrd  "  un  ban  bouillon " 
aiTd  a  wing  of  fowl  were  served  to  her  in  the  private  apartment, 
where  she  had  been  reclining  all  day.  At  dessert,  however, 
Mrs.  MacWhirter  took  a  fine  bunch  of  grapes,  and  a  plump  rosy 
peach,  from  the  table,  and  carried  them  to  the  httle  maid,  and 
their  interview  may  be  described  vrith  sufficient  accuracy,  though 
it  passed  without  other  witnesses. 

From  the  outbreak  on  the  previous  night  Charlotte  knew  that 
her  aunt  was  her  friend.  The  glances  of  Mrs.  MacWhirter's 
eyes,  and  the  expression  of  her  bony,  homely  face,  told  her  sym- 
pathy to  the  girl.  There  were  no  pallors  now,  no  angry  glances,^ 
no  heart-beating.  Miss  Char  could  even  make  a  little  joke 
when  her  aunt  appeared,  and  say,  "  What- beautiful  grapes! 
Why,  Aunt,  you  must  have  taken  them  out  of  the  new  bonnet !" 

"  You  should  have  had  the  bird  of  paradise,  too,  dear,  only  I 
see  you  have  not  eaten  your  chicken !  She  is  a  kind  woman, 
Madame  Smolensk.  I  like  her.  She  gives  very  nice  dinners. 
I  can't  think  how  she  does  it  for  the  money,  I  am  sure !" 

"  She  has  been  very,  very  kind  to  me  ;  and  I  love  her  with  all 
my  haart !"  cries  Charlotte. 

"  Poor  darling !  We  have  all  our  trials,  and  yours  have  be- 
gun, my  love !" 

'J  Yes,  indeed.  Aunt !"  whimpers  the  young  person ;  upon 
which  osculation  possibly  takes  place. 

"  My  dear !  when  your  papa  took  me  to  buy  the  bonnet  we 
had  a  long  talk,  and  it  was  about  you." 

"About  me.  Aunt !"  warbles  Miss  Charlotte. 

"  He  would  not  take  mamma';  he  would  only  go  with  me 
alone.  I  knew  he  wanted  to  say  something  about  you;  and 
what  do  you  thinji  it  was  ?  My  dear,  you  have  been  very  much 
agitated  here.  You  and  your  poor  mamma  are  likely  to  disacree 
for  some  time.  She  will  drag  you  to  those  balls  and  fine  parties, 
and  bring  you  those  Jine  partners." 

"  Oh,  1  hate  them  !"  cries  Charlotte.  Poor  httle  Walsingham 
Hely,  what  had  he  done  to  be  hated  ?  ° 

"  Well.  Jt  is  not  for  me  to  speak  of  a  mother  to  her  own 
daughter.  But  you  know  mamma  has  a  way  with  her.  She 
expects  to  be  obeyed.    She  will  give  you  no  peace.    She  will 
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come  back  to  her  point  again  and  again.  You  know  how  she 
speaks  of  some  one — a  certain  gentleman  ?  If  ever  she  sees  him 
she  will  be  rude  to  him.  Mamma  can  be  rude  at  times — that  I 
must  say  of  my  own  sister.    As  long  as  you  remain  here — " 

"  Oh,  Aunt,  Aunt !  Don't  take  me  away,  don't  take  me 
away !"  cries  Charlotte. 

"  My  dearest,  are  you  afraid  of  your  old  aunt  and  your  uncle 
Mac,  who  is  so  kind,  and  has  always  loved  you  ?  Major  Mac- 
Whirter  has  a  will  of  his  own,  too,  though  of  course  I  make  no 
allusions.  We  know  how  admirably  somebody  has  behaved  to 
your  family.  Somebddy  who  has  been  most  ungratefully  treated, 
though  of  course  I  make  no  allusions.  If  you  have  given  away 
your  heart  to  your  father's  greate.-it  henefaclor,  do  you  suppose  I 
and  uncle  Mae  will  quarrel  with  you?  When  Eliza  married 
Baynes  (your  father  was  a  penniless  subaltern  then,  my  dear — 
and  my  sister  was  certainly  neither  a  fortune  nor  a  beauty), 
did  n't  she  go  dead  against  the  wishes  of  oiir  father  ?  Certainly 
she  did  1  But  she  said  she  was  of  age,  that  she  was,  and  a  great 
deal  more,  too — and  she  would  do  as  she  liked,  and  she  made 
Baynes  marry  her.  Why  should  you  be  afraid  of  coming  to  us, 
love  ?  You  are  nearer  somebody  here,  but  can  you  see  him  ? 
Your  mamma  will  never  let  you  go  out,  but  she  will  follow  you 
like  a  shadow.  You  may  write  to  him.  Don't  tell  me,  child. 
Have  n't  I  been  young  myself;  and  when  there  was  a  difficulty 
between  Mac  and  poor  papa,  did  n't  Mac  write  to  me,  though  he 
hates  letters,  poor  dear,  and  certainly  is  a  stick  at  them  ?  And, 
though  we  were  forbidden,  had  we  not  twenty  ways  of  telegraph- 
ing to  each  other  ?  Law !  your  poor  dear  grandfather  was  in 
such  a  rage  with  me  once,  when  he  found  one,  that  he  took  down 
his  great  buggy-whip  to  me,  a  grown  girl !" 

Charlotte,  who  has  plenty  of  humor,  would  have  laughed  at 
this  confession  some  other  time,  but  now  she  was  too  much  agi- 
tated by  that  invitation  to  quit  Paris,  which  her  aunt  had  just 
given  her.  Quit  Paris  ?  Lose  the  chance  of  seeing  her  dearest 
friend,  her  protector  ?  If  he  was  not  with  her,  was  he  not  near 
her?  Yesterday  night,  that  horrible  yesterday — when  all  was 
so  wretched,  so  desperate,  did  not  her  champion  burst  forward  to 
her  rescue  ? 

"  You  are  not  listening,  you  poor  child  !"  said  aunt  Mae,  sur- 
veying hjr  niece  with  looks  of  kindness.  "  Now  listen  to  me 
once  more.  _  Whisper !"  And  sitting  down  on  the  settee  by 
Charlotte's  side,  aunt  Emily  first  kissed  the  girl's  round  cheek 
and  then  whispered  into  her  ear. 

Never,  I  declare,  was  medicine  so  efficacious,  or  rapid  of 
eiFect,  as  that  wondrous  distilmont  which  aunt  Emily  poured  into 
her  niece's  ear !  "  Oh,  you  goose  !"  she  began  by  saying,  and 
the  rest  of  the  charm  she  whispered  into  that  pearly  little'  pink 
shell  round  which  Miss  Charlotte's  soft  brown  ringlets  clustered. 


ON  HIS  WAY  THROUGH  THE  WORLD. 


327 


Sucli  a  sweet  blusli  rose  straightway  to  the  cheek  !  Such  sweet 
lips  began  to  cry,  "  Oh,  you  dear,  dear  Aunt !"  and  then  began 
to  kiss  aunt's  kind  lace,  that,  I  declare,  if  I  knew  the  spell,  I 
would  like  to  pronounce  it  right  off,  with  such  a  sweet  young 
patient  to  practice  on. 

"  When  do  we  goV  To-morrow,  Aunt,  n'est  ce  pan  f  Oh,  I 
am  quite  strong  !  never  felt  so  well  in  my  life.  I  '11  go  and  pack 
up  tJiis  instant .'"  cries  the  young  person. 

Doucement !    Papa  knows  of  the  plan.    Indeed  it  was  he  who 
proposed  it." 

"  Dearest,  best  father  !"  ejaculates  Miss  Charlotte. 
"But  mamma  does  not;  and  if  you  show  yourself  very  eager, 
Charlotte,  she  may  object,  you  knaw.  Heaven  forbid  that  / 
should  counsel  dissimulation  to  a  child ;  but,  under  the  circum- 
stances, my  love —  At  least  I  own  what  happened  between  Mac 
and  me.  Law  !  /  did  n't  care  for  papa's  buggy-whip  !  I  knew 
it  would  not  hurt ;  and  as  for  Baynes,  I  am  sure  he  would  not 
hurt  a  fiy.  Never  was  man  more  sorry  for  what  he  has  done. 
He  told  me  so  while  we  walked  away  from  the  bonnet-shop,  while 
he  was  carrying  my  old  yellow.  We  met  somebody  near  the 
Boarse.  How  sad  he  looked,  and  how  handsome  too !  I  bowed 
to  him  and  kissed  my  hand  to  him,  that  is,  the  nob  of  my  para- 
sol. Papa  could  n't  shake  hands  with  him,  because  of  my  bon- 
net, you  know,  in  the  brown-paper  bag.  He  has  a  grand  beard 
indeed !  He  looked  like  a  wounded  lion.  I  said  so  to  papa. 
And  I  said,  '  It  is  you  who  wound  him,  Charles  Baynes !'  '  I 
know  that,'  papa  said."^  'I  have  been  thinking  of  it.  I  can't 
sleep  at  night  for  thinking  about  it ;  and  it  makes  me  deed  un- 
happy.' You  know  what  papa  sometimes  says?  Dear  me! 
You  should  have  heard  them  when  I  and  Eliza  joined  the  army, 
years  and  years  ago !  ' 

For  once  Charlotte  Baynes  was  happy  at  her  father's  being 
unhappy.  The  liftle  maiden's  he?irt  had  been  wounded  to  think 
that  her  father  could  do  his  Charlotte  a  wrong.  Ah  I  take  warn- 
ing by  him,  ye  gra)'-beards  !  And  however  old  and  toothless, 
if  you  have  done  wrong,  own  that  you  have  done  so ;  and  sit 
down  and  mumble  your  humble  pie  ! 

The  general,  then,  did  not  shake  hands  with  Philip  ;  but  Ma- 
jor MaeWhirter  went  ^up  in  the  most  marked  way,  and  gave 
the  wounded  lion  his  own  paw,  and  said,  "  Mr.  Firmin.  Glad 
to  sec  you  !  If  ever  you  come  to  Tours,  mind,  don't  forget  my 
wife  and  me.  Fine  day.  Little  patient  much  better  1  Bon 
courage,  as  they  say  !" 

I  wonder  what  sort  of  a  bungle  Philip  made  of  his  correspon- 
dence'with  the  PaU  Mall  Gazette  tbat  night  ?  Every  man  who 
lives  by  Iris  pen,  if  by  chanee  he  looks  back  at  his  writings  of 
former  yeai-s,  lives  in  the  jiast  jigain.  Our  griefs,  our  pleasures, 
our  youth,  our  sorrows,  our  dear,  dear  friends,  resuscitate.  How 
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■we  tingle  with  shame  over  Ecme  of  those  fine  passages!  How 
drear)'  are  those  difinterred  jokes!  It  was  Wednesday  night, 
Iljilip  -ppf  wiiliiio  cfl  at  1  cnie.  in  his  inn,  one  ft  his  grand 
tirrdt  s.  flatf  d  "Pfiris.  THiik^ij  " — s-o  a>-  to  he  in  time,  }ou  un- 
dtJpif  i  d  I'or  tl  *  port  cj'  SaUiida}-,  v.l  en  the  little  waiier  comes 
ai.d  i-f.As-  wirl-  h  g,     j*.j:ain  tl.at  1;  d}  .  !Mf  riM(  ur  Philipjii-  !" 

••  V  l;H  !;Hty  V  afks  f  la- ( -p  n  intt  I'ig..  i.t  co)  i  ( i-jiciiident. 

'  Tl  ai  eld  JrOT  wl  o  ( ame  tl  e  other  day.  yon  know." 

"  €'€.'•1  moi,  won  and!'  c'ier  Mad?me  Smolens-k  s  well-known 
giave  voice.  "  Here  is  a  letter,  d'ahcrd.  But  that  says  noth- 
ing. It  was  written  hefore  the  grande  nouvelle — the  great  news 
— th*e  good  news !" 

"  What  good  news?"  asks  the  gentleman. 

"  In  two  days  Miss  goes  to  Tcurs  with  her  aunt  and  uncle — 
this  good  Macvirterre.  They  1  a\e  taken  their  places  by  the 
diliger.ce  of  Lafitte  and  Caillard.  They  are  thy  friends.  Papa 
encoi;ragts  hir  poing.  Here  is  tlieir  card  of  visit.  Go  thou 
also  ;  they  will  rtceive  thee  with  open  arms.  What  hast  thou, 
my  son  ?" 

Philip  kf  lu  d  di  eadfull}  sad.  An  injured  and  unfortunate  gen- 
tltnifai  at  Kiw  'toik  had  drawn  upon  him,  and,  he  had  paid 
away  everythirj;  1  e  had  but  (our  irancs,  andite  was  living  on 
credit  until  his  next  remittance  arrived. 

Thou  hast  no  money  !  I  have  thought  of  it.  Behold  of  it! 
Let  him  v.  ait — the  propiietor  !  '  And  she  takes  out  a  bank-note, 
which  she  puts  in  the  young  man's  hand. 

"  Tiens.  il  I'crtihrasse  encor  c'te  vielle !"  says  the  little  knife- 
boy.    "  J' aimer  ai  pas  pa,  moi,  par  examp  !" 


CHAPTER  XXIX. 

in  the  departments  of  seine,  loire,. ..and  styx  (in- 
ferieur). 

Our  dear  friend  Mrs.  Baynes  was  suffering  under  the  influ- 
ence of  one  of  those  panics  which  sometimes  seized  her,  and 
during  which  she  remained  her  husband's  most  obedient  Eliza 
and  vassal.  When  Baynes  wore  a  certain  expression  of  coun- 
tenance, we  have  said  that  his  \\  ife  knew  resistance  to  be  use- 
less. That  expression,  I  suppose,  he  assumed  when  he  an- 
nounced Charlotte's  departure  to  her  mother,  and  ordered  Mrs. 
General  Baynes  to  make  the  necessary  preparations  for  the  girl. 
"  She  might  stay  sometime  with  her  aunt,"  Baynes  stated.  "  A 
change  of  air  would  do  the  child  a  great  deal  of  good.  Let 
everything  necessary  in  the  shape  of,  hats,  bonnets,  winter 
clothes,  and  so  forth,  be  got  ready."  "  Was  Char,  then,  to 
Stay  away  so  long  ?"  asked  Mrs.  B.    "  She  has  been  so  happy 
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here  that  you  -want  to  keep  her,  and  fancy  she  can't  be  happy 
■without  you  !"  I  can  fancy  the  general  grimly  replying  to  the 
partner  of  his  exi^teni  e.  Hanging  down  her  withered  head, 
with  a  t(-ar  may  hap  trickling  down' her  cheek,  I  can  fancy  the 
old  -ivoman  silently  departing  to  do  the  bidding  of  her  lord.  She 
selei  is  a  trunl^ut  of  tht-  store  of  Ba3'nes'  baggage.  A  young 
lady's  trunk  was  a  trurik  in  those  days.  Xow  it  is  a  two  or  three 
storied  edifice  of  wood,  in  which  two  or  three  full-grown  bodies  of 
young  ladies  (without  crinoline)  might  be  packed.  I  saw  a 
little  old  country-woman  at  the  Folkestone  station  last  year  with 
her  travelling  baggage  contained  in  a  bandbox  tied  up  in  an 
old  cotton  handkerchief  hanging  on  her  arm  ;  and  she  surveyed 
Lady  Knightsbridge's  twenty-three  black  trunks,  each  well-nigh 
as  large  as  her  ladyship's  opera-box.  Before  these  great  edi- 
fices that  old  woman  stood  wondering  dumbly.  That  old  lady 
and  I  had  lived  in  a  time  when  crinoline  was  not ;  and  yet,  I 
think,  women  looked  even  prettier  in  that  time  than  they  do 
now.  Well,  a  trunk  and  a  bandbox  were  fetched  out  of  the 
baggage-heap  for  little  Charlotte,  and  I  dare  say  her  little  broth- 
ers jumped  and  danced  on  the  box  with  much  energy  to  make 
the  lid  shut,  and  the  general  brought  out  his  hammer  and  nails, 
and  nailed  a  card  on  the  box  with  "  Madt-moiselle  Baynes" 
thereon  printed.  And  mamma  had  to  look  on  and  witness  those 
preparations.  And  AValsingham  Hely  had  ceiled  ;  and  he  would 
not  call  again,  she  knew  ;  and  that  fair  chance  for  the  establish- 
ment of  her  child  was  lost  by  the  obstinacy  of  her  self-willed, 
reckless  husband.  That  woman  had  to  water  her  soup  with  her 
furtive  tears,  to  sit  of  nights  behind  hearts  and  spades,  and 
brood  over  her  crushed  hopes.  ]f  I  contemplate  that  wretched 
old  Niobe  much  longer  I  shall  begin  to  pity  her.  Away,  softness  I 
Take  out  thy.  arrows,  the  poisoned,  the  barbed,  the  rankling, 
and  prod  me  the  old  creature  well,  god  of  the  silver  bow  !  Eliza 
Baynes  had  to  look  on,  then,  and  see  the  trunks  packed — to 
see  her  own  authority  over  her  own  daughter  wrested  away 
from  her — to  see  the  ucdutiful  girl  prepare  with  perfect  delight 
and  alacrity  to  go  away,  without  feeling  a  pang  at  leaving  a 
mother  who  had  nursed  her  through  adverse  illnesses,  who  had 
scolded  her  for  seventeen  years. 

The  general  accompanied  the  party  to  the  diligence  otKce. 
Little  Char  was  very  pale  and  naelancholy  indeed  wlien  she  took 
her  place  in  the  coupe.  "She  should  liave  a  corner;  she  had 
been  ill,  and  ought  to  have  a  corner,''  uncle  Mac  said,  and  cheer- 
fully conseniid  to  be  boilkin.  Our  three  "-pecial  friends  are 
seated.  The  other  passengers  clamber  into  their  places.  Awaj- 
goes  the  clattering  team  as  the  general  waves  an  adieu  to  his 
friends.  "Monstrous  fine  horses  those  gray  j^ormans ;  famous 
breed,  indeed,"  he  remarks  to  his  wife  on  his  return. 
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••  Indeed,"  she  echoes.  '•  Pray,  in  what  part  of  the  carriage 
was  Mr.  Firmin  T'  she  presen*lv  asks. 

"  In  no  part  of  the  carrir-.T,-  a:  a'.! !"  Baynes  answers,  fiercely, 
turning  beet-root  rej.  And  thus,  taoujii  sie  had  been  silent, 
obe^iient.  hanjinj  her  h^al,  the  -womiii  sho^e«i  that  sh-  was 
aware  of  her  master  s  schemes,  and  why  her  ■girl  had  been 
taken  away.  She  knew;  but  she  was  beir>-!i.  It  remainel  for 
her  but  to  be  silent  and  bow  her  head.  I  dare  say  she  did  not 
sleep  one  wink  that  night.  She  followed  the  diligence  in  its 
journey.  ■•  Char  is  gone,"  she  thought.  Yes :  in  due  time  he 
wili  take  from  me  the  obedience  of  my  other  children,  and  te2ir 
them  oat  of  my  lap."'  He — tha*:  is.  the  creaeral — was  sleeping 
meanwhile.  He  had  had,  in  the  last  few  di_\  s.  four  awful  batties 
— with  his  child,  wit i  his  friends,  with  his  wit^ — in  which  lat- 
ter combat  he  had  been  conqueror.  2so  wonder  Biyues  was 
tired  and  needed  rest.  Ar.y  one  of  those  engai-dmiuts  was 
enough  to  weary  the  veteran. 

If  we  take  the  liberty  o."  looking  into  double-beided  rooms, 
and  peering  into  the  thought^  whi.-h  are  passiu^  under  private 
nightcaps.  rfl\v  we  not  examine  the  coupe  of  a  jingling  dili- 
gen£e  with  an  open  winao~.  in  which  a  youn^  lady  siti  wide 
awake  by  the  side  of  her  tinele  and  aunt  ?  These,  perhaps, 
are  asleep  ;  but  she  is  not.  Ah !  she  is  thinking  of  another  jour- 
ney !  that  blissful  one  from  Boaloiae.  when  he  was  taere  yonder 
in  the  imperial,  by  tha  .ide  of  the  eoniuctor.  T\Tien  the  Mac- 
Whii'ter  party  had  coaie  to  the  di!i£enct-ofS;e,  how  her  little 
heart  had  beat !  How  she  had  lo:>::  -d  under  the  Limps  at  ail 
the  people  iour.gin  j  about  the  court !  How  she  had  listened 
when  the  clerk  called  out  the  names  of  the  pi-sengers  ;  and, 
mercy,  what  a  fright  she  had  been  ia,  les:  he  should  be  there 
after  all.  while  she  stood  yet  leanins^  on  her  futhei's  arm  I  But 
there  was  no —  Well,  names.  I  think,  need  scaroelv  ba  men- 
tioned. Th-re  was  no  sign  of  the  individual  in  q  Jcsdon.  Papa 
kissed  her.  and  sad:y  said  saou-by.  Good  ilaianne  Smo- 
lensk came  with  an  adieu  and  an  embrace  for  her  dear  Miss, 
and  whispered.  "  Courage,  m oa  enfant :"  and  then  said.  ■•  Hold, 
I  have  brought  you  some  bonbons."  There  they  were  in  a 
little  packet.  Little  Charlotte  put  the  packet  into  her  Mnle 
basket.  Away  goes  the  diligence,  but  the  inidividual  had  made 
no  sign. 

Away  goes  the  diligence  :  and  every  no^  and  then  Charlotte 

feels  the  little  na-ket  in  her  little  baskfet.    Wuat  does  it  contain  

oh.  what  ■.-    If  Ch?.'-!orte  coald  bu:  rea  1  w:^h  her  heart,  ske- 
wouid  see  into  that  iictle  pa  k :hs 's  ve-tes:  IxHiboa  of  aD 
perhaps  it  mighc^be,  or,  ah  me !  tee  bitterest  almond  '  ThroE:rh 
the  nisbt  goes  the  clihi'ence.  passinj  re'.air  atter  relav.  U-i''^f 
Mac  sleeps.    1  think  I  hare  5a; i  he-  inored".    Aunt  Ma;  is  quite 
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silent,  and  Char  sits  plaintively  witli  her  lonely  tlioughts  and  her 
bonbons,  as  miles,  houra,  relays  p^ss. 

"  TJieft  ladies,  will  they  descend  and  take  a  cup  of  coffee,  a  cup  of 
bof^lon  9"  at  last  cries  a  waiter  at  the  coupe  door,  as  the  carri- 
age srops  in  Orleans.  "  Br  aU  means  a  cup  of  coffee,"  says 
aunt  Mao.  "  The  little  Orleans  wine  is  good,"  cries  uncle  Mac. 
'•  Deseendons  I"  ••  This  way,  Madame,"  says  the  waiter.  "  Char- 
lotte, my  love,  some  coffee  ?'' 

"I  -wiil — -will  stay  in  the  carriage.  I  don't  want  anything, 
thank  you,"  says  Miss  Charlotte.  And  the  instant  her  relations 
are  gone,  entering  the  gate  o^the  Lion  Xoir,  where,  yon  know, 
are  the  Bureaux  des  Messageries,  Lafitte,  Caillard,  et  C'« — I  say, 
on  the  very  instant  when  her  relations  have  disappeared,  what 
do  you  think  Miss  Charlotte  does  ? 

She  opens  that  packet  of  bonbons  with  fingers  that  tremble — 
tremble  so.  I  wond&  how  she  could  undo  the  knot  of  the  string 
(or  do  you  think  she  had  untied  that  knot  under  her  shawl  in 
the  dark  ?  I  can't  say  We  never  shall  know.)  Well ;  she 
opens  the  packet.  She  does  not  care  one  fig  for  the  lollipops, 
almonds,  and  so  forth.  She  p<fcnces  on  a  little  scrap  of  paper, 
and  is  going  to  read  it  by  the-  lights  of  the  steaming  stable  lan- 
terns, when — oh,  wh.at  made  her  start  so  ? 

In  those  old  days  tiiere  used  to  be  two  diligences  which  trav- 
elled nightly  to  Tours,  setting  out  at  the  same  hour,  and  stop- 
ping at  almost  the  same  relays.  The  diligence  of  Lafitte  tad 
Caiilard  supped  at  the  Lion  Xoir  at  Orleans — the  diligence  of 
the  Messageries  Royales  stopped  at  the  Ecu  de  France,  hard 
by.  - 

Well,  as  the  Messageries  Koyales  are  supping  at  the  Ecu  de 
France,  a  passenger  strolls  over  from  that  coach,  and  strolls  and 
strolls  until  he  comes  to  the  coach  of  Lafitte,  Caillard,  and  Com- 
pany, and  to  the  coupe  window  where  Miss  Baynes  is  trying  to 
decipher  her  bonbon. 

He  comes  up — ^and  as  the  night-lamps  fall  on  his  face  and 
beard — his  rosy  face,  his  yellow  beard — oh  !  What  means  that 
scream  of  the  young  lady  in  the  coupe  of  Lafitte,  Caillard,  et 
Compagnie  !  I  declare  she  'nas  dropped  the  letter  which  she 
was  about  to  read.  It  has  dropped  into  a  pool  of  mud  under  the 
diligence  off  fore-wheel.  And  he  with  the  yellow  beard,  and  a 
sweet  happy  laugh,  and  a  tremble'  in  his  deep  voice,  says,  "  You 
need  not  read  it.    It  was  only  to  tell  you  what  you  know." 

Then  the  coupe  window  says,  '■  Oh,  Philip  !  Oh,  my — " 

My  what '?  You  can  not  hear  the  words,  because  the  gray 
Xorman  horses  come  squealing  and  clattering  up  to  tlieir  coach- 
pole  with  suc'a  accompanying  cries  and  imprecations  from  the 
horsekeejjers  and  postillions  that  no  wonder  the  little  warble  is 
lost.  It  was  not  intended  for  you  and  me  to  hear  ;  but  perhaps 
you  can  goess  the  purport  of  the  words.    Perhaps  in  quite  old, 
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old  days,  you  may  remember  having  "beard  such  little  whispers, 
in  a  time  when  the  song-birds  in  your  trrove  carolled  that  kind 
of  song  very  pleasantly  and  freely.  But  this,  my  good  madam, 
is  a  February  number.  The  birds  are  gone  :  the  brancheajare 
bare  :  the  gardener  has  actually  swept  the  leaves  off  the  walks ; 
and  the  v.-hole  affair  is  an  affair  of  a  past  year,  you  understand. 
Well !  carpe  diem,  fugit  Tiora,  etc.  €tc.  There,  fer  one  minute, 
for  two  minutes,  stands  Philip  over  the  diligence  off  fore-wheel, 
talking  to  Charlotte  at  the- window, ^nd  their  heads  are  quite 
close — quite  close.  What  are  those  two  pairs  of  lips  warbling, 
whispering  ?  "  Hi  !  Gare  1  Ohe  !"  The  horsekeepers,  I  say, 
quite  prevent  you  from  hearing ;  §nd  here  come  the  passengers 
out  of  the  Lion  Noir,  aunt  Mac  still  munching  a  great  slice  of 
bread-and-butter.  Charlotte  is  quite  comfortable,  and  does  not 
want  anything,  dear  aunt,  thank  you.  I  hope  she  nestles  in  her 
corner  and  has  a  sweet  slumber.  On  the  journey  the  twin  dili- 
gences pass  and  repass  each  other.  Perhaps  Charlotte  looks  out 
of  her  window  sometimes  and  toward  the  other  carriage.  I  don't 
know.  It  is  a  long  time  ago.  Wl  at  used  you  to  do  in  old  days, 
ere  railroads  were,-  and  when  diligences  ran  ?  They  were  slow 
enough  :  but  they  have  got  to  their  journey's  end  somehow. 
They  were  tight,  hot.  dusty,  dear,  stuffy,  and  uncomfortable ; 
but  for  all  that,  travelling  was  good  sport  sometimes.  And  if 
the  world  would  have  the  kindness  to  go  back  for  five-and-twentj 
or  thirty  years,  some  of  us  who  have  travelled  on  the  Tours 
and  Orleans  railway  very  comfortably  would  like  to  take  the 
diligence  journey  now. 

Having  myself  seen  the  City  of  Tours  only  last  year,  of  course 
I  don't  remember  much  about  it.  A  man  remembers  boyhood, 
and  the  first  sight  of  Calais,  and  so  forth.  But  after  much  travel 
or  converse  with  the  world,  to  see  a  new  town  is  to  be  intro- 
duced to  Jones.  He  is  like  Brown  ;  he  is  not  unlike  Smith.  In 
a  little  while  you  hash  him  up  with  Thompson.  I  dare  not  be 
particular,  then,  regarding  Mr.  Firmin's  life  at  Tours,  lest  I 
should  make  topographical  errors,  for  which  the  critical  school- 
master would  justly  inflict  chastisement.  In  the  last  novel  I 
read  about  Tours  there  were  blunders  from  the  effect  of  which 
you  know  the  wretched  author  never  recovered.  It  was  by  one 
Scott,  and  had  youno;  Quentiir  Durward  for  a  hero,  and  Isabel 
de  Croye  for  a  heroine  ;  and  she  sate  in  her  hostel,  and  sanop, 
"  Ah,  County  Guy,  the  hour  is  nigh."  A  pretty  ballad  enough; 
but  what  ignorance,  my  dear  sir  !  What  descriptions  of  Tours, 
of  Liege,  are  in  that  fallacious  story  !  Yes,  so  fallacious  and  mis- 
leading, that  I  remember  I  was  sorry,  not  because  the  descrip- 
tion was  unlike  Tours,  but  because  Tours  was  unlike  the  de- 
scription. 

So  Quentin  Firmin  went  and  put  up  at  the  snug  little  hostel 
of  the  Faisan ;  and  Isabel  de  Baynes  took  up  her  abode  with  her 
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uncle,  the  Sire  de  MacWhirter ;  and  I  believe  Master  Flrmin 
had  no  more  money  in  his  pocket  than  the  Master  Durward 
■whose  story  the  Scottish  novelist  told  some  forty  years  since. 
And  I  can  not  promise  you  that  our  young  English  adventurer 
shall  marry  a  noble  heiress  of  vast  property,  and  engage  the 
Boar  of  Ardennes  in  a  hand-to-hand  combat ;  that  sort  of  Boar, 
madam,  does  not  appear  in  our  modern  drawing-room  histories. 
Of  others,  not  wild,  there  be  plenty.    They  gore  you  in  clubs. 
They  seize  you  by  the  doublet,  and  pin  you  against  posts  in  pub- 
lic streets.    They  run  at  you  in  parks.    I  have  seen  them  sit  at 
bay  after  dinner,  ripping,  gashing,  tossing  a  whole  company. 
These  our  young  adventurer  had  in  good  sooth  to  encounter,  as 
is  the  case  with  most  knights.    Who  escapes  them  ?    I  remem- 
ber an  eminent  person  talking  to  me  about  bores  for  two  hours 
once.    0  you  stupid  eminent  person  !    You  never  knew  that 
you  yourself  had  tusks,  little  eyes  in  your  hure  ;  a  bristly  mane 
to  cut  into  tooth-brushes ;  and  a  curly  tail  !    I  have  a  notion 
that  the  multitude  of  bores  is  enormous  in  the  world.    If  a  man 
is  a  bore  himself,  when  he  is  bored-^and  you  can't  deny  this 
statement — then  what  am  I,*what  are  you,  what  your  father, 
grandfather,  6on — all  your  amiable  acquaintance,  in  a  word  ? 
Of  this  I  am  sure.     Major  and  Mrs.  MacWhirter  were  not  bril- 
liant in  conversation.     What  would  you  and  I  do,  or  say,  if  we 
listen  to  the  tittle-tattle  of  Tours  ?    How  the  clergyman  was 
certainly  too  fond  of  cards  and  going  to  the  cafe  ;  how  the  din- 
ners those  Popjoys  gave  were  too  absurdly  ostentatious  ;  and 
Popjoy,  we  know,  in  the  Bench  last  year.    How  Mr.  Flights, 
going  on  with  that  major  of  French  carabineers,  was  really  too, 
etc.,  etc.    "  How  could  I  endure  those  people  ?"  Philip  would 
ask  himself,  when  talking  of  that  personage  in  after-days,  as-  he 
loved  and  loves  to  do.    "  How  could  I  endure  tliem,  I  say  1  Mac 
was  a  good  man  ;  but  I  knew  secretly  in  my  heart,  sir,  that  he 
was  a  bore.    Well :  I  loved  him.    I  liked  his  old  stories.  I 
liked  his  bad  old  dinners  :  there  is  a  very  comfortable  Touraine 
wine,  by  the  way  :  a  very  warming  little  wine,  sir.    Mrs.  Mac 
you  never  saw,  my  good  Mrs.  Pendennis.    Be  sure  of  this,  you 
never  would  have  liked  her.    Well,  1  did.    I  liked  her  house, 
though  it  was  damp,  in  a  damp  garden,  frequented  by  dull  peo- 
ple.   I  should  like  to  go  and  see  that  old  house  now.    I  am  per- 
fectly happy  with  my  wife,  but  I  sometimes  go  away  from  her  to 
enjoy  the  luxury  of  living  over  our  old  days  again.    With  nothing 
in  the  world  but  an  allowance  which  was  precarious,  and  iiad 
been  spent  in  advance  ;  with  no  particular  plans  for  the  future, 
and  a  few  five-franc  pieces  for  the  present — by  Jove,  sir!  how- 
did  I  dare  to  be  so  happy  ?    What  idiots  we  were,  my  love,  to 
-  be  happy  at  all !    We  were  mad  to  marry.    Don't  tell  me  :  with 
a  purse  which  did  n't  contain  three  months'  consumption,  would 
we  dare  to  marry  now  ?    We  should  be  pu*  into  the  mad-ward 
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of  the  workhouse :  that  would  be  the  only  place  for  us.  Talk 
about  trusting  in  heaven  !  Stuff  and  nonsense,  ma"am  !  I  have 
as  good  a  right  to  go  and  bu)'  a  house  in  Belgrave  square,  and 
trust  to  heaven  for  t'lie  paj  ment,  as  I  had  to  marry  when  I  did. 
We  were  paupers,  Mrs.  Char,  and  you  know  that  very  well !" 

"  Oh  yes.  ^Ve  were  very  wrong — very  !"  says  Mrs.  Char- 
lotte, looking  up  to  the  chandelier  of  her  ceiling  (which,  by  the 
way,  is  of  very  handsome  Venetian  old  glass).  "  We  were  very 
wrong,  were  not  we,  my  dearest  ?"  And  herewith  she  wiU  be- 
gin to  kiss  and  fondle  two  or  more  babies  that  disport  in  her 
room — as  if  two  or  more  babies  had  anything  to  do  with  Philip's 
argument,  that  a  man  has  no  right  to  marry  who  has  no  pretty 
well-assured  means  of  keeping  a  wife. 

Here,  then,  by  the  banks  of  the  Loire,  although  Philip  had 
but  a  very  few  francs  in  his  pocket,  and  was  obliged  to  keep  a 
sharp  lookout  on  his  expenses  at  the  Hotel  of  the  Golden 
Pheasant,  he  passed  a  fortnight  -of  such  happiness  as  I,  for  my 
part,  wish  to  all  young  folks  who  read  his  veracious  history. 
Though  he  was  so  poor,  and  ate  and  drank  so  modestly  in  the 
house,-  the  maids,  waiters,  The  landlady  of  the  Pheasant,  were  as 
civil  to  him — yes,  as  civil  as  they  were  to  the  gouty  old  Mar- 
chioness of  Carabas  herself,  who  staid  hero  on  her  way  to  the 
south,  occupied  the  grand  apartments,  quarrelled  with  her  lodg- 
ing, {Jinner,  breakfast,  bread-and-butter  in  general,  insulted  the 
landlady  in  bad  French,  and  only  paid  her  bill  under  compul- 
sion. Philip's  was  a  little  bill,  but  he  paid  it  cheerfully.  He 
gave  only  a  small  gratuity  to  the  servants,  but  he  was  kind  and 
hearty,,  and  they  knew  he  was  poor.  He  was  kind  and  hearty, 
I  suppose,  because  he  was  so  happy.  I  have  known  the  gentle- 
man to  be  by  no  means  civil ;  and  have  heard  him  storm,  and 
hector,  and  browbeat  landlords  and  waiters  as  fiercely  as  the 
Marquis  of  Carabas  himself  But  now  Philip  the  Bear  was  the 
most  gentle  of  bears,  because  his  little  Charlotte  was  leading 
him. 

Away  with  trouble  and  doubt,  with  squeamish  pride  and 
gloomy  care  !  Philip  had  enough  money  for  a  fortnight,  durino' 
which  Tom  Glazier,  of  the  Monitor,  premised  to  supply  Philip's 
letters  for  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette.  All  the  designs  of  France, 
Spain,  Russia,  gave  that  idle  "own  correspondent"  not  the 
slightest  anxiety.  In  the  morning  it  was  Miss  Baynes ;  in  the 
afternoon  it  was  Miss  Baynes.  At  six  it  was  dinner  and  Char- 
lotte ;  at  nine  it  was  Charlotte  and  tea.  "  Any  how,  love-making 
does  not  spoil  his  appetite,"  Major  MaeWhirter  correctly  re- 
marked. Indeed,  Philip  had  a  glorious  appetite ;  and  health 
bloomed  in  Miss  Charlotte's  cheek,  and  beamed  in  her  happy 
little  heart.  Dr.  Firmin,  in  the  height  of  his  practice,  never 
completed  a  cure  more  skilfully  than  that  which  was  performed 
by  Dr.  Firmin,  Junigr. 
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"  I  ran  the  thing  so  close,  sir,"  I  remember  Philip  bawling 
out,  in  his  usual  energetic  way,  ■while  describing  this  period  of 
his  life's  greatest  happiness  to  his  biographer,  '*  that  I  came  back 
to  Paris  (mtside  the  diligence,  and  had  not  money  enough  to 
dine  on  the  road.  But  I  bought  a  sausage,  sir,  and  a  bit  of 
bi  ead— and  a  brutal  sausage  it  was,  sir — and  I  reached  my  lodg- 
ings with  exactly  two  sous  in  my  pocket."  Roger  Bontemps 
himself  was  not  more  content  than  our  easy  philosopher. 

So  Philip  and  Charlotte  ratified  and  sealed  a  treaty  of  Tours, 
which  they  determined  should  never  be  broken  by  either  party.- 
Marry  without  papa's  consent?  Oh,  never!  Marry  anybody 
but  Philip  ?  Oh,  never — inever  !  Not  if  she  lived  to  be  a  hun- 
dred, when  Philip  would  in  consequence  be  in  his  hundred  and 
ninth  or  tenth  year,  would  this  young  Joan  have  any  but  her 
present  Darby.  Aunt  Mac,  though  she  may  not  have  been  the 
most  accomplished  or  highly-bred  of  ladies,  was  a  warm-hearted 
and  afi'cclionate  aunt  Mac.  She  caught  in  a  mild  foi  m  the  fever 
from  these  young  people.  She  had  not  much  to  leave,  and 
Mac's  relations  would  want  all  he  tfbuld  spare  when  he  was  gone. 
But  Charlotte  should  have  her  garnets,  and  her  teapot,  and  her 
India  shawl — that  she  should;* 

And  with  manv  blessings  this  enthusiastic  old  lady  took  leave 
of  her  future  nephew-in-law,  when  he  retifrned  to  Paris  and 
duty.  Crack  your  whip,  and  scrtam  your  M!  and  be  off  quick, 
postillion  and  diligence  !  I  am  glad  we  have  taken  Mr.  Fii  min 
out  of  that  dangerous,  lazy,  love-making  place.  Nothing  is  to 
me  so  sweet  as  sentimental  writing.  1  could  have  v.'ritten 
hundreds  of  pages  describing  Philip  and  Charlotte,  Charlotte 
and  Philip.  But  a  stern  sense  of  duty  intervenes.  My  mod- 
est muse  puts  a  finger  on  her  lip,  and  says,  "  Hush  about  that 
business  !"  Ah,  my  worthy  friends,  you  little  know  what  soft- 
hearted people  those  cynics  are  !  If  you  could  have  come  on 
Diogenes  by  surprise,  I  dare  say  you  might  liave  found  him  read- 
ing sentimental  novels  and  whimpering  in  his  tub.  Philip  shall 
leave  his  sweetheart  and  go  back  to  his  business,  and  we  will 
not  have  one  word  about  tears,  promises,  raptures,  parting. 
Never  mind  about  these  sentimentalities,  but  please,  rather, 
to  depict  to  yourself  our  young  fellow  so  poor  that,  when  the 
coach  stops  for  dinner  at  Orleans,  he  can  pnly  afford  to  pur- 
chase a  penny  loaf  and  a  sausage  for  his  own  hungry  cheek. 
When  he  reached  the  Hdtel  Poussin,  with  his  meagre  carpet- 
bag, they  served  him  a  supper  which  he  ate  to  the  admiration  of  all 
beholders  in  the  little  coflee-room.  He  was  in  great  spirits  and 
gayety.    He  did  not  care  to  make  any  secret  of  his  poverty, 

*  I  am  sorry  to  say  that  iu  later  days,  after  Mrs,  Major  MacWhirter's  decease, 
it  w.is  foimd  that  sbe  liad  promised  these  treasures  in  writing  to  several  mem- 
bers of  her  husbandjs  family,  and  that  much  heHrt-burning  arose  in  consequence. 
But  our  Btory  has  nothing  to  do  with  these  painful  disputes. 
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and  how  be  had  been  unable  to  afford  to  pay  for  dinner.  Most 
of  the  guests  at  Hotel  Poussin  knew  what  it  was  to  be  poor. 
Often  and  often  they  had  dined  on  credit  when  they  put  back 
their  napkins  into  their  respective  pigeon-holes.  But  my  land- 
lord knew  his  guests.  They  were  poor  men — honest  men. 
They  paid  him  in  the  end,  and  each  could  help  his  neighbor  in  a 
strait. 

After  Mr.  Firmin'a  return  to  Paris  he  did  not  care  for  a  wliill 
to  go  to  the  Elysian  Fields.  They  were  not  Elysian  for  him,  ex- 
cept in  Miss  Charlotte's  company.  He  resumed  his  newspaper 
correspondt-nce,  which  occupied  but  a  day  in  each  week,  and  he 
had  the  other  six — nay,  he  scribbled  on  the  seventh  day  like- 
wise, and  covered  immense  sheets  of  letter-paper  with  remarks 
upon  all  manner  of  subjects,  addressed  to  a  certain  Mademoiselle, 
Mademoiselle  Bayjies,  chez  M.  le  Major  Mac,  etc.  On  these 
sheets  of  paper  Mr.  Firmin  could  talk  so  long,  so  loudly,  so 
fervently,  so  eloquently  to  Miss  Bavnes,  that  she  was  never  tired 
of  hearing,  or  he  of  holding,,  forth.  He  began  imparting  his 
dreams  and  his  earliest  sensations  to  his  beloved  before  breakfast. 
At  noonday  he  gave  her  his  opinion  of  the  contents  of  the 
morning  papers.  His  packet  was  ordinarily  full  and  brimming 
over  by  post-time,  so  that  his  expressions  of  love  and  fidelity 
leaked  from  under  the  cover,  or  were  squeezed  into  the  queerest 
corners,  where,  no  doubt,  it  was  a  delightful  task  for  Miss  Baynes 
to  trace  out  and  detect  those  little  Cupids  which  a  faithful  lover 
dispatched  to  her.  It  would  be,  "I  have  found  this  little  corner 
unoccupied.  Do  you  know  what  1  have  to  say  in  it  ?  Oh, 
Charlotte,  I,"  etc.,  etc.  My  sweet  young  lad/,  you  can  guess, 
or  will  one  dajt  guess,  the  rest ;  and  will  receive  such  dear, 
delightful,  nonsensical  double  letters,  and  will  answer  them  with 
that  elegant  propriety  which,  I  have  no  doubt^  Miss  Baynes 
showed  in  her  replies.  Ah !  if  all  who  are  writing  and  receiv- 
ing such  letters,  or  who  have  written  and  received  such,  or  who 
remember  writing  *and  receiving  such,  would  order  a  copy  of 
this  month's  CornhiU  from  the  publishers,  what  reams,  and  piles, 
and  pyramids  of  paper  our  ink  would  have  to  blacken  !  Not 
Hoe's  engines,  gigantic  as  they  are,  would  be  able  to  turn  out 
magazines  enough  for  the  supply  of  those  gentle  readers ! 
Since  Charlotte  and  Philip  had  been  engaged  to  each  other,  he 
had  scarcely,  except  in  those  dreadful  ghastly  days  of  quarrel, 
enjoyed  the  luxury  of  absence  from  his  soul's  blessing — the 
exquisite  delight  of  writing  to  her.  He  could  do  few  things  in 
moderation,  this  man — and  of  thij  delightful  privilege  of  writinT 
to  Charlotte  he  now  enjo)  ed  his  heart's  fill. 

After  a  fortnight  or  three  weeks  of  this  rapture,  when  winter 
was  come  on  Paris,  and  icicles  hung  on  the  bough,  how  did  it 
happen  that  one  day,  two  days,  three  days  passed,  and  the  post- 
man brought  no  little  letter  in  the  well-known  little  handwriting 


ON  HIS  WAY  THROUGH  THE  WORLB. 


337 


for  Monsieut,  Monsieur  Philip  Firmin,  h  Paris  ?  Three  days, 
four  days,  and  no  letter.  Oh,  torture,  could  she  be  ill  ?  Could 
her  aunt  and  uncle  have  turned  against  her,  and  forbidden  her 
to  write,  as  her  father  and  mother  had  done  before  ?  Oh,  grief, 
and  sorrow,  and  rage  !  As  for  jealousy,  our  leonine  friend  never 
knew  such  a  psssion.  It  never  entered  into  his  lordly  heart  to 
doubt  of  his  little  maiden's  love.  But  still  four,  five  days  have 
passed,  and  not  one  word  has  come  from  Tours.  The  little  H6tel 
Poussin  was  in  a  commotion.  I  have  said  that  when  our  friend 
felt  any  passion  very  strongly  he  was  sure  to  speak  of  it.  Did 
Don  Quixote  lose  any  opportunity  of  declaring  to  the  world 
that  Dulcinea  del  Tobosa  was  peerless  among  women  ?  Did 
not  Antar  barwl  out  in  battle,  "  I  am  the  lover  of  Ibla  ?"  Our 
knight  had  taken  all  the  people  of  the  hotel  into  his  confidence 
somehow.  They*  all  knew  of  his  condition — all,  the  painter,  the 
poet,  the  half-pay  Polish  officer,  the  landlord,  the  hostess,  down 
to  the  little  knife-boy  who  used  to  come  in  with,  "  The  factor 
comes  off  to  pass — no  letter  this  morning." 

No  doubt  Philip's  political  letters  became,  under  this  outward 
pressure,  very  desponding  and  gloomy.  One  day,  as  he  sat 
gnawing  his  mustaches  at  his  desk,  the  little  Anatole  enters  -his 
apartment  and  cries,  "  Tenez,  M.  Philippe.  That  lady  again  !" 
And  the  faithful,  the  watchful,  the  active  Madarqe  Smolensk 
once  more  made  her  appearance  in  his  chamber. 

Philip  blushed  and  hung  bis  head  for  shame.  Ungrateful 
brute,  that  I  am,  he  thought ;  I  have  been  back  more  than  a 
week,  and  never  thought  a  bit  about  that  good;  kind  soul  who 
came  to  my  suf-cor.     I  am  an  awful  egotist.     Love  is  always  so. 

As  he  rose  up  to  greet  his  friend,  she  looked  so  grave,  and 
pale,  and  sad,  that  he  could  not  but  note  her  demeanor.  "  Bon 
Dieu  !  had  anything  happened  V" 

"  Ce  paiwre  general  is  ill,  very  ill,  Philip,"  Smolensk  said,  in 
her  grave  voice.  • 

He  was  so  gravely  ill,,  madame  said,  that  his  daughter  had 
been  sent  for. 

"  Had  she  come  ?"  asked  Philip,  with  a  start. 

"  You  think  but  of  her — you  care  not  for  the  poor  old  man. 
You  are  all  the  same,  you  men.  AH  egotists— all.  Go  I  I 
know  you  !  I  never  knew  one  that  was  not,"  said  madame. 
Philip  has  his  little  faults  :  perhaps  egotism  is  one  of  his  defects. 
Perhaps  it  is  yours,  or  even  mine.  "  You  have  been  hgre  a 
week  since  Thursday  last,  and  you  have  never  written  or  sent 
to  a  woman  who  loves  you  well.  Go  !  It  was  not  well.  Mon- 
sieur Philippe."  • 

As  soon  as  he  saw  her  Philip  felt  that  he  had  been  neglectful 
and  ungrateful.  We  have  owned  so  much  already.  But  how 
should  madame  know  that  he  had  returned  on  Thursday  week  ? 
29 
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When  they  looked  up  aft«r  her  reproof,  his  eager  eyes  seemed  to 
ask  this  question. 

"Could  she  not  write  to  me  and  tell  me  that  you  were  come 
back  ?  Perhaps  she  knew  that  you  would  not  do  fo  youi-self. 
A  woman's  heart  teaches  her  these  experiences  early,"  continued 
the  lady,  sadly  ;  then  she  added  :  "I  tell  you,  }  0u  are  good-for- 
oothings,  all  of  you !  And  I  repent  me,  see  you,  of  having  had 
the  betise  to  pity  you  !" 

"I  shall  have  my  quarter's  pay  on  Saturday.  I  was  comiijg 
to  you  then,"  said  Philip. 

"Was  it  that  I  was  speaking  of?  What !  you  are  all  cowards, 
men  all!  Qh,  that  I -have  been  beast,  beast,  to  think  at  last 
I  had  found  a  man  of  heart !" 

How  miich  and  how  often  this  poor  Ariadne  had  trusted  and 
been  forsaken  1  have  no  means  of  knowing,  cfr  desire  of  inquir- 
ing. Perhaps  it  is  as  well  for  the  polite  reader,  who  is  taken 
into  my  entire  confidence,  that  we  should  not  know  Madame  <le 
Smolensk's  history  from  the  first  page  to  the  last.  Granted  that 
Ariadne  was  deceived  by  Theseus;  but  then  she  consoled  her- 
self, as  we  may  all  read  in  Smith's  Dictionary  ;  and  then  she 
must  tave  deceived  her  father  in  order  to  run  away  with 
Theseus.  I  suspect — I  suspect,  I  say — that  these  women  who 
are  so  very  much  betrayed  are —  But  we  are  speculating  on 
this  French  lady's  antecedents,  when  Charlotte,  her  lover,  and 
her  family,  are  the  persons  with  whom  we  have  mainly  to  do. 

These  two,  I  suppose,  forgot  self,  about  which  each  for  a 
moment  had  been  busy,  and  raadame  resumed:  "  Yes,  you  have 
reason  ;  Miss  is  here.  It  was  time.  Hold  !  Here  is  a  note 
from  her.  And  Philip's  kin<l  messenger  once  more  put  a  paper 
into  his  hands : 

"■  Jly  dearest  father  is  very,  very  ill     Oh,  Pbiliii  I  I  nm  so  unhapr.y  ; 
and  he  is  so  good  .ind  geutle  and  kind,  and  loves  me  so  !" 
• 

'■  It  is  true,"  madame  resumed.  "  Before  Charlotte  came  he 
thought  only  of  her.  When  his  wife  comes  up  to  him  he  pushes 
her.away.  I  have  not  loved  her  mucn,  that  lady,  that  is  true. 
But  to  see  her  now,  it  is  navraiU.  lie  will  take  no  medicine 
from  her.  He  pushes  her  away.  Before  Charlotte  came  he 
sent  for  me,  and  spoke  as  well  as  liis  poor  throat  wouhl  let  him, 
this  poor  general !  His  daughter's  arrival  seemed  to  comfort 
him.  But  he  says,  '  Xot  my  wife  !  not  my  wife  ''  And  the  poor 
thii%  has  to  go  away  and  cry  in  the  chamber  at  the  side.  He 
says— in  his  French,  you  know — he  has  never  been  well  since 
Charlotte  went  awaj-.  He  has  often  beeg  out.  He  has  dined 
but  rarely  at  our  table,  and  there  'nns  always  been  a  silence  be- 
tween him  and  IVIadame  la  Geiierale.  Last  week  ho  had  a  "reat 
inflammation  of  the  chest.    Then  he  took  to  bed,  and  Monsieur 
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the  Docteur  came — the  little  doctor  whom  you  know.  Then 
a  quinsy  has  declared  itself,  and  he  now  is  scarce  able  to  speak. 
His  condition  is  most  grave.  He  lies  suffering,  dying,  perhaps — 
yes,  dying,  do  you  hear?  And  you  are  thinking  of  your  little 
school-girl !    Men  are  all  the  same.    Monsters !    Go  1" 

Philip,  who,  I  have  said,  is  very  fond  of  talking  about  Philip, 
surveys  his  own  faults  with  great  magnanimity  and  good-humor, 
and  acknowledges  them  without  the  least  intention  to  correct 
them.  "  How  selfish  we  are  !  '  I  can  hear  him  say,  lodking  at 
himself  in  the  glass.  "  By  George  !  sir,  when  I  l^eard  simultane- 
ously the  news  of  that  poor  old  mac's  illness  and  of  Charlotte's 
return,  I  fell  that  I  wanted  to  see  her  that  instant.  I  must  go  to 
her,  and  spe  ik  to  her.  The  old  maiT  and  his  suffering  did  not 
seem  to  affect  me.  It  is  humiliating  to  have  to  own  that  we  are 
selfish  beasts.  But  we  are,  sir— we  are  brutes,  by  George  !  and 
nothing  else!"  And  he  gives  a  finishing  twist  to  the  end?  of 
his  flaming  mustaches  as  he  surveys  them  in  the  glass. 

Poor  little  Charlotte  was  in  such  afHiction  that,  of  course,  she 
must  have.  Philip  to  console  her  at  once.  No  time  was  to  be 
lost.  Quick  !  a  cab  tliis  moment ;  and,  coachman,  you  shall 
have  an  extra  for  drink  if  you  go  quick  to  the  Avenue  de  Marli  ! 
Madame  puts  herself  into  the  carriage,  and  as  they  go  along 
tells  Philip  more  at  length  of  the  gloomy  occurrences  of  the 
last  few  days.  Four  days  since  the  poor  general  was  so  bail 
with  bis  quinsy  that  he  thought  he  should  not  recover,  and 
Charlotte  was  sent  for.  He  was  a  little  better  on  the  day  of  her 
arrival;  but  yesterday  the  inflammation  had  increased.;  he 
could  not  swallow ;  he  could  not  sjaeak  audibly  i  he  was  in  very 
great  suffering  and  danger.  He  turned  away  from  his  wife. 
The  unhappy  generaless  had  been  to  Madame  Bunch  in  her 
tears  and  grief,  complaining  that  after  twenty  years'  fidelity  and 
attachment  her  hus|)and  had  withdrawn  his  regard  from  her. 
Baynes  attributed  even  his  illness  to  his  wife  ;  and  at  other 
times  said  it  was  a  just  punishment  for  his  wicked  conduct  in 
breaking  his  wo.rd  to  Philip  and  Charlotte.  He  must  see  his 
dear  child  again,  and  beg  her  forgiveness  for  having  made  her 
suffer  so.  He  had  acted  wickedly  and  ungratefully,  and  his 
wife  had  forced  him  to  do  what  he  did.  Ho  prayed  that  heaven 
might  pardon  him.  And  he  had  behaved  with  wicked  injustice 
toward  Philip,  who  had  acted  most  generously  toward  his  family. 
And  he  had  been  a  scoundrel — he  knew  he  had — and  Bunch, 
and  MacWhirter,  and  the  doctor  all  said  so — and  it  was  that 
woman's  doing.  And  he  pointed  to  the  soared  wife  as  he  pain- 
fully hissed  out  these  words  of  anger  and  contrition  :  "  When  I 
saw  that  child  ill,  and  almost  made  mad,  because  I  broke  my 
word,  I  felt  I  was  a  scoundrel,  Martin  :  and  1  was  ;  and  that 
woman  made  me  so  ;  and  I  deserve  to  be  shot  ;  and  I  shan't 
recover ;  I  tell  you  I  shan't."    Dr.  Martin,  who  attended  the 
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general,  thus  described  his  patient's  last  talk  and  behavior  to 
Philip. 

It  was  the  doctor  who  sent  madame  in  quest  of  the  young  man. 
He  found  poor  Mrs.  Baynes,  with  hot,  tearless  eyes  and  livid 
face,  a  wretched  sentinel  outside  the  sick-chamber.  "  You  will 
find  General  Baynes  very  ill,  sir,"  she  said  to  Philip,  with  a 
ghastly  calmness,  and  a  gaze  he  could  scarcely  face.  "My 
daughter  is  in  the  room  with  him.  It  appears  I  have  offended 
him,  and  he  refuses  to  see  me."  And  she  squeezed  a  dty  hand- 
kerchief which  she  held,  and  put  on  her  spectacles  again,  and 
tried  again  to 'read  the  Bible  in  her  lap. 

Philip  hardly  knew  the  meaning  of  Mrs.  Baynes'  words  as  yet. 
He  waq  agitated  by  the  tJiought  of  the  general's  illness,  perhaps 
by  the  notion  that  the  beloved  was  "so  near.  Her  hand  was  in 
his  a  moment  afterward ;  and,  even  in  that  sad  chamber,  each 
could  give  the  other  a  soft  j^ressure,  a  fond,  silent  signal  of  mu- 
tual love  and  faith. 

The  poor  man  laid  the  hands  of  the  young  people  together, 
and  his  own  upon  them.  The  suffering  to  whi^h  he  had  put  his 
daughter  seemed  to  be  the  crime  wliich  specially  affected  him. 
He  thanked  heaven  he  was  able  to  see  he  was  wrong.  He  whis- 
pered to  his  little  maid  a  prayer  for  pardon  in  one  or  two  words, 
which  caused  poor  Charlotte  to  sink  on  her  kne(^  and  cover  his 
fevered  hand  with  tears  and  kisses.  Out  of  all  her  heart  she 
forgave  him.  She  had  felt  that  the  parent  she  loved  and  was 
acciistomed  to  honor  had  been  mercenary  and  cruel.  It  had 
wounded  her  pure  heart  to  be  obliged  to  think  that  her  father 
could  be  other  than  generous,  and  just,  and  good.  That  he 
should  humble  himself  before  het-,  smote  her  with  the  keenest 
pang  of  tender  commiseration.  I  do  not  care  to  pursue  this  last 
scene.  Let  us  close  the  door  as  the.children  kneel  by  the  suffer- 
er's bedside,  and  to  the  old  man  s  petition  for  forgiveness,  and  to 
the  young  girl's  sobbing  vows  of  love  and  Toudness,  say  a  rever- 
ent Ames. 

By  the  following  letter,  which  he  wrote  a  few  days  before  the 
fatal  termination  of  his  illness,  the  worthy  general,  it  would  ap- 
pear, had  already  despaired  of  his  recovery  : 

"My  dear  Mac:  I  speak  and  breathe  with  sach  difEeulty  as  I  write 
this  from  my  bed,  that  I  doulit  whether  I  shall  ever  leave  it.  I  do  not 
wish  to  vex  pijor  Eliza,  and,  in  my  state,  can  not  enter  into  disputes 
which  I  Ifnow  would  ensue  regarding  settlement  of  property.  Wl^eu  I 
left  England  there  was  a  claim  hanging  over  me  (young  Eirmin's).  af 
which  I  was  needlessly  frightened,  as  havingto  satisfy  it  would  swallow 
up  7Kuch  mure  than  erer^thinr/  I  possessed  in  the  world.  Hence  made 
arrangements  for  leaving  everything  in  Eliza's  name  and  the  children 
after.  Will  with  Smith  and  Thompsnn,  Kaymond  building;.  Gray's 
Inn.  Think  Char  icon't  he  hcqiipy  for  n  long  tim^  with  her  mother.  To 
break  from  P.,  who  has  bsen  most  geaerous  to  us,  will  break  her  heart. 
Will  you  and  Emily  keep  her  for  a  litslo?    I  gave  F.  viij  vramisi,  -m 
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yon  told  me  I  have  acted  ill  by  him,  which  I  own  and  deeply  lament. 

If  Char  marries,  «ke  ought  to  have  her  eha.-e.  May  God  bless  her,  her 
father  prays,  in  case  he  should  not  see  her  again.  And  with  best  love 
to  Emily,  am  yours,  dear  JIae,  sincerely,  Charles  Batses." 

On  the  receipt  of  this  letter  Charlotte  disobeyed  her  father's 
wish,  and  set  forth  from  Tours  instantly,  under  her  worthy  un- 
cle's guardianship.  The  old  soldier  was  in  his  comrade's  room 
when  the  general  put  the  hands  of  Charlotte  and  her  lover 
together.  He  confessed  his  fault,  though  it  is  hard  for  those  who 
expect  love  and  reverence  to  have  to  own  to  wrong  and  to  ask 
pardon.  Old  knees  are  stiff  to  bend :  brother  reader,  young  or 
old,  when  our  last  hour  come^u  may  ours  have  grace  to  do  as 
much. 


CHAPTER  XXX.  ^ 

RETURNS  TO  OLD  FRIEXDS. 

The  three  old  comrades  and  Philip  formed  the  little  mourning 
procession  which  followed  the  general  to  his  place  of  rest  at 
Montmartre.  When  the  service  has  been  read,  and  the  last 
volley  has  been  fired  over  the  buried  soldier,  the  troops  march  to 
quarters  with  a  quick  step,  and  to  a  lively  tune.  Our  veteran 
has  been  laid  in  the  grave  with  brief  ceremonies.  We  do  not 
even  prolong  h's  obsequies  with  a  sermon.  His  place  knows  him 
no  longer.  There  are  a  few  who  remember  him :  a  very,  very 
few  who  grieve  for  him — so  few  that  to  think  of  them  is  a  humili- 
ation almost.  Tiie  sun  sets  on  the  earth,  and  our  dear  brother 
has  departed  off  its  face.  Stars  twinkle;  dews  fall ;  children  go 
to  sleep  in  awe,  and  maybe  tears;  the  sun  rises  on  a  new  day, 
which  he  has  never  seen,  and  children  wake  hungry.  They  are 
interes^ed  about  their  new  black  clothes,  perhaps.  They  are 
presently  at  their  work,  plays,  quarrels.  They  are  looking  for- 
ward to  the  day  when  the  holidays  will  be  over,  and  the  eyes 
which  shone  here  yesterday  so  kindly  are  gone,  gone,  gone.  A 
drive  to  the  cemetery,  followed  by  a  coach  with  our  acquaint- 
ances dressed  in  decorous  black,  v.'ho  separate  and  go  to  their 
homes  or  clubs,  and  wear  your  crape  for  a  few  days  after — can 
most  of  us  expect  much  more  V  The  thought  is  not  ennobling  or 
exhilarating,  worthy  . sir.  And,  pray,  why  should  we  be  proud 
of  ourselves?  Is  it  becanse  '■re  have  been  so  good,  or  are  so 
wise  and  great,  that  we  expect  to  be  beloved,  lamented,  remem- 
bered V  Why,  great  Xerxes  or  blustering  Bobadil  must  know 
in  that  last  hour  and  resting-piace -how  abject,  how  small,  how 
low,  how  lonely  they  are,  and  what  a  little  dust  will  cover  them  ! 
Quick,  drums  and  fifes,  a  lively  tune!    Whip  the  black  team, 
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coachman,  and  trot  back  to  town  again — to  the  world,  and  to 
business  Jind  duty  ! 

I  am  for  saying  no  single  unkindness  of  General  Baynes  which 
is  not  forced  upon  me  by  my  story-teller's  office.  We  know  from 
Marlborough's  story  that  the  bravest  man  and  greatest  military 
genius  is  not  always  brave  or  successful  in  his  battles  with  his 
wife  ;  that  some  of  the  greatest  warriors  have  committed  errors 
in  aecoiiiit-s  and  the  distribution  of  meuin  and  leum.  We  can't 
digiiise  fi-om  ourselves  the  fact  that  Baynes  permitted  himself  to 
be  mi  led,  and  bad  weaknesses  not  quite  consistent  with  the 
highest  virtue. 

When  he  became  aware  that  his  careies>ncss  in  the  matter  of 
Mrs.  FirmiR  s  trust-money  had  placed  him'in  her  son's  ])ower,  we 
have  seen  how  the  old  general,  in  order  to  avoid  being  called  to 
account,  lied  across  the  water  with  his  family  and  all  his  little 
fortune,  and  how  terrified  he  v\  as  on  landing  on  a  foreign  shore 
to  find  himsclt'  face  to  face  with  this  dreadful  creditor.  Philip's 
renunciation  of  all  claims  against  B.-^ynes  soothed  and  pleased  the 
old  man  wondeAilly.  But  Philip  might  change  his  mind,  an 
adviser  at  Baynes'  side  repeatedly  urged.  .  To  live  abroad  was 
cheaper  and  safer  than  to  live  at  home.  Accordingly  Baynes, 
his  wife,  family,  and  money,  all  went  into  exile,  and  remained 
there. 

What  savings  the  old  man  had  I  don't  accurately  know.  He 
and  his  wife  were  very  dark  upon  tliis  subject  with  Philip  ;  and 
when  the  general  died  his  widow  declared  herself  to  be  almost  a 
pauper!  It  was  impossible  that  Baynes  should  have  left  much 
money  ;  but  that  Charlotte's  share  should  have  amounted  to — 
that  sum  which  may  or  may  not  presently  be  stated — was  a  littl^ 
too  absurd  !  You  see  Mr.  and  jNirs.  Firmin  ai-$  travelling  abroad 
just  now.  When  1  wrote  to  Firmin,  on  the  iSth  of  February, 
18(53,  to  ask  if  I  might  mention  the  amount  of  his  wife's  fortune, 
he  gave  me  no  answer  :  nor  do  I  like  to  enter  upon  these  matters 
of  calculation  without  his  explicit  permission.  He  is  of  a  hot 
temper  ;  he  might,  on  his  return,  grow  angry  with  the  friend  of 
his  youth,  and  say,  Sir,  how  dare  you  to  talk  about  my  private 
affairs  ?  and  what  has  the  public  to  do  with  Mrs.  Firmin's  private 
fortune  V" 

AVhen,  the  last  rites  over,  good-natured  uncle  Mac  proposed 
to  take  Cliarlotte  back  to  Tours,  her  mother  made  no  objection. 
The  widow  had  tried  to  do  the  girl  such  an  injury  that,  perhaps, 
the  latter  felt  forgiveness  was  impossible.  Little  Char  loved 
Philip  with  all  her  heart  and  strength ;  had  been  aiuhorized  and 
encouraged  to  do  so,  as  we  have  seen.  To  give  him  up  now, 
because  a  richer  suitor  presented  himself  was  an  act  of  treason 
from  which  her  faithful  heart  revolted,  and  she  never  could  par- 
don the  instigator.  You  see.  in  this  simple  story,  I  scarcelv  care 
even  to  have  reticence  or  .-ecrcts.     I  don't  want  yon  to  under- 
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stand  for  a  moment  that  Walsingham  Hely  was  still  crying  his 
eyes  out  about  Charlotte.  Goodness  bless  you  1  It  was  two  or 
three  weeks  ago — four  or  five  weeks  ago,  that  he  was  in  love  with 
lier  !  He  had  not  seen  the  Duohesse  DJJvry  then,  about  whom 
you  may  remember  he  had  the  quarrel  with  Podichou,  at  the  club 
in  the  Eue  de  Grammont.  (He  and  tlie  duchesse  wrote  poems 
to  each  other,  each  in  the  other's  native  language.)  The  Char- 
lotte had  long  passed  out  of  the  young  fellow's  mind.  That  but- 
terfly had  fluttered  off  from  our  English  rose-bud,  and  had  settled 
on  the  other  elderly  flower !  I  don't  know  that  Mrs.  Baynes  was 
aware  of  young  Hely's  fickleness  at  this  present  time  of  which  we 
are  writing :  but  his  visits  had  ceased,  and  she  was  angry  and 
disappointed  ;  and  not  the  less  angry  because  her -labor  had  been 
in  vain.  On  her  part,  Cliarlotte  could  also  be  resolutely  unfor- 
giving. Take  her  Philip  from  her  ?  Never,  never  !  Her  mother 
force  her  to  give  up  the  man  whom  she  had  been  encouraged  to 
love  ?  Mamma  should  have  defended  Philip,  not  betrayed  him  ! 
Jf  I  command  my  son  to  steal  a  spoon,  shall  he  obey  me  ?  And  if 
he  do  obey  and  steal,  and  be  transported,  will  he  love  me  after- 
ward ?  I  think  I  can  hardly  ask  for  so  much  filial  afliection. 

So  there  was  strife  between  mother  and  daughter ;  and  anger 
not  the  less  bitter,  on  Mrs.  Baynes'  part,  because  Jicr  husband, 
whose  cupidity  or  fear  had,  at  first,  induced  him  to  take  her  side, 
bad  deserted  her  and  gone  over  to  her  daughter.  In  the  anger 
of  that  controversy  Baynes  died,  leaving  the  victory  and  right 
with  Charlotte.  He  shrank  from  his  wife  :  would  not  speak  to 
her  in  his  last  moments.  The  widow  had  these  injuries  against 
her  daughter  and  Philip  :  and  thus  neirtjer  side  forgave  the  other. 
She  was  not  averse  to  the  child's  going  away  to  her  uncle :  put 
a  lean  hungry  face  against  Charlotte's  lip,  and  received  a  kiss 
wTiich  I  fear  had  but  little  love  in  it.  I  don't  envy  those  cliildren 
who  remain  un4ler  the  widow's  lonely  command  ;  or  poor  Madame 
Smolensk,  who  has  to  endure  the  arrogance,  the  grief,  the  avarice 
of  that  grim  wom.an.  Nor  did  madame  <<ufl'er  under  this  tyranoy 
long.  Galignani's  Messevffer  very  soon  announced  that  she  had 
lodgings  to  let,  and  1  remember  being  edified  by  reading  one  day 
in  the  Pall  Mall  Gaselle  that  elegant  apartments,  select  society, 
and  an  excellent  table,  were  to  be  Ibund  in  one  of  the  most  airy 
and  fashionai)le  quarters  of  Paris.  Inquire  of  Madame»la  Ba- 
ronne  de  S  sk.  Avenue  de  Marli,  Champs  Elysees. 

We  guessed  without  difficulty  how  this  advertisement  found  its 
way  to  the  Pall  JSIall  Gazette ;  and  very  soon  after  its  appear- 
ance Madame  de  Smolerisk's  friend,  Mr.  Philip,  made  his  appear- 
ance at  our  tea-table  in  London.  He  was  always  welcome  among 
us  elders  and  children.  He  wore  a  crape  on  his  hat.  As  soon 
as  the  young  ones  were  gone,  you  may  be  sure  he  poured  his  story 
out,  and  enlarged  upon  the  death,  the  burial,  the  quarrels,  the 
loves,  tlje  partings  we  have  narrated.    How  could  he  be  put  in 
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a  way  to  earn  three  or  four  hundred  a  year  ?  That  was  the  pres- 
ent question.  Ere  he  came  to  see  us  he  had  already  been  totting 
up  ways  and  means.  He  had  been  with  our  friend  Mrs.  Bran- 
don:  was  staying  wit]}  her.*  The  Little  Sister  thought  three 
hundred  would  be  sufficient.  They  could  have  her  second  floor — 
not  for  nothing ;  no,  no,  but  at  a  moderate  price,  which  would 
pay  her.  They  could  have  attics,  if  more  rooms  were  needed. 
They  could  have  her  kitchen  fire,  and  one  maid,  for  the  present, 
would  do  all  their  work.  Poor  little  thing  1  She  was  ver}' young. 
She  would  be  past  eighteen  by  the  time  she  could  marry  ;  the 
Little  Sister  was  for  early  marriages,  against  fong  courtships. 
"  Heaven  help  those  as  helps  themselves,"  she  said.  And  Mr. 
Philip  thought  this  excellent  advice,  and  Mr.  Piiilip's  friend, 
when  asked  for  Ms  opinion — "  Candidly  now,  what's  your  opin- 
ion ?" — said,  "  Is  she  in  the  next  room  V  Of  course  you  mean  you 
are  married  already." 

Philip  roared  one  of  his  great  laughs.  No,  he  was  not  married 
already.  Had  he  not  said  that  Miss  Baynes  was  gone  awaj'  to.. 
Tours  with  her  aunt  and  uncle  ?  but  that  he  wanted  to  be  mar- 
ried ;  but  that  he  could  never  settle  down  to  work  till  he  mar- 
ried ;  but  that  he  could,  have  no  rest,  peace,  health,  till  he  mar- 
ried that  angel,  he  was  ready  to  confess.*  Ready?  All  the  street 
might  hear  him  calling  out  the  name  and  expatiating  on  the  an- 
gelic charms  and  goodness  of  his  Charlotte.  He  spoke  so  loud 
and  long  on  this  subject  that  my  wife  grew  ahttle  tired  ;  and  my 
wife  always  hkes  to  hear  other  women  praised,  that  (she  sai's)  I 
know  she  does.  But  when  a  man  goes  on  rearing  for  an  hour 
"about  Dulcinea  ?  You  kTiow  such  talk  becoiae^  fulsome  at  last; 
and,  in  fine,  when  he  was  gone,  my  wife  said,  "  Well,  he  is  very 
much  in  love;  so  were  you — -I  m^an  long  before  my  time,  sir  ; 
but  does  love  pay  the  housekeeping  bills,  pray  ?" 

"No,  my  dear.  And  love  is  always  controlled  by  other  peo- 
ple's advice  :— always,"  says  Philip's  friend,  who,  I  hope,  you  will 
perceive  was  speaking  ironically.  .  ' 

Philip's  friends  had  listened  not  impatiently  to  Philip's  talk 
about  Philip.  Almost  all  women  will  give  a  sympathizing  hear- 
ing to  men  who  are  in  love.  Be  they  ever  so  old,  they  grow 
young  again  with  that  conversation,  an:!  renew  their  own  early 
times*  Men  are  not  quite  so  generous  :  Tityrus  tii-cs  of  hearing 
Corydon  discourse  endlessly  on  the  charms  of  his  shepherdess. 
And  yet  egotism,  is  good  talk.  Even  dull  biographies  are  pleas- 
ant to  read  ;  and  if  to  read,  why  not  to  hear  '?  Had  Master  Philip 
not  been  such  an  egotist^  he  would  not  liave  been  so  pleasant  a 
companion.  Can't  you  like  a  man  at  whom  yoa  laugh  a  little  ? 
I  had  rather  such  an  open-mouthed  conversationist"  than  your 
volto  sciolto  that  never  unlo>'ks  without  a  careful  applioatio'n  of 
the  key.  'As  for  the  entrance  to  Mr.  Philip's  mind,  that  door  was 
always  open  when  he  was  awake,  or  not  hungry,  or  in  ^  friend's 
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company.  Besides  his  love,  and  liis  prospects  in  life,  his  poverty, 
etc.,  Philip  had  other  favorite  topics  of  conversation.  His  friend 
the  Little  Sister  was  a  great  theme  with  him;  his  father  was 
another  favorite  subject  of  his  talk.  By  the  way,  his  father  had 
written  to  the  Little  Sister.  The  doctor  said  he  was  sure  to  pfos- 
per  in  his  newly-adopted  country.  He  and  anothev  physician 
had  invented  a  new  medicine,  which  was  to  effect  wonders,  and 
in  a  few  years  would  assuredly  make  the  fortune  of  both  of  them. 
He  was  never  without  one  scheme  or  another  for  taakinn;  that 
fortune  which  nevar  came.  Whenever  he  drew  upon  poor  Philip 
for  little  sums  his  letters  were  sure  to  be  especially  magniloquent 
and  hopeful.  "  Whenever  the  doctor  says  he  has  invented  the 
philosopher's  stone,"  said  poor  Philip,  "  1  am  sure  there  will  be  a 
postscript  to  say  that  a  little  bill  will  be  presented  for  so  much, 
at  so  many  days'  date." 

Had  he  drawn  on  Philip' lately  ?  Philip  told  us  when,  and 
how  often.  We  gave  him  all  the  benefit  of  our  virtuous  indig- 
nation-.  As  for  my  wife's  eyeSj  they  gleamed  with  anger.  What 
a  man  1  what  a  father !  Oh,  he  was  incorrigible  !  "  Yes,  I  am 
afraid  he  is,"  says  poor  Phil,  comically,  with  his  hands  roaming 
at  ease  in  his  pockets.  They  contained  little  else  than  those  big 
hands.  "My  father  is  of  a  hopeful  turn.  His  views  regarding 
property  are  peculiar.  It  is  a  comfort  to  have  such  a  distin- 
guished parent,  is  n't  it  ?  I  am  always  surprised  to  hear  that  he 
is  not  married  again.  I  sigh  for  a  mother-in-law,"  Philip  con- 
tinued. 

"Oh  don't,  Philip  !  '  cried  Mrs.  Laura,  in  a  pet.  "Be  gener- 
ous, be  forgiving,  be  noble,  be  Christian  !  Don't  be  cynical,  and 
imitating — you  know  whom  !" 

Whom  could  she  possibly  mean,  I  wonder '?  After  flashes, 
there  came  showers  in  this  lady's  eyes.  From  long  habit  I  can 
understand  her  thoughts,  although  she  does  not  utter  them.  She 
was  thinking  of  these  poor,  noble,  simple,  friendless  young  peo- 
ple, and  asking  heaven's  protection  for  them.  I  am  not  in  the 
habit  of  overpraising  my  friends,  goodness  knows  !  The  foibles 
of  this  one  1  have  described  honestly  enough.  But  if  I  write 
down  here  that  he  was  courageous,  cheerful  in  adversity,  gener- 
ous, simple,  truth-loving,  abov«  a  scheme — after  having  said  that 
he  was  a  noble  young  fellow — dixi;  and  I  won't  cancel  the  words. 

Ardent  lover  as  he  was,  our  friend  was  glad  to  be  back  in  the 
midst  of  the  London  smoke,  and  wealth,  and  bustle.  The  fog 
agreed  with  his  lungs,  he  said.  He  breathed  more  freely  in  our 
great  city  than  in  that  little  English  village  in  the  centre  of 
Paris  which  he  had  been  inhabiting.  In  his  hotel,  and  at  his' 
cafe  (where  he  composed  his  eloquent  "  own  correspondence"), 
he  had  occasion  to  speak  a  little  French,  but  it  never  came  very 
trippingly  from  his  stout  English  tongue.  "  You  don't  suppose 
I  would  like  to  bv-  taken  for-  a  Frenchman,"  he  wduld  say  with 
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much  gravity.  I  wonder  who  ever  tbcught  of  mistaking  friend 
Philip  for  a  Frenchman  ? 

As  for  that  faitliful  Little  Sister,  her  house  and  heart  -were 
still  at  the  young- man's  service.  We  have  not  visited  Thorn- 
haugh  street  for' some  time.  Mr.  Philip,  whom  we  have  been 
bound  to  attend,  has  been  too  much  occupied  -with  his  love- 
making  to  bestow  much  thought  on  his  affectionate  little  friend. 
She  has  been  trudging  meanwhile  on  her  humble  course  of  life, 
<  heej'ful,  modest,  laborious,  doing  h<  r  duty,  with  a  helping  little 
hand  ready  to  relieve  many  a  fallen  wayfarer  on  her  road.  She 
had  a  room  vacant  in  her  house  when  Philip  came — a  room, 
indeed  !  Would  she  not  have  had  a  house  vacant  if  Philip 
wanted  it '?  But  in  the  interval  since  we  saw  her  last  the  Little 
Sister,,  too,  has  had  to  assume  black  robes.  Her  father,  the  old 
captain,  has  gone  to  his  rest.  His  place  is  vacant  in  the  little 
parlor:  his  bedroom  is  ready  for  Philip,  as  long  as  Philip  will 
stay.  She  did  not  profess  to  feel  much  affliction  for  the  loss  of 
the  captain.  She  talked  of  him  constantly  as  though  he  were 
present ;  and  made  a  supper  for  Philip  and  seated  him  in  her 
pa's  chair.  How  she  bustled  about  on  the  night  when  Philip 
arrived  !  What  a  beaming  welcome  thei  e  was  in  her  kind  eyes  1 
Her  modest  hair  was  touched  with  silver  now  ;  but  her  cheeks 
were  like  apples  ;  her  little  figure  was  neat,  and  light,  and 
active  ;  and.her  voice,  with  its  gentle  laugh  and  little  sweet  bad 
grammar,  has  always  seemed  one  of  the  sweetest  of  voices  to-me. 

V ery  soon  after  Philip's  arrival  in  London  Mrs.  Brcudon  paid 
a  visit  to  the  wife  of  Mr.  Firmin's  humble  servant  and  biographer, 
and  the  two  women  had  a  fine  sentimental  consultation.  All 
good  women,  you  know,  are  sentimental.  The  idea  of  young 
lovers;  of  match-making,  of  amiable  poverty,  tenderly  excites  and 
interests  them.  My  wife,  at  this  time,  began  to  pour  off  fine  long 
letters  to  Miss  Baynes,  to  which  the  latter  modesUy  and  dutifully- 
replied,  with  many  expressions  of  fervor  and  gratitude  for  the 
interest  which  her  friend  in  London  was  pleased  to  take  in  the 
little  maid.  I  saw  by  these  answers  that  Charlotte's  union  with 
Philip  was  taken  as  a  received  point  by  these  two  ladies. 
They  discussed  the  ways  and  means.  They  did  not  talk  about 
broughams,  settlements,  town  and  country-houses,  pin-moneys, 
trousseaux ;  and  my  wife,  in  computing  their  sources  of  income, 
always  pointed  out  that  Miss  Charlotte's  fortune,  though  certainly 
small,  would  give  a  very  useful  addition  to  the  young  couple's 
income.  "  Fifty  pounds  a  year  not  much  !  Let  me  tell  you,  sir, 
that  fifty  pounds  a  year  is  a  very  pretty  little  sum  :  if  Philip  can 
but  make  three  hundred  a  year  himself,  Mrs.  Brandon  says  they 
«ught  to  be  able  to  live  quite  nicely."  You  ask,  my  genteel 
friend-,  is  it  possible  that  people  can  live  for  four  hundred  a  year? 
How  do  they  manage,  ces  pauvres  yens  ?  They  eat,  they  drink, 
they  are  clothed,  they  are  warmed,  they  have  roofe  over  their 
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heads,  and  glass  in.  tlieir  windows ;  and  some  of  them  are  as  good, 
happy,  and  tvell-bred  as  their  neighbors  who  are  ten  times  as 
lieu.  Then,  besides  this  calculation  of  money,  there  is  tho  fond 
woman's  firm  belief  that  th'^  day  will  bring  its  daily  bread  for 
those  who  work  for  it  and  aL^k  for  it  in  the  proper  quarter; 
atrainst  which  reasoning  many  a  man  knows  it  is  in  vain  to  argue. 
As  to  my  own  liUle  objections  and  doubts,  my  wife  met  them'by 
reference  to  Philip's  former  love-affair  with  his  cousin,  Miss 
Twysden.  "  You  had  no  objection  in  that  case,  sir,"  this  logician 
would  say.  "  You  would  have  had  him  take  a  creature  wiLhout 
a  heart.  "  You  would,  cheerfully  have  seen  him  made  miserable 
for  life,  because  you  thought  there  was  money  enough  and  a 
genteel  connection.  Money  indeed !  Very  happy  Mrs.  Wool- 
comb  i.-  with  her  money.  Very  creditably  to  all  sides  has  that 
marriage  turned  out !"  I  need  searcelv  remind  my  readers  of 
the  unfortunate  result  of  that  marriage.  Woolcomb's  behavior 
to  his  wife  was  the  agreeable  talk  of  London  society  and  of  the 
London  clubs  very  soon  after  the  pair  were  joined  together  in 
holy  matrimony.  l)o  we  not  all  remember  how  Woolcomb  was 
accused  of  striking  his  wife,  of  starving  his  wife,  and  how  she 
took  refuge  at  home,  and  came  to  her  father's  house  with  a  black 
eye?  The  two  Twysdens  were  so  ashamed  of  this  transaction 
that  father  and  son  left  off  coming  to  Bays',  where  I  never  heard 
their  absence  regretted  but  by  one  man,  who  said  that  Talbot 
owed  him  money  for  losses  git  whist  for  which  he  could  get  no 
settlement. 

Should  Mr.  Firmin  go  and  see  his  aunt  in  her  misfortune? 
By-gCMCs  might  be  Ly-gones,  some  of  Philip's  advisers  thought. 
Now,  Mrs.  Twysden  was  unhappy,  her  heart  might  relent  to 
Philip,  whom  she  certainly  had  loved  as  a  boy.    Philip  had  the 
magnanimity  to  call  upon  ht"- ;  and  found  her  carriage  waitaig 
at  t,he  door.    But  a  servant,  after  keeping  the  gentleman  waiting 
in  the  dreary,  well-remembered  hall,  brought  him  word  that  his 
mistress  was  out,  smiled  in  his  face  with  an  engaging  insolence, 
and  proceeded  to  put  cloaks,  court-guides,  and  other  fenlale  gear 
into  the  carriage  in  the  presence  of  this  poor  deserted  nephew. 
This  visit,  it  must  be  owned,  was  one  of  Mrs.  Laura's  romantic 
eifurts  at  reconciling  enemies :  as  if,  my  good  creature,  the  Twys- 
dens  ever  let  a  man  into  their  house  who  was  poor  or  out  of 
fashion !    They  lived  in  a  constant  dread  lest  Philip  should  call 
to  borrow  money  of  them.    As  if  they  ever  lent  money  to  a  man 
who  was  in  need  !    If  they  ask  the  respected  reader  to  their 
house,  depend  on  it  they  think  he  is  well  to  do.    On  the  other 
hand,  the  Tr>'ysdens  made  a  very  handsome  entertainment  for 
the  new  Lord  of  Whip'iam  and  Ringwood  who  now  reigned  after 
his  kinsman's  death.    They  afiVoly  went  and  passed  Christmas 
with  him  in  the  country  ;  and  they  cringed  and  bowed  before 
Sir  Philip  Ri'^gwood  as  the)  had  bowi;d  and  cringed  befc'ie  the 
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earl  in  his  time.  The  old  earl  had  been  a  Tory  in  his  latter  days, 
when  Talbot  Twysden's  rie-sTs  were  also  very  conservative.  The 
present  Lord  of  Eingwood  was  a  Whig.  It  is  snrprising  how 
liberal  the  T^rysdens  grew  in  the  course  of  a.  fortnight's  after- 
dinner  conversation  and  pheasant-sliooting  talk  at  Eingwood. 
"  Hang  it !  yon  know,"  young  Twysden  said,  in  his  office  after- 
ward, ■■  a  feiiow  mus:  go  with  the  politics  of  his  family,  you  know  "' 
and  he  bragged  ab.DuT  the  dinners,  wines,  splendors,  cocks,  and 
preserves  of  Eingwood  as  freely  as  in  the  time  of  his  noble  grand- 
uncle.  Any  one  who  has  kept  a  house-dog  in  London,  which 
licks  your  boots  and  your  platter,  and  fawns  tor  the  bones  in  your 
dish,  knows  how  the  animal  barks  and  flies  at  the  poor  who 
come  to  the  door.  The  Twysdens.  father  and  son,  were  of  this 
canine  species :  and  there  are  vast  packs  of  such  dogs  here  and 
elsewhere. 

"If  Philip  opened  his  heart  to  us.  and  talked  unreservedly 
regarding  his  hopes  and  his  plans,  you  may  be  sure  he  had  his 
little  friend,  Mrs.  Brandon,  also  in  his  confi  JenPe.  and  that  no 
person  in  the  world  was  more  eager  to  serve  him.  ^Vhile  we 
were  talking  about  what  was  to  be  done,  this  little  lady  was  also 
at  work  in  her  favorite's  behalf.  She  had  a  firm  ally  in  Mrs. 
Mugford,  the  proprietor's  lady  of  the  Pall  Mall  Gaz'='te.  Mrs. 
Mngford  had  long  been  interested  in  Philip,  his  misfornines,  and 
his  love-affairs.  These  two  good  women  had  made  a  sentimental 
hero  of  him.  Ah  !  that  they  could  devise  some  feasible  scheme 
to  help  him  I  And  su;  h  a  chance  actually  did  very  soon  "present 
itself  to  these  delighted  women. 

In  almost  all  the  papers  of  the  new  year  appeared  a  brilliant 
advertise  meat,  announcing  the  speedy  appearance  in  Dublin  of 
a  new  paper.  It  was  to  be  called  27(6  Shamrock,  and  its  first 
number  was  to  be  issued  on  the  ensuing  St.  Patrick  ?  day.  I 
need  not  quote  at  length  the  advertisements  which  heralded  the 
advent  of  this'new  periodical.  The  most  famous  pens  of  the 
national  party  in.  Ireland  were,  of  course,  engaged  to  contribute 
to  its  columns.  Those  pens  would  be  hammered  into  st.^el  of  a 
different  shape  when  the  opportunity  should  offer.  Beloved 
prelates,  authors  of  world-wide  fame,  bards,  the  bold  strings  of 
whose  Ij-res  had  rnng^  through  the  isle  already,  and  made  mil- 
lions of  noble  hearts  to  beat,  and,  by  consequence,  double  the 
number  of  eyes  to  fiU ;  philosophers,  renowned  Tor  science  ;  and 
Ulnstrious  advocates,  whose  manly  voices  had  ever  spoken  the 
language  of  hope  and  freedom  to  an  etc.,  etc.,  would  be  found 
ralljTUg  round  the  journal,  and  proud  to  wear  the  symbol  of  The 
Shamrock.  Finally,  Michael  Cassidy,  Esq.,  was  chosen  to  be  the 
editor  of  this  new  joumaL 

This  was  the  M.  Cassidy,  Esq..  who  appeared,  I  think,  at  Mr. 
Firmin's  caU-supper;  and  who  had  long  been  the  sub-editor  of 
the  Pall  Mall  GazetU.    If  Michael  went  to  Dame  street,  whv 


ON  HIS  WAY  THROUGH  THK  WORLD. 


349 


should  not  Philip  be  sub-editor  at  Pall  MallV  Mrs.  Brandon 
argued.  Of  course  there  would  be-  a  score  of  candidates  for 
Michael's  office.  The  editor  would  like  the  patronage.  Barnet, 
Mugford's  partner  in  the  Gazette,  would  wish  to  appoint  his  man. 
Cassidy,  before  retiring,  would  assuredly  intimate  his  approach- 
ing resignation  to  scores  of  gentlemen  of  his  nation,  who  would 
not  object  to  take  the  Saxon's  pay  until  they  finally  shook  his 
yoke  off,  and  would  eat  his  bread  until  the  happy  moment  arrived- 
when  they  could  knock  out  his  brains  in  fair  battle.  As  soon  as 
Mrs.  Brandon  heard  of  the  vacant  place,  that  moment  she  deter- 
mined that  Philip  should  have  it.  It  was  surprising  what  a 
quantity  of  information  our  little  friend  possessed  about  artists, 
and  pressmen,  and  their  lives,  families,  ways,  and  means.  Many 
ge^jtlemen  of  both  professions  came  to  Mr.  Ridley's  chambers, 
and  called  on  the  Little  Sister  on  their  way  to  and  fro.  How 
Tom  Smith  had  left  the  Herald,  and  gone  to  the  Post;  what 
price  Jack  Jones  had  for  his  picture,  and  who  sat  for  the  prin- 
cipal figures.  I  promise  you  Madam  Brandpn  had  all'  these 
Interesting  details  by  heart ;  a(hd  I  think  I  have  described  this 
little  person  very  inadequately  if  I  have  not  made  you  under- 
stand that  she  was  as  intrepid  a  little  jobber  as  ever  lived,  and 
never  scrupled  to  go  any  length  to  serve  a  friend.  To  be  Arch- 
bishop of  Canterbury,  to  be  professor  of  Hebrew,  to  «be  teacher 
of  a  dancing-school,  to  be  organist  for  a  church;  for  any  con- 
ceivable place  or  function  this  little  person  would  have  asserted 
Philip's  capability.  "  Don'^  tell  me  !  He  can  dance  or  preach 
(as  the  case  may  be)  or  write  beautiful !  And  as  for  being  unfit 
to  be  a  sub-editor,  I  want  to  know  has  he  not  as  good  a  head 
and  as  good  an  education  as  that  Cassidy,  indeed  ?  And  is  not 
Cambridge  College  the  best  college  in  the  world  ?  It  ij,  I  say. 
And  he  went  there  ever  so  Igng.  And  he  might  have  taken  the 
very  best  prize,  only  money  was  no  object  to  him  then,  dear 
fellow,  and  he  did  not  like  to  keep  the  poor  out  of  what  he  did  n't 
want !" 

Mrs.  Mugford  had  always  considered  the  young  man  as  very 
haughty,  but  quite  the  gentleman,  and  speedily  was  infected  by 
her  gossip's  enthusiasm  about  him.^  My  wife  hired  a  fly,  pai^ked 
several  of  the  children  into  it,  called  upon  Mrs.  Mngford,  and 
chose  to  be  delighted  with  that  lady's  garden,  with  that  lady's 
nursery — with  everything  that  bore  the  name  of  Mugford.  It 
was  a  curiosity  to  remark  in  what  a  flurry  of  excitement  these 
women  plunged,  and  how  they  schemed,  and  coaxed,  and  caballed, 
in  order  to  get  this  place  for  their  protege.  My  wife  tliought 
— she  merely  happened  to  surmise:  nothing  more,  of  course — 
that  Mr.  Mugford's  fon'd  desire  was  to  shine  in  the  world. 
Could  we  not  ask  some  people — with — what  you  call  handles  to 
their  names — I  think  I  before  heard  you  use  soine  such  term,  sir — 
to  meet^the  Mugfords?    Some  of  Phihp's  old  friends,  who  I 
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am  sure  vould  be  very  happy  to  serve  liitn.  Some  such  artifice 
was,  I  own,  practised.  We  coax'^il,  cajoled,  foadled  the  Mag- 
fords  for  Philip's  sake,  and  heaven  "urgive  Mrs.  Laura  her  hypoc- 
risy. We  had  an  entertainment  then,  I  own.  Wo  asked  our 
•fiii est  company,  and  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Mugford  to  meet  them; 
and  we  prayed  that  unlucky  Philip  to  be  on  his  best  behavior  to 
all  persons  who  were  invited  to  the  feast. 

Before  my  wife  this  lion  of  a  Firmin  was  as  a  lamb.  Rough, 
captious,  and  overbearing  in  general  society,  with  those  whom -he 
lojred  and  esteemed  Phlhp  was,  of  all  men,  the  most  modest  and 
humble.  He  would  never  tire  of  playing  with  our  children, 
joining  in  their  games,  laughing  and  roaring  at  their  little  sports. 
I  have  never  had  such  a  laugher  at  my  jokes  as  Philip  Firmin. 
I  think  my  wife  liked  him  for  that  noble  guffaw  with  which  he 
used  to  salute  those  pieces  of  wit.  He  arrived  a  little  late  some- 
times with  his  laughing  chorus,  but  ten  people  at  table  were  not 
so  loud  as  this  faithful  friend.  On  the  contrary  when  those 
people  for  whom  he  has  no  li^ng  venture  on  a  pun  or  other 
pleasantry,  I  am  bound'to  own  that  Philip's  ackno w^ledgment  of 
their  waggery  must  be  anything  but  pleasant  or  flattering  to 
them.  Now,  on  occSsion  of  this  important  dinner,  I  enjoined  him 
to  be  very  kind,  and  very  civil,  and  very  much  pleased  with 
everybocfy,  and  to  stamp  upon  nobody's  corns,  as,  indeed,  why 
should  he,' in  life?  Who  was  he  to  be  censor  morum  ?  And  it 
has  been  said  that  no  man  cotrfd  admit  his  own  faults  with  a  more 
engaging  candor  than  our  friend.  • 

We  invited,  then,  Mugford,  the  proprietor  of  the  PaU  Mall 
Gazette,  and  his  wife ;  and  Bickerton,  the  editor  of  that  periodical ; 
Lord  Ascot,  Phiii^'s  old  college  friend;  and  one  or  two  more 
gentlemen.  Our  invitations  to  the  ladies  were  not  so  fortunate. 
Some  were  engaged,  others  away  fti  the  country  keeping  Christ- 
mas. In  fine,  we  considered  ourselves  rather  lucky  in  securing 
old  Lady  Hixie,  who  lives  hard  by  in  Westminster,  and  who  will 
pass  for  a  lady  of  fashion  when  no  person  of  greater  note  is  pres- 
ent. My  wife  told  her  that  the  object  of  the  dinner  was  to  make 
our  friend  Firmin  acquainted  with  the  editor  and  proprietor  of 
the  Pall  Mall  Gazette,  with  whom  it  was  important  that  he 
should  be  on  the  most  amicable  footing.  Oh  I  very  well.  Lady 
Hixie  promised  to  be  quite  gracious  to  the  newspaper  gentleman 
and  his  wife ;  and  kept  her  promise  most  srraciousiy  during  the 
evening.  Our  good  friend,  Mrs.  Mugford,  was  the  first  of  our 
guests  to  arrive.  She  drove  "  in  her  trap  "  from  her  villa  in  the 
suburbs ;  and  after  putting  up  his  carriage  at  a  neighboring  liv- 
ery-stable, her  groom  volunteered  to  halp  our  servants  in  waiting 
at  dinner.  His  zeal  and  activity  were  remarkable.  China 
smashed,  and  dish-covers  clanged  in  the  passage.  Mrs.  Mugford 
said  that  "Sam  ^as  at  his  old  tricks;"  and  I  hope  the  hostess 
show'ed.she  was  mistress  of  herself  amidst  ^hat  fall  of  china.  Mrs. 
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Mugford  came  before  the  appointed  hour,  she  said,  in  order  to  see 
our  children.  "  With  our  late  London.dinner  hours,"  she  remark- 
ed, "children  was  never  seen  now."  At  Hampstead,  hers  always 
appeared  at  the  dessert,  and  enlivened  the  table  with  their  inno- 
cent outcries  for  oranges  and  struggles  for  sweetmeats.  In  the 
nursery,  where  one  little  maid,  in  her  crisp  long  night-gown,  was 
saying  her  prayers ;  where  another  little  person,  in  the  most  airy 
costume,  was  standing  before  the  great  barred  fire ;  where  a  third 
Liliputian  was  sitting  up  in  its  nightcap  and  surplice,  surveying 
the  scene  below  from  its  crib,  the  ladies  found  our  dear  Little 
Sister  installed.  She  had  come  to  see  her  little  pets  (she  had 
known  two  or  three  (Oheai  from  the  very  earliest  times).  She 
was  a  great  favorite  aii-^jng  them  all;"  and,  I  believe,  conspired 
with  the  cook  down  below  in  preparing  certain  delicacies  for  the 
table.  A  fine  conversation  then  ensued  about  our  children, 
about  the  Mugford  children,  about  babies  in  general.  And  then 
the  artful  women  (the  house  mistress  and  the  Little  Sister) 
brought  Philip  on  the  iapis,  a,nd  discoursed,  a  qui  mieux,  &bout 
his  virtues,  his  misfortunes,  nis  engagemeflt,  and  that  dear  little 
creature  to  whom  he  was  betrothed.  This  conversation  went  on 
until  carrjage-wheelswerejieard  itr  the  square,  and  the  knocker 
(there  were  actually  knockers  in  that  old-fashioned  place  and 
time)  began  to  peal.  "  Oh,  bother !  There  's  the  company 
a-comin',"  Mrs.  Mugford  said;  and  arranging  her  cap  and 
flounces,  with  neat-handed  Mrs.  Brandon's  aid,  came  down  stairs, 
after  taking  a  tender  leave  of  the  little  people,  to  whom  she  sent 
a  present  next  day  of  a  pile  of  fine  Christmas-books,  which  had 
come  to  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette  for  review.  Tiie  kind  woman  had 
been  coaxed,  wheedled^,  and  won  over  to  our  side — to  Philip's 
side.  He  had  her  vote  for  the  sub-editorsSip,  whatever  might 
ensue. 

Most  of  our  guests  had  already  arrived,  when  at  length  Jlrs. 
Mugford  was  announced.  I  am  bound  to  say  that  she  presented 
a  remarkable  appearance,  and  that  the  splendor  of  her  attire  was 
such  as  is  seldom  beheld. 

Bickerton  and  Philip  were  presented  to  one  another,  and  had 
a  talk  about  French  polities  before  dinnfer,  during  which  con- 
vers.ation  Philip  behave/J,  with  perfect  discrefion  and  politeness. 
Bickerton  had  happened  to  hear  Philip's  letters  well  spoken  of — 
in  a  good  quarter,  mind  ;  and  his  cordiality  increased  when  Lord 
Ascot  entered,  called  Philip  by  his  surname,  and  entered  into  a 
perfectly  free  conversation  with  him.  Old  Lady  Hixie  went  into 
perfectly  good  society,  Bickerton  condescended  to  acknowledge. 
'•As  for  Mrs.  Mugfotd,"  says  he,  with  a  glance  of  wondering  com- 
passion at  that  lady,  "of  course,  I  need  not  tell  you  that  she  is 
seen  nowhere — nowhere."  This  said,  Mr.  Bickerton  stepped 
forward  and  calmly  patronized  my  wife,  gave  me  a  good-natured 
nod  for  my  own  part,  reminded  Lord  Ascot  that  he  had  had  the 
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pleasure  of  meetinjT  him  at  Egham;  and  then  fixed  on  Tom  Page, 
of  the  Bread-and-Butter  office  (who,  I  own,  is  one  of  our  most 
genteel  guests),  with  whom  he-entered  into  a  discussion  of  some 
political  matter  of  that  day — I  forget  what:  but  the  main  point 
was  that  he  named  two-  or  three  leading  public  men  with  whom 
he  had  discussed  the  question,  whatever  it  might  be.  He  named 
very  great  names,  and  led  us  to  understand  that  with  the  pro- 
prietors of  those  very  great  names  he  was  on  the  most  intimate 
and  confidential  footing.  With  his  owners — with  the  proprietor 
of  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette — he  was  on  the  most  'distant  terms,  and 
indeed  I  am  afraid  that  his  behavior  to  myself  and  my  wife  was 
scarcely  respectful.  J  fancied  I  saw  Philip's  brow  gathering 
wrinkles  as  his  eye  followed  this  man  strutting  from  one  person 
to  another,  and  patronizing  each.  The  dinner  was  a  little  late, 
from  some  reason  best  known  in  the  lowfir  regions.  "  I  take  it," 
says  Bickerton,  winking  at  Philip,  in  a  pause  of  the  conversation, 
"  that  our  good  friend  and  host  is  not  much  used  to  giving  din- 
ners. The  mistress  of  the  house  is  evidently  in  a  state  of  pertur- 
bation." Philip  gave  such  a  horrible  grimace  that  the  other  at 
first  thought  he  was  in  pain. 

"You,  who  have  iived  a  great  deal  with  old  Ring  wood,  know 
what  a  good  dinner  is,"  Bickerton  continued,  giving  Firmin  a 
knowing  look.  ,  , 

"Any  dinner  is  good  which  is  accompanied  with  such  a  wel- 
come as. I  get  here,"  said  Philip. 

"  Oh  !  very  good  people,  very  good  people,  of  course  !"  cries 
Bickerton. 

I  need  not  say  he  thinks  he  has  perfectly  succeeded  in  adopt- 
ing the  .air  of  a  man  of  the  world.  He  went  oflT  to  Lady  Hixie, 
and  talked  with  her  about  the  last  great  party  at  which  he  had 
met  her;  and  then  he  turned  to  the  .host  and  remarked  that  my 
friend,  the  doctor's  son,  was  a  fine-looking  fellow.  In  five 
minutes  he  had  the  good  fortune  to  make  himself  hated  by  Mr. 
Firmin.  He  walks  through  the  world  patronizing  his  betters. 
"  Our  good  friend  is  not  much  used  to  giving  dinners — is  n't  he?" 
I  say,  what  do  we  mean  by  continuing  to  endure  this  man  ? 
Tom  Page,  of  the  Bread-and-Butter  ofiice,  is  a  well-known  diner- 
out;  Lord  Ascot  is  an  earl's  son;  Bi<5kerton,  in  a  pretty  loud 
voice,  talked  to  one  or  other  of  these  during  dinner,  and  across 
the  table.  He  s^ft  next  to  Mrs.  Mugrord,  but  he  turned  his  back 
on  that  bewildered  woman,  and  neviT'condescended  to  address  a 
T;iiru  to  her  personally.  "  Of  course,  I  understand  you,  my  dear 
fellow,"  he  ;-aid  to  me  when,  on  the  retreat  of  the  ladies,  we  ap- 
proached within  whispering  distance.  "  You  have  these  people 
at  dinner  for  reasons  of  stale.  You  have  a  book  coming  out,  and 
want  to  have  it  noticed  in  the  paper.  1  ijjake  a  point  of  keep- 
ing these  people  at  a  distance — the  only  way  of  dealing  with 
them,  I  give  you  my  word." 
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Not  one  offensive  word  had  Philip  said  to  the  chief  writer  of 
the  Pall  Mall  Gazette;  and  I  began  to  congratulate  myself  that 
our  dinner  would  pass  without  any  mishap,  when  some  one 
unluckily  happening  to  praise  the  wine,  a  fresh  supply  was  order- 
ed. "  Very  good  claret.  Who  is  your  wine-merchant  ?  Upon 
my  word,  I  get  better  claret  here  than  I  do  in  Paris — don't  you 
think  so,  Mr.  Fermor  ?    Where  do  you  generally  dine  at  Paris  ?" 

"  I  generally  dine  for  thirty  sous,  and  three  francs  on  grand 
days,  Mr.  Beckerton,"  growls  Philip. 

"  My  name  is  Bickerton."  ("  What  a  vulgar  thing  for  a  fel- 
low to  talk  about  his  thirty-sous  dinners  1"  murmured  my  neigh- 
hpr  to  me.)  "  Well,  there  is  no  accounting  for  tastes !  When  I 
go  to  Paris  I  dine  at  the  Trois  Freres.  Give  me  the  Burgundy 
at  Trois  Freres." 

"  That  is  because  you  great  leader-writers  are  paid  better  than 
poor  correspondents.  I  shall  be  delighted  to  be  able  to  dine 
better."  And  with  this  Mr.  Firmin  smiles  at  Mr.  Mugford,  his 
master  and  owner. 

"Nothing  so  vulgar  as  talking  shop,"  says  Bickerion,  rather 
loud. 

"  I  am  not  ashamed  of  the  shop  I  keep.  Are  you  of  yours, 
Mr.  Bickerton  T'  growls  Philip. 

"  F.  had  him  there,"  says  Mr.  Mugford. 

Mr.  Bickerton  got  up  from  table,  turning  q^ite  pale.  "  Do 
you  mean' to  be  offensive, .sir  ?"'he  asked. 

"  Offensive,  sir  ?  No,  sir.  Some  mep  are  offensive  without 
meaning  it.  You  have  been  several  times  tornight  I"  says  Lord 
Philip. 

"  I  don't  see  that  I  am  called  upon  to  bear  this  kind  of  thing 
at  any  man's  table  !"  cried  Mr.  Bickerton.  "  Lord  Ascot,  I  wish 
you  good-night !" 

"  I  say,  old  boy,  what 's  the  row  about  ?"  asked  his  lordship. 
And  we  were  all  astonished  as  my  guest  rose  and  left  the  table 
in  great  wrath. 

"  Serve  him  right,  Firmin,  I  say  !"  said  Mr.  Mugford,  again 
drinking  off  a  glass. 

"  Why,  don't  you  know  ?"  says  Tom  Page,  "  His  father  keeps 
a  haberdasher's  shop  at  Cambridge,  and  sent  him  to  Oxford, 
where  he  took  a  good  degree." 

And  this  had  come  of  a  dinner  of  conciliation — a  dinner  which 
was  to  advance  Philip's  interest  in  life  I 

"  tlit  him  again,  I  say,"  cried  Mugford,  whom  wine  had  ren- 
dered eloquent.  "  He 's  a  snpercilicus  beast,  that  Bickerton  is, 
and  I  hate  him,  and  so  does  Mrs.  M." 
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CHAriTF.  XXXT. 

XABRATE?  THAT  FAMOT^  JO'i?:  ABOUT  >r[-5  GKIGSBT. 

F:,r  cri:e  Plf.ip  fo-iai  he  na  i  ?5en  '.e i  wittioat  givici: 
Scceral  In  the  conn  i^u^/e  of  leaia'ie  in:er^  ov.r;e  M-s. 

Muo'^ir-J        aln?:vlr.  in  her  o'-va  art!es<  D'a:  potvert'al  language, 
ooiizrjied  her  r  v.s:  .!!!  i's  statement  regardinor  Mr.  Biokerton.  a- 1 
decl?.:  ,'  3  that  B.  was  a  beas:,  ani  sae  was  only  son-v  tha:  Mr.  F 
hid  no:  hit  him  a  litt'e  harder.    So  different  are  the  opinlous 
whL  h  iiid"eren:  indivi  entertain  ot'  the  SAine  eTer.r ;  1 

happen  to  knovr  that  Bi.'kerton.  on  his  side,  went  awav  averring 
thi:  we  -wtre  quATrelscai-;.  ander-bred  people:  Add  that  a  man 
of  nry  -efinement  had  best  avoid  that  kind  or'  so;iety.  He  does 
rea'Iy  iad  seriooslv  believe  himscl;'  our  sap e'.ij-.  aai  wii:  lecture 
almost  ar.y  g^arleman  on  :he  ar:  o:  bjinz  oie.  Tuis  assnriiice 
is  no:  a:  a'i  uncommon  with  voar  p.:~  -cnu.  ProaJ  of  his  newly- 
aeo'iired  'kiio'wledge  ot'  exba".:;:in^  the  con:e;;:;  of  an  e^g.  the 
well-known  lirtle  boy  of  the  apol^jne  rushed  to  impart  his  knowl- 
edge to  his  grandmother.  wfct:>  had  been  for  mauiy  yeiirs  familiar 
with  the  process  which  the  child  had  j  as:  discovered.  Which  of 
us  his  no:  met  with  some  snch  iastra.'tora?  I  know  men  who 
would  be  re"ai^  to  step  forward  and  teach  Tiiilioni  how  to  dance, 
Toui  Savers  how  to  box,  or  the  Chevalier  Baysffd  how  to  be  a 
gentlemia.  We  mos*  of  us  know  sneh  aiea.  and  undergo,  firom 
time  to  time,  the  ineiiabie  beneat  of  their  patr-onage. 

Mugibrd  went  away  from  our  Kttle  entertainment  vowing,  bj 
George,  thit  Philip  sh:uil  at  want  for  a  friend  :it  the  proper 
season  ;  and  this  prorcr  season  very  specdiiv  arrived.  I  lanahed 
one  day.  on  coing  to  the  Pal!  ^Iil!  'icizetie  o:n.e.  to  !ind  Pr.ilip 
installed  in  the  sub-editor's  10001.  with  a  ptov-.-iou  of  soiss.-rs. 
wafers,  and  paste-pots,  snippinj:  puragraphs  from  tais  paper  and 
that,  altering,  'Condensing,  givia::  titles,  and  so  forth:  and.  in  a 
word,  in  re^u.ar  harness.  Tne  three-headed  c;\lves.  the  iireat 
prize  gooseberries,  the  old  maiden  ladles  of  wonderful  ages  who 
at  Irngth  died  ia  uountrv-pla_'es — it  was  wonderful  (considering 
his  lirrle  experience)  how  Firniiii  hunted  out  these.  He  entered 
into  ail  the  sp'ri:  0:  his  business.  He  priie'l  hloiself  on  the 
clever  titles  which  he  found  ibr  his  paraanaphs.  When  his  paper 
was  completed  at  the  weed's  end  'ne  surreved  it  rbudlv — not  the 
leaiiug  artic'»s.  or  those  pro:ound  ani  yet  briliiaat  llterarv 
essays  whleh  appeared  in  the  G.:z:lie — but  the  births,  deaths, 
mamtiges,  niirkets.  tr.als.  aa;i  what  not.  As  a  shoo-bov.  baviuo; 
devwated  his  master  s  window,  goes  into  the  street,  and.  ricased. 
surveys  his  work:  s?  the  talr  face  ot  the  Pa!i  Ma^i  ' Gjz^r'e 
re;o-  -ed  Mr.  F.mi.n.  and  Mr.  Bi:ice,  the  printer  of  the  rroer. 
Tney  looked  with  an  hones:  pride  upon  the  result  of  thefr  ioint 
labOTi    IN  or  did  Firmin  relish  pleasantrv  on  the  snbjeKCt.  Did 
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his  friends  alluue  to  it,  and  ask  if  he  had  shot  any  especially  fine 
canard  that  week  ?  Mr.  Philip's  brow  would  corrugate  and  his 
cheeks  redden.  He  di  i  not  like  jokes  to.Jbf;  made  at  his  expenie : 
Tvas  not  his  a  singular  antipathy? 

In  his  capacity  of  sub-editor  the  good  fellow  had  the  privilege 
of  taking  and  giving  away  countless  tlieatre  orders,  and  pano- 
rama and  diorama  tickets :  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette  was  not  above 
accepting  such  little  bribes  in  those  days,  and  Mrs.  Mugford's 
familiarity  with- the  names  of  opera-singers,  and' splendid  appear- 
ance in  an  opera-box,  was  quite  remarkable.  Friend  Philip 
would  be.'vr  away  a  heap  of  these  cards  of  admission,  delighted  to 
eacry  off  0:ir  yctirii:  folks  to  one  exhibition  or  another.  But 
irnce  at  the  dioaa<i!a,  where  otir  young  people  sat  in  the  darkness, 
very  much  frightened  as  usual,  a  voice  from  out  the  midnight 
gloom  cried  out,  "  Who  has  come  in  with  orders  from  the  Pall 
Mall  Gazette  V  A  lady,  twd  scared  children,  and  Mr.  Sub-editor 
Philip,  all  trembled  at  this  dreadful  summons.  I  think  I  should 
not  dare  to  print  the  story  even  now,  did  I  not  know  that  Mr. 
Firmin  was  travelling  abroad.  It  was  a  blessing  the  place  was 
dark,  so  that  none  eould  see  the  poor,  sub-editor's  blushes. 
Rather  than  cause  any  mortification  to  this  lady,  I  am  sure  Philip 
lyould  have  submitted  to  rack  and  tortui'e.  But,  indeed;  her 
annoyance  was  very  slight,  except  in  seeing  her  friend  annoyed! 
The  humor  of  the  scene  surpassed  the  annoyance  in  the  lady's 
mind,  and  caused  her  to  laugh  at  the  mishap ;  but  I  own  our 
little  boy  (who  is  of  an  aristocratic  turn,  and  rather  too  sensitive 
to  ridicule  from  his  school-fellows)  was  not  at  all  anxious  to  talk 
upon  the  subject,  or  to  let  the  world  know  that  he  went  to  a 
place  of  public  amusement  "  with  an  order .^' 

As  for  Philip's  landlady,  the  Little  Sister,  she,  you  know,,  had 
been  familiar  with  the  press,  and  press-men,  and  orders  for  the 
plsy,  for  years  past.  She  looked  quite  young  and  pretty,  with 
her  kind  smiling  face  and  neat  tight  black  dress,  as  she  came  to 
the  theatre — it  was  to  an  Easter  piece — on  Philip's  arm,  one 
evening.  Our  children  saw  her  from  their  cab,  as  they,  too, 
were  driving  to  the  same  performance.  It  was  Look,  mamma  ! 
There 's  Philip  and  the  Little  Sister!"  And  then  came  such 
smiles,  and  nods,  and  delighted  recognitions  from  the  cab  to  the 
two  friends  on  foot !  Of  course  I  have  forgotten  what  was  the 
piece  which  we  all  saw  on  that  Easter  evening.  But  those  chil- 
dren will  never  forget ;  no,  though  they  live  to  be  a  hundred 
years  old,  and  though  their  attention  was  distracted  from  the 
piece  by  constant  oV;?  t  -vation  of  Philip  and  his  companion  in  the 
public  boxes  opposii..'- 

Mr.  Firmin's  work  and  pay  were  both  light,  and  he  accepted 
both  very  cheerfully.  He  saved  money  out  of  his  little  stipend. 
It  was  surprising  how  economically  he  could  live  with  his  little 
landlady's  aid  and  counsel.    He  would  come  to  us,  recounting 
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bis  feats  of  parsimony  with  a  childisli  delight ;  be  loved  to  con- 
template his  sovereigns,  as  w.eek  by  week  the  little  pile  accumu- 
lated. He  kept  a  noble  eye  upon  sales,  and  purchased  now  and 
again  articles  of  furniture.  In  this  way  he  brought  home  a  piano 
to  his  lodgings,  on  which  he  could  no  more  play  than  he  could  on 
the  tight-rope ;  but  he  was  given  to  understand  that  it  was  a  very 
fine  instrument;  and  my  wife  played  on  it  one  day  when  we  went 
to  visit  him,  and  he  sat  listening,  with  his  great  hands  on  his 
knees,  in  ecstacies.  He  was  thinking  how  one  day,  please 
heaven,  he  should  see  other  hands  touching  the  keys — and  player 
and  instrument  disappeared  in  a  mist  before  his  happy  eyes. 
His  purchases  were  not  always  lucky.  For  example,  he  was 
sadly  taken  in  at  an  auction  about  a  little  pearl  ornament.  Some 
artful  Hebrews  at  the  sale  conspired  and  ran  him  up,  as  the 
phrase  is,  to  a  price  more  than  equal  to  the  value  of  the  trinket. 
"  But  you  know  who  it  was  for,  ma'am,"  one  of  Philip's  apologists 
said.  "  If  she  would' like  to  wear  his  ten  fingers  he  would  cut  'em 
oflf  and  send  'em  to  her.  But  he  keeps  'em  to  write  her  letters 
and  verses — and  most  beautiful  they  are,  too." 

"And  the  dear  fellow,  who  was  bred  up  in  splendor  and  luxury, 
Mrs.  Mugford,  as  you,  ma'am,  know  too  well — he  won't  drink  no 
wine  now.  A  little  whiskey  and  a  glass  of  beer  is  all  he  takes. 
Aijd  his  clothes — he  who  used  to  be  so  grand — you  see  how  he  is 
now,  ma'am.  Always  the  gentleman,  and,  indeed,  a  finer  or 
grander  looking  gentleman  never  entered  a  room ;  but  ie  is 
saving — you  know  for'  what,  ma'am." 

And,  indeed,  Mrs.  Mugford  dirl  know;  and  so  did  Mrs.  Pen- 
dennis  and  Mrs.  Brandon.  And  these  three  women  worked 
themselves  into  a  perfect  fever,  interesting  -themselves  for  Mr. 
Firmin.  And  Mugford,.  in  his  rough,  funny  way,  used  to  say, 
"  Mr.  P.,  a  certain  Mr.  HelF  has  come  and  put  our  noses  out  of 
joint.  He  has,  as  sure  as  my  name  is  Hem.  And  I  am  getting 
quite  jealous  of  our  sub-editor,  and  that  is  the  long  and  shdi't  o£, 
it.  But  it 's  good  to  see  him  haw-haw  Bickerton  if  ever  they 
meet  in  the  office,  that  it  is !  Bickerton  won't  bully  him  any 
more,  1  promise  you  !" 

The  conclaves  and  conspiracies  of  these  women  were  endless 
in  Philip's  behalf  One  day  I  let  the  Little  Sister  out  of  my 
house,  with  her  handkerchief  to  her  eyes,  and  in  a  great  state  of 
flurry  and,  excitement,  -which  perhaps  communicates  itself  to  the 
gentleman  who  passes  her  at  his  own  door.  The  gentleman's 
wife  is,  on  her  part,  not  a  little  moved  and  excited.  '-What  do 
you  think  Mrs.  Brandon  says  ?  Philip  is  learning  short-hand. 
He  says  he  does  not  think  he  is  clever  enough  to  be  a  writer  of 
any  mark  ;  but  he  can  be  a  reporter,  and  with  this  and  his  place 
at  Mr.  Mugford's,  he  thinks  he  can  earn  enough  to—  Oh,  he 's 
a  fine  fellow  !"  I  suppose  feminine  emotion  stopped  the  comple- 
tion of  this  speech.    But  when  Mr.  Philip  slouched  in  to  fJinner 
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that  day  his  hostess  did  homage  before  him  :  she  loved  him ;  she 
treated  him  with  a  tender  respect  and  sympathy  which  her  like 
are  ever  wont  to  bestow  upon  brave  and  honest  men  in  misfort- 
une. 

Why  should  not  Mr.  Philip  Firmin,  barrister-at-law,  bethink 
him  that  he  belonged  to  a  profession  which  has  helped  very  many 
men  to  competence,  and  not  a  few  to  wealth  and  honors  ?  A 
barrister  might  surely  hope  for  as  good  earnings  as  could  be 
made  by  a  newspaper  reporter.  We  all  know  instances  of  men 
who,  having  commenced  their  careers  as  writers  for  the  press, 
had  carried  on  the  legal  profession  simultaneously,  and  attained 
the  greatest  honors  of  the  bar  and  the  bench.  "  Can  I  sit  in  a 
Pump-court  garret  waiting  for  attorneys  ?"  asked  poor  Phil ;  "  I 
shall  break  my  heart  before  they  come.  My  brains  are  not  worth 
much :  I  should  addle  them  all  together  in  poring  over  law- 
books. I  am  not  at  allja  clever  fellow,  you  see  ;  and  I  have  n't 
the  ambition  and  obstinate  will  to  succeed  which  carry  on  many 
a  man  with  no  greater  capacity  than  my  own.  I  may  have  as 
good  brains  as  Bickerton,  for  example;  but  I  am  not  so  bumptious 
as  he  is.  By  claimiHg  the  first  place  wherever  he  goes  he  gets  it 
very  often.  '  My  dear  friends,  don't  you  see  how  modest  I  am  ? 
There  never  was  a  man  less  likely  to  get  on  than  myself — you 
must  own  that ;  and  I  tell  you  that  Charlotte  and  I  must  look 
forward  to  a  life  of  poverty,  of  cheese-parings,  and  second-floor 
lodgings  at  Pentonville  or  Islington.  That 's  about  my  mark.  I 
would  let  her  off,  only  1  know  she  would  not  take  me  at  my 
word — the  dear  little  thing !  She  has  set  her  heart  upon  a  hulk- 
ing pauper:  that 's  the  truth.  And  I  tell  you  what  I  am  going 
to  do.  1  am  going  seriously  to  learn  the  profession  of  poverty, 
and  make  myself  master  of  it.  What 's  the  price  of  cow-heel  and 
tripe  ?  You  don't  know.  I  do  ;  and  the  right  place  to  buy  'em. 
I  am  as  good  a  judge  of  sprats  as  any  man  in  London.  My  tap 
in  life  is  to  be  small-beer  henceforth,  and  I  am  growing  quite  to 
like  it,  and  think  it  is  brisk,  and  pleasant,  and  wholesome." 
There  was  not  a  little  truth  in  Philip's,  account  of  himself,  and 
his  capacities  and  incapacities.  Doubtless,  he  was  not  born  to 
make  a  great  name  for  himself  in  the  world.  But  do  we  like 
those  only  who  are  famous  ?  As  well  say  we  will  only  give'  our 
regard  to  men  who  have  ten  thousand  a  year,  or  are  more  than 
six  feet  high. 

While  of  his  three  female  friends  and  advisers,  my  wife 
admired  Philip's  humility,  Mrs.  Brandon  and  Mrs.  Mugford  were 
rather  disappointed  at  his  want  of  spirit,  and  to  think  that  he 
aimed  so  low.  I  shall  not  say  which  side  Firmin's  biographer 
took  in  this  matter.  Was  it  my  business  to  applaud  or  rebuke 
him  for  being  humble-minded,  or  was  I  called  upon  to  advise  at 
all?  My  amiable  reader,  acknowledge  that' you  and  I  in  life 
prettv  muel^  go  our  own  way.    We  eat  the  dighes  we,  like 
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because  we  like  them,  not  because  our  neighbor  relishes  them. 
We  rise  early,  or  sit  up  late  ;  we  work,  idle,  smoke,  or  what  not, 
because  we  choose  so  to  do,  not  because  the  doctor  orders. 
Philip,  then,  was  lik«  you  and  me,  who  will-have  our  own  way 
when  we  can.  Will  we  not  ?  If  you  won't,  you  do  not  deserve 
it.  Instead. of  hungering  after  a  stalled  ox,  he  was  accustoming 
himself  to  be  content  with  a  dinner  of  herbs.  Instead  of  braving 
the  tempest  he  chose  to  take  in  sail,  creep  along  shore,  and  wait 
for  calmer  weather. 

So,  on  Tuesday  of  every  week  let  us  say,  it  was  this  modest 
sub-editor's  duty  to  begin  snipping  and  pasting  paragraphs  for 
the  ensuing  Saturday's  issue.  He  cut  down  the  parliamentary 
speeches,  giving  due  favoritism  to  the  orators  of  the  Pall  Mall 
Gazette  party,  and  meagre  outlines  of  their  opponents'  dis- 
courses. If  the  leading  public  men  on  the  side  of  the  Pall  Mall 
Gazette  gave  entertainments,  you  may  be  sure  they  were  duly- 
chronicled  in  the  fashionable  intelligence;  if  one  of  their  party 
wrote  a  book  it  was  pretty  sure  to  get  praisS  from  the  critic.  I 
am  speaking  of  simple  old  days,  you  understand.  Of  course 
there  is  no.  pufEng,  or  jobbing,  or  false  praise,  or  jinfair  censure 
now.  Every  critic  knows  what  he  is  writing  about,  and  writes 
with  no  aim  but  to  tell  the  truth. 

Thus  Philip,  the  dandy  of  two  years  back,  was  content  to  wear 
the  shabbiest  old  coat;  Philip,  the  Philippus  of  one-and-twenty, 
who  rode  showy  horses,  and  rejoiced  to  display  his  horse  and  per- 
son in  the  Park,  now  humbly  took  his  place  in  an  omnibus,  and 
only  on  occasions  indulged  in  a  cab.  From  the  roof  of  the  larger 
vehicle  he  would  salute  his  friends  with  perfect  afiability,  and 
stare  down  on  his  aunt  as  she  passed  in  hor  barouche.  He  never 
could  be  quite  made  to  acknowledge  that  she  purposely  would 
not  see  him ;  or  he  would  attribute  her  blindness  to  the  quarrel 
which  they  had  had,  not  to  his  poverty  and  present  position. 
As  for  his  cousin  Eingwood,  ''That  fellow- would  commit  any 
baseness/'  Philip. acknowledged  :  "  and  it  is  I  who  have  cut  him," 
our  friend  averred. 

A  real  danger  was  lest  our  friend  should  in  his  poverty  become 
more  haughty  and  insolent  than  he  had  been  in  his  days  of  better 
fortune,  and  that  he  should  make  companions  of  men  who"  were 
not  his  equals.  Whether  was  it  better  for  him  to  be  slighted  in 
a  fashionable  club,  or  to  swagger  at  the  head  of  the  company  in 
a  tavern  parlor  ?  This  was  the  danger  we  might  fear  for  Pirmin. 
It  was  impossible  not  to  confess  that  he  was  choosing  to  take  a 
lower  place  in  the  world  than  that  to  which  he  had  been  born. 

"  Do  you  mean  that  Philip  is  lowered  because  he  is  poor  ?" 
asked  an  angry  lady,  to  whom  this  remark  was  made  by  her 
hiisband — man  and  wife  being  both  very  good  friends  to  i\Ir. 
Firmin. 

"  Mj  dear,"  replies  the  worldling  of  a  husband,  "  suppt«e  Philip 
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were  to  take  a  fancy  to  buy  a  donkey  and  sell  cabbages? 
He  would  be  doing  no  harm  ;  but  there  is  no  doubt  he  would 
lower- himself  in  the  world's  estimation." 

"  T^ower  himself !"  says  the  lady,  with  a  toss  of  her  head.  "  No 
man  lowers  himself  by'pursuing  an  jonest  Ccdling.    No  man  !" 

"  Very  good.  There  is  Grundsell,  the  green-grocer,  out  o£ 
Tuthill  street,  who  waits  at  our  dinners.  Instead  of  asking  him 
to  wait,  we  should  beg  him.  to  sit  down  at  table  ;  or  perhaps  lue 
should  wait,  and  stand  with  a  napkin  behind  Grundsell." 

"  Nonsense !" 

"  Grundsell's  calling  is  strictly  honest,  unless  he  abuses  his 
opportunities  and  smuggles  away — " 

"  —smuggles  away  stuff  nnd  nonsense  !" 

"  Very  good  ;  Grundsell  is  not  a  fitting  companion,  then,  for 
us,  or  the  nine  little  Grundsells  for  our  children.  Then  why 
should  Philip  give  up  the  friends  of  his  youth,  and  forsake  a  club 
for  .a  tavern  parlor?  You  can't  sa}'  our  little  friend,  Mrs.  Bran- 
don, good  as  she  is,  is  a  fitting  companion  for  him  ?" 

"  If  he  had  a  good  little  wife,  he  would  have  a  companion  of 
his  own  degree  ;  and  he  would  be  twice  as  happy  ;  and  he  would 
be  out  of  all  danger  and  temptation — and  the  bes*'  '  hing  he  can 
do  is  to  marry  directly  !"  criej  the  lady.  "  Ani.;,  my  dear,  I 
think  I  shall  write  to  Charlotte  and  ask  her  to  come  and  stay  with 
us." 

There  was  no  withstandinsr  this  arfjuaiCnt.  As  long  as  Chai*- 
lotte  was  with  us  we  were  sure  Philip  would  be  out  of  harm's  way, 
and  seek  for  no  other  company.  There  was  a  snug  little'beilroom 
close  by  the  quarters  inhabited  by  our  own  children.  My  wife 
pleased  herself  by  adorning  this  chamber,  and  uncle  Mac  happen- 
itlfr;  to  come  to  London  on  business  about  this  time,  the  young 
lady  came  over  to  us  under  his  convoy,  and  I  should  like  to  de- 
scribe the  meeting  between  her  and  Mr.  Philip  in  our  parlor. 
No  doubt  it  was  very  edifying.  But  my  vviTe  and  1  were  not 
present,  vow^  concevez.  We  only  heard  one  shout  of  surprise  and 
delight  from  Philip  as  he  went  into  the  room  where  the  young 
lady  was  waiting.  We  had  but  said,  "  Go  into  the  parlor,  Philip. 
You  will  find  your  old  friend,  Major  Mac,  there.  He  has  come 
to  London  on  business,  and  has  news  of^ — "  There  was  no  need 
to  speak,  for  here  Philip  straightway  bounced  into  the  room. 

And  then  came  the  shout.  And  then  Out  came  Major  Mac, 
with  such  a  droll  twinkle  in  his  eyes  !  What  artifices  and  hypoc- 
risies had  we  not  to  practice  previously,  so  as  to  keep  our  secret 
from  our  children,  who  assurtdly  would  have  discovered  it!  I 
must  tell  you  that  the  paterfamilias  had  guarded  against  the 
innocent  prattle  and  inquiries  of  the  children  regarding  the  prep- 
aration of  the  little  bedroom,  by  informing  them  that  it  was 
intended  for  I\]!ss  Grigsby,  the  <iOvernes3,  with  whose  advent  thoy 
had  long  been  threatened.    And  one  of  our  girls,  when  Jthe 
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unconscious  Philip  arrived,  said,  "  Philip,  if  you  go  into  the  parlor 
you  will  find  Miss  Grigshy,  the  governess,  therel'  And  then  Philip 
entered  into  that  parlor,  and  then  arose  that  shout,  and  then 
out  came  uncle  Mac,  and  then,  etc.,  etc.  And  we  called  Char- 
lotte Miss  Grigsby  all  dinner-time ;  and  we  called  her  Miss  Grigs- 
by  next  day  ;  and  the  more  we  called  her  Miss  Grigsby  the  more 
we  all  laughed.  And  the  baby,  who  could  not  speak  plain  yet, 
called  her  Miss  Gibby,  and  laughed  loudest  of  all ;  and  it  was 
such  fun.  But  I  think  Philip  and  Charlotte  had  the  best  of  the 
fun,  my  dears,  though  they  may  not  have  laughed  quite  so  loud 
as  we  did. 

As  for  Mrs.  Brandon,  who,  you  may  be  sure,  speedily  came  to 
pay  us  a  visit,  Charlotte  blusJied,  and  looked  quite  beautiful 
when  she  went  up  and  kissed  the  Little  Sister.  "  He  liave  told 
you  about  me,  then  !"  she  said,  in  her  soft  little  voice,  smoothing 
the  young  lady's  brown  hair.  "  Should  I  have  known  him  at 
all  but  for  you,  and  did  you  not  save  his  life  for  me  when  he  was 
ill?"  asked  Miss  Baynes.  "And  mayn't  I  love  everybody  who 
loves  him  V  she  asked.  And  we  left  those  women  alone  for  a 
quarter  of  an  hour,  during  which  they  became  the  most  intimate 
friends  in  the  world.  And  all  our 'household,  great  and  small, 
including  the  nurse  (a  woman  of  a  most  jealous,  domineering, 
and  uncomfortable  fidelity),  thought  well  of  our  gentle  young 
guest,  and  welcomed  Miss  Grigsby. 

Charlotte,  you  see,  is  not  so  exceedingly  handsome  as  to  cause 
other  women  to  perjure  themselves  by  protesting  that  she  is  no 
great  things  after  all.  At  the  period  with  which  we  are  con- 
cerned she  certainly  had  a  lovely  complexion,  which  her  black 
dress  set  oS',  perhaps.  ,And  when  Philip  used  to  come  into  the 
room  she  had  always  a  fiae  garland  of  roses  ready  to  offer  him, 
and  growing  upon  her  cheeks,  the  moment  he  appeared.  Her 
manners  are  so  entirely  unaffected  and  simple  that  they  can't  be 
otherwise  than  good ;  for  is  she  not  grateful,  truthful,  unconscious 
of  self,  easily,  pleased,  and  interested  in  others  V  Is  she  very 
witty  Y  I  never  said  so — though  that  she  appreciated  some  men's 
wit  (whose  names  need  not  be  mentioned)  1  can  not  doubt.  "  I 
say,"  cries  Philip,  on  that  memorable  first  night  of  her  arrival, 
and  when  she  and  other  ladies  had  gone  to  bed,  ■'  by  George  ! 
is  n't  she  glorious,  I  say  1  What  can  I  have  done  to  win  such  a 
pure  little  heart  as  that  ?  Non  sum  dignus.  It  is  too  much 
happiness— too  much,  by  George !"  And  his  voice  breaks 
behind  his  pipe,  and  he  squeezes  two  fists  into  eyes  that  are 
brimful  of  joy  and  thanks.  Where  Fortune  bestows  such  a 
bounty  as  this,  I  think  we  need  not  pity  a  man  for  what  she 
withdraws.  As  Philip  Walks  *way  at  midnight  (walks  away  ?  is 
turned  out  of  doors,  or  surely  he  would  have  gone  on  talking  till 
dawn),'with  the  rain  beating  in  his  face,  and  fifty  or  a  hundred 
pounds  for  all  his  fortune  in  his  pocket,  1  think  there  goes  one 
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of  the  happiest  of  men — the  happiest  and  richest.    For  is  he 

not  possessor  of  a  treasure  whiL-h  he  could  not  buy,  or  would 
not  sell,  for  all  the  wealth  of  the  world  '? 

My  wife  may  say  what  she  will,  but  she  assuredly  is  answera- 
ble for  the  invitation  to  Miss  Baynes,  and  for  all  that  ensued  in 
consequence.  At  a  hint  that  she  would  be  a  welcome  guest  in 
our  house  in  London,  where  all  her  heart  and  treasure  lay, 
Charlotte  Baynes  gave  up  straightway  her  dear  aunt  at  Tours, 
who  had  been  kind  to  her ;  her  dear  uncle,  her  dear  mamma, 
and  all  her  dear  brothers— following  that  natural  law  which 
ordains  that  a  woman,  under  certain  circumstances,  shall  resign 
heme,  parents,  brothers,  sisters,  for  the  sake  of  that  one  individ-_ 
ual  who  is  henceforth ^o  be  dearer  to  her  than  all.  Mrs.  Baynes, 
the  widow,  growled  a  complaint  at  her  daug-hter's  ingratitude, 
but  did  not  refuse  her  consent.  She  may  have  known  that  little 
Hely,  Charlotte's  volatile  admirer,  had  fluttered  off  to  another 
flower  by  this  time,  and  that  a  pursuit  of  that  butterfly  .was  in 
vain  ;  or  she  may  have  heard  that  he  was  going  to  pass  tlie 
spring — -the  butterfly  season — in  London,  and  hoped  that  he 
perchance  might  again,  light  on  her  girl.  Howbeit,  she  was  glad 
enough  that  "her  daughter  should  accept  an  invitation  to  our 
house,  and  owned  that  as  yet  the  poor'child's  share  of  this  life's 
pleasures  had  been  but  small.  Charlotte's  modest  little  trunks 
were  again  packed,  then,  and  the  poor  child  was  sent  oif,  I  won't 
say  with  how  small  a  provision  of  pocket-money,  by  her  moth(;r. 
But  the  thrifty  woman  had  but  little,  and  of  it  was  determined 
to  give  as  little  as  she  coulii.  Heaven  will  provide  for  my 
child,"  she  would  piously  sa}-  ]  and  hence  interfered  very  little 
with  those  agents  whom  heaven  sent  to  befriend  ^her  children* 
"Her  mother  told  Cliarlotte  that  she  would  send  her  some 
money  ilext  Tuesday,"  the  major  told  us ;  "  but,  between  our- 
selves, 1  doubt  whether  she  will.  Between  ourselves,  my  sister- 
in-law  is  always  going  to  give  money  next  Tuesday  :  but  some- 
how Wednesday  comes,  and  the  money  has  not  arrived.  I  could 
not  let  the  little  maid  be  without  a  few  guineas,  and  have  pro- 
vided her  out  of  a  half-pay  purse ;  but  mark  me,  that  pay-day 
Tuesday  will  never  come."  Shall  I  deny  or  confirm  the  worthy 
major's  statement?  Thus  far  I  will  say,  that  Tuesday  most 
certainly  came  ;  and  a  letter  from  her  mamma  to  Charlotte, 
which  said  that  one  of  her  brothers  and  a  younger  sister  were 
going  to  stay  with  aunt  Mac ;  and  that  as  Char  was  so  happy 
with  her  most  hospitable  and  kind  friends,  fi  fond,  widowed 
mother,  who  had  given  up  all  pleasures  for  herself,  would  not 
interfere  to  prevent  a  darling  child's  happiness. 

Jt  has  been  said  that  three  women,  whose  names  have  been 
given  up,  were  conspiring  in  the  behalf  of  this  young  person 
and  the  young  man,  her  sweetheart.    Three  days  after  Char- 
lotte's arrival  at  our  house  my  wife  persists  in  ttiinkino-  that  a 
31 
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drive  into  the  country  would  do  the  «hild  good,  orders  a 
brougham,  dresses  Charlotte  in  her  best,  and  trots  away  to  see 
Mrs.  Mugford  at  Hampstead.  Mrs.  Brandon  is  at  Mrs.  Mugford's, 
of  course,  quite  by  chance  ;  and  I  feel  sure  that  Chaslotte's 
friend  complioients  Mrs.  Mugford  upon  her  garden,  upon  her 
nursery,  upon  her  luncheon,  upon  everything  that  is  hers. 
"  Why,  dear  me,"  says  Mrs.  Mugford  (as  the  ladies  discourse 
upon  a  certain  subject),  "  what  does  it  matter  ?  Me  and  Mug- 
ford married  on  two  pound  a  week, .and  on  two  pound  a  week 
my  dear  eldest  children  were  born.  It  was  a  hard  struggle 
sometimes,  but  we  were  ail  the  happier  for  it ;  and  I  m  sure  if  a 
man  won't  risk  a  little  he  don't  deserve  much.  I  know  /  would 
risk,  if  I  were  a  man,  to  marry  such  a  preity  young  dear.  And 
I  should  take  a  young  man  to  be  but  a  mean-spirited  fellow  who 
waited  and  went  shilly-shallying  when  he  had  but  to  say  the 
word  and  be  happy.  I  thought  Mr.  F.  was  a  brave,  courageous 
gentlenan — I  did,  Mrs.  Brandon.  Do  you  want  me  for  to  have 
a  bad  opinion  of  him  ?  My  dear,  a  little  of  that  cream.  It 's 
very  good.  We  ad  a  dinner  yesterday,  and  a  cook  down  from 
town  on  purpose."  This  speech,  with  appropriate  imitations  of 
voice  and  gesture,  was  repeated  to  the  present  biographer  by 
the  present  biographer's  wife,  and  he  now  began  to  see  in  what 
webs  and  meshes  of  conspiracy  these  artful  women  had  enveloped 
the  subject  of  the  present  biography. 

Like  Mrs.  Brandon,  and  the  other  matron,  Charlotte's  friend, 
Mrs.  Mugford  became  interested  in  the  gentle  young  creature, 
and  kissed  her  kindly,  and  made  her  a  present  on  going  away. 
It  was  a  brooch  in  the  shape  of  a  tliistle,  if  I  remember  aright, 
set  with  amethysts  and  a  lovely  Scottish  stone  called  a  carum- 
gorum.  "  She  ain't  no  style  about  her  ;  and  I  confess,  from  a 
general's  daughter,  brought  up  on  the  Continent,  I  should  have 
expected  better.  But  we  '11  show  her  a  little  of  the  world  and 
the  opera,  Brandon,  and  she  '11  do  very  well — of  that  I  make 
no  doubt."  And  -Mrs.  Mugford  took  Miss  Baynes  to  the  opera, 
and  pointed  out  the  other  people  of  fashion  there  assembled. 
And  delighted  Charlotte  was !  I  make.no  doubt  there  was  a 
young  gentleman  of  our  acquaintance  at  the  back  of  the  box 
who  was  very  happy  too.  And  this  year  Philip's  kinsman's 
Wiife,  Lady  Kingwood,  had  a  box,  in  which  Philip  saw  her 
and  her  daughters,  and  little  Ringwood  Twysden  paying  as- 
siduous court  to  her  ladyship.  They  met  in  the  crush-room  by 
chance  again,  and  Lady  Eingwood  looked  hard  at  Philip  and 
the  blushing  young_  lady  on  his  arm.  And  it  happened  that 
jyirs.  Mugford's  carriage — the  little  one-horse  trap  which  opens 
and  shuts  sp  conveniently — and  Ladj,-  Ringv/ood's  tall  emblazon- 
ed chariot  of  state  stopped  the  way  together.  And  from  the 
tall  emblazoned  chariot  the  ladies  looked  not  unkindly  at  the 
trap  which  contained  the  beloved  of  Philip's  heart;  and  the 
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carriages  departed  each  on  its  own  way ;  and  Kingwpod  Twys- 
den,  seteing  his  cousin  advancing  toward  him,  turned  very  pale, 
and  dodged  at  a  double-quick  down  an  arcade.  But  he  need 
not  have  been  afraid  of  Philip.  Mr.  Firmin's  heart  was  all 
softness  and  benevolence  at  that  time.  He  was  thinking  of 
those  sweet,  sweet  eyes  that  had  just  glanced  to  him  a  tender 
gOod-night ;  of  that  little  hand  which  a  moment  since  had  bung 
with  fond  pressure  on  bis  arm.  Do  you  suppose  in  such  a  frame 
of  mind  he  had  leisure  to  thinft'  of  a  nauseous  little  reptile 
crawling  behind'  him  V  He  was  so  happy  that  night  that  Philip 
was  King  Philip  again.  And  he  went  to  the  Haunt,  and  sang 
his  song  of  Garryowen-na-gloria,  and  greeted  the  boys  assembled, 
and  spent  at  least  three  shillings  over  his  supper  and  drinks. 
But  the  next  day  being  Sunday,  ISIr.  Firmin  was  at  Westminster 
Abbey,  listening  to  the  sweetichurch  chants,  by  the  side  of  the 
very  same  young  person  whom  he  had  escorted  to  the  opera  on 
the  night  before.  They  sate  together  so  close  that  one  must 
have  heard  exactly  as  well  as  the  other.  I  dare  say  it  is  edify- 
ing to  listen  to  anthems  a  deux.  And  how  complimentary  to 
the  clergyman  to  have  to  wish  that  the  sermon  was  longer  ! 
Through  the  vast  cathedral  aisles  the  organ-notes  peal  gloriously  1 
Ruby  and  topaz  and  amethyst  blaze  from  the  great  church 
windows.  Under  the  tall  arcades  the  young  people  went 
together.    Hand  in  hand  they  passed,  and  thought  no  ill. 

Do  gentle  readers  begin  to  tire  of  this  spectacle  of  billing  and 
cooing  ?  I  have  tried  to  describe  Mr.  Philip's  love  affairs  with 
as  few  words  and  in  as  modest  phrases  as  may  be — omitting  the 
raptures,  the  passionate  vows,  the  reams  of  correspondence,  and 
the  usual  commonplaces  of  his  situation.  And  yet,  my  dear 
madam,  though  you  and  1  may  be  past  the  age  of  billing  and 
cooing  ;  though  your  ringlets  which  1  remember  a  lovely  auburn, 
are  now — well— are  now  a  rich  purple  and  green  black,  and  my 
brow  may  be  as  bald  as*a  cannon-ball — I  say,  though  we  are 
old,  we  are  not  too  old  to  forget.  We  may  not  care  about  the 
pantomime  much  now,  but  we  likp  to  take  the  young  folks,  and 
see  them  rejoicing.  From  the  window  where  I  write,  I  can 
look  down  into  the  garden  of  a  certain  square.  In  that  garden 
I  can  at  this  moment  see  a  young  gentleman  and  lady  of  my 
acquaintance  pacing  up  and  down.  They  are  talking  some  such 
.talk  as  Milton  imagines  our  first  parents  engaged  in  ;  and  yonder 
garden  is  a  paradise  to  my  young  friends.  Did  they  choose  to 
look  outside  the  railings  of  the  square,  or  at  any  other,  objects 
than  each  other's  noses,  they  might  see— the  tax-gatherer  we 
will  say — with  his  book,  knocking  at  one  door,  the  doctor's 
brougham  at  a  second,  a  hatchment  over  the  windows  of  a  third 
man^on,  the  baker's  boy  discoursing  with  the  house-maid  over 
the  railings  of  a  fourth.  But  what  to  them  are  these  phenomena 
of  life  ?    Arm-in-arm  my  young  folks  go  pacing  up  and  down 
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their  Eden,  and  diseoursing  about  that  happy  time  which  I  sup- 
pose is  now  drawing  near — about  that  charming  little  snuggery 
for  which  the  furniture  is  ordered,  and  to  which,  Miss,  your  old 
friend  and  very  humble  servant  will  take  the  liberty  of  forward- 
ing his  best  regards  and  a  neat  silver  teapot.  I  dai-e  say,  with 
these  young  people,  as  with  Mr.  Philip  and  Miss  Charlotte,  all 
occurrences  of  life  seem  to  have  reference  to  that  event  wbiqh 
forms  the  subject  of  their  perpetual  longing  and  contemplation. 
There  is  the  doctor's  brougham  driving  away,  and  Imogene 
says  to  Alonzo,  "  What  anguish  I  shall  have  if  you  are  ill !" 
Then  ihere  is  the  carpenter  putting  up  the  hatchment.  "Ah, 
my  love,  if  you  were  to  die,  I  think  they  might  put  up  a  hatch- 
ment for  both  of  us  !"  says  Alonzo,  with  a  killing  sigh.  Both 
sympathize  with  Mary  and  the  baker's  boy  whispering  over  the 
railings.  Go  to,  gentle  baker's  boy,  we  also  know  what  it  is  to 
love  I 

The  whole  soul  and  stretigth  of  Charlotte  and  Philip  being 
bent  upon  marriage,  I  take  leave  to  put  in  a  document  whicb 
Philip  received  at  this  time,  and  can  imagine  that  it  occasioned 
no  little  sensation : 

"  ASTOE  HOUSB,  Nbtv"  Yokk. 
"And  so  you  aro  returned  to  the  great  city — to  tbe  fitnr/tm,  the 
strepitum,  and  I  sincerely  hope  the  opes  of  our  Koine !  Your  own' 
letters  are  but  brief;  but  I  have  an  occasional  correspondent  (there  are 
few,  alas!  who  remember  the  exile!)  who  keeps  me  au  cvurant  of  my 
Philip's  historj',  and  tells  uie  that  you  are  indastrious,  that  3'ou  are 
cheerful,  that  you  prosper.  Cheerfulness  is  the  companion  of  Industry, 
Prosperity  their  offspring.  That  that  prosperity  may  attain  the  fullest 
growth  is  an  absent  father's  fondest  prayer.  Perhaps  ere  long  I  shall 
be  able  to  announce  to  you  that  I  too  am  prospering.  I  am  engaged  in 
pursuing  a  scientific  discovery  here  (it  is  medical,  and  connected  with 
my  own  profession),  of  which  the  results  ought  to  lead  to  Fortune, 
unless  the  jade  has  for  ever  deserted  George  Brand  Firmin  !  So  you 
have  embarked  in  the  drudgery  of  the  press,  and  have  become  a  mem- 
ber of  the  foArth  estate.  It  has  been  dSspised,  and  pressman  and 
poverty  were  for  a  long  time  suppiTsed  to  be  synonymous..  But  the 
pojver,  the  wealth. of  the  press  are  daily  developing,  and  they  will 
increase  yet  further.  I  confess  *[  should  have  liked  to  hear  that  my 
Philip  was  pursuing  his  profession  at  the  bar,  at  -.vhicli  honor,  splendid 
competence,  nay,  aristocratic  rank,  are  the  prizes  of  the.  bold,  the  indus^ 
trious,  and  the  deserving.  Why  should  you  not?  Should  I  not  still 
hope  that  you  may  gain  legal  eminence  and  position?  A  father  wbo 
has  had  much  to  suffer,  who  i,s  descending  the  vale  of  years  alone  and 
in  a  distant  laud,  would  be  soothed  ia  his  exile  if  he  thought  his  son 
would  one  day  be  able  to  repair  the  shattered  fortunes  of  his  race.  But 
it  is  not  yet,  I  fondly  think,  too  late.  You  may  yet  qualify  for  the 
bar,  ,and  one  of  its  prizes  may  fa,ll  to  you.  I  confess  it  was  not  with- 
out a  pang  of  grief  I  heard  from  our  kind  little  friend  Mrs.  B.  you  were 
studying  short-hand  in  order  to  become  a  newspaper  reporter.  And 
has  Fortune,  then,  been  so  relentless  to  me  that  my  son  is  to  be  com- 
pelled to  follow  such  a  calling?  I  shall  try  and  b.-i  resigned,  T  bad 
hoped  higher  things  for  you— -f&r  me. 
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"My  dear  boy,  with  regard  to  your  romantic  attaoliment  for  Miss 
Baynes,  which  our  good  little  Brandon  narrates  to  me  in  her  peculiar 
orthography,  but  with  much  touching  HmplUity,  I  make  it  a  rule  not  to 
say  a  word  oi'  ccimment,  of  warning,  or  remonstranco.  As  sure  ps  you 
are  your  father's  son,  you  will  take  your  own  lino  in  any  matter  of 
attachment  to  a  woman,  and  all  the  fathers  iu  the  world  won't  stop  you. 
In  Philip  of  four-and-twenty  I  recognize  his  father  thirty  years  ago. 
My  father  scolded,  entreated,,  quarrelled  with  me,  never  forgave  me.  I 
will  learn  to  be  more  generous  toward  my  son.  I  may  grieve,  but  I 
bear  you  no  malice.  If  ever  I  achieve  wealth  again,  you  shall  not  be 
deprived  of  it.  I  suffered  so  myself  from'  a  harsh  father  that  I  will 
never  be  one  to  my  son  ! 

"As  you  have  put  on  the  livery  of  the  Muses,  and  regularly  entered 
yourself  of  the  Fraternity  of  the  Press,  what  say  you  to  a  little 
addition  to  your  income  by  letters  addressed  to  my  friend,  the  editor  of 
the  new  journal  called  here  the  Gazette  of  the  Upper  Ten  Thmwand.  It 
is  the  fashionable  journal  published  here;  and  your  qualifications  are 
precisely  those  which  would  wake  your  services  valuable  as  a  contribu- 
tor.. Doctor  Geraldine,  the  editor,  is  not,  I  believe,  a  relative  of  the 
Leinster  family,  but  a  self-made  man,  who  arrived  iu  this  country  some 
years  since  poor,  and  an  exile  from  his  native  country.  He  advocates 
Eepeal  politics  in  Ireland;  but  with  these,  Of  course,  you  need  have 
nothing  to  do.  And  he  is  much  too  liberal  to  e.xpect  these  from  his 
contributors.  I  have  bee'n  of  service  professionally  to  Mrs.  (Jeraldine 
and  himself.  My  friend  of  the  Emerald  introduced  me  to  the  doctor. 
Terrible  enemies  ia  print,  in  private  they  are  perfectly  good  frieads, 
and  the  little  passages  of  arms  between  the  two  journaUsIs  serve  rather 
to  amuse  than  to  irritate.  '  The  grocer's  boy  from  Orraond  quay  ' 
(Greraldine  once,  it  appears,  engaged  in  that  useful  but  humble  calling), 
and  the  'miscreant  from  Cork  ' — the  editor  of  the  Emerald  comes  from^ 
that  city- — assail  each  other  iu  public,  but  drink  whiskeyrancT-water 
galore  in  private.  If  you  write  for  Geraldine,  of  course  you  will  say 
nothing  disrespectful  about  grocers'  hoys.  Hii  dollars  are  good  silver, 
of  that  you  may  be  sure.  Dr.  &.  knows  a  part  of  your  history  ;  he 
knows  that  you  are  now  fairly  engaged  in  literary  pursuits  ;  that  you 
are  a  man  "of  education,  a  gentleman,  a"man  of  the  world,  a  man  of 
courage.  I  have  answered  for  your  possessing  all  these  qualities. 
(The  doctor,  in  his  droll,  humorous  way,  said  that>  if  you  were  a  chip 
of  the  old  block  you  would  be  just  what  he  called  'the  grit.')  Politi- 
cal treatises  are  not  so  much  wanted  as  personal  news  regarding  the 
notabilities  of  London,  and  these,  I  assured  him,  you  were  the  very 
man  to  be  able  to  furnish.  You,  who  know  everybodyj  who  have  lived 
with  the  great  world — the  world  of  lawyers,  the  world  of  artists,  the 
worid  of  the  university — have  already  had  an  experience  which  few 
gentlemen  of  the  press  can  boast  of,  and  may  turn  that  experience  to 
profit.  Suppose  you  were  to  trust  a  little  to  your  imagination  in  com- 
posing these  letters  ?  There  can  be  no  harm  in  beiug  p)Ostica.l. .  Sup- 
pose an  intelligent  ctirrcspomlent  writes  that  he  has  met  the  D-ko  of 
W-U-ngt-n,  had  a  private  interview  with  the  Pr-m-r^  and  so  forth,  who 
is  to  saj  him  nay?  And  this  is  the  kind  of  talk  our  gohemouckes  of 
New  York  delight  in.  My  worthy  friend.  Dr.  Geraldine,  for  example — 
between  ourselves,  his  name  is  Fianigau,  but  his  private  history  is 
strictly  i-ntre  nous — when  he  first  came  to  New  York  astonished  the 
people  by  the  copiousness  of  l>is  anecdotes  regarding  the  English 
aristocracy,  of  whom  he  knows  as  much  as  he  does  of  the  Court  of 
Pekin.    He  was  smart,  ready,  sarcastic,  amusing;  he  found  readers: 
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from  one  success  he  advanced  to  another,  and  the  Gazette  of  the  Upper 
Ten  Thousand  is  likely  to  make  this  worthy  man's  fi>rtnne.  You  really 
may  be  serviceable  to  him,  and  may  justly  earn  the  liberal  remunera- 
tion which  be  offers  for  a  weekly  letter..  Anecdotes  of  men  and  women 
of  fashion — the  more  gay  and  lively  the  more  welcome — the  ijin'cfjuid 
agunt  homines,  in  a  word — should  be  the  farrago  libelli.  Who  are  the 
reigniupr  beauties  of  London  ?  and  Beauty,  you  know,  has  a  rank  and 
fashion  jf  its  own.  Has  any  one  lately  won  or  lost  on  the  turf  or  at 
play?  What  are  the  clubs  talking  about?  Are  there  any  duels? 
What  is  the  last  scandal?  Does  the  good  old  duke  keep  his  health? 
Is  that  afiair  over  between  the  Duchess  of  This  and  Captain  That? 

"Such  is  the  information  which  our  hadands  here  like  to  have,  and 

for  which  my  friend  the  doctor  will  pay  at  the  rate  of          dollars  per 

letter.  Your  name  need  not  appear  at  all.  The  remuneration  is 
cei-tain.  Vest  a  prendre  ou  a  laiaser,  as  our  lively  )ieighbors  say. 
Write  in  the  first  place  in  confidence  to  me;  and  in  whom  can  you 
confide  more  safely  than  in  your  father? 

"You  will,  of  course,  pay  your  respee5;s  to  your  relative,  the  new 
Lord  of  llingwood.  For  a  young  man  whose  family  is  so  powerfiri  as 
yours,  there  can  surelj'  be  no  derogation  in  entertaining  some  feudal 
respect,  and  who  knows^ whether  and  how  soon  Sir  John  Ringwood 
may  be  able  to  help  his  cousin  ?  By  the  way.  Sir  John  is  a  AVhig,  and 
your  paper  is  a  Conservative.  But  you  are,  above  all,  hovtme  du  i:ionde. 
In  such  a  subordinate  place  as  you  occupy  with  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette, 
a  man's  private  politics  do  not  surely  count  at  all.  If  Sir  John  Ring- 
wood,  your  kinsman,  sees  any  way  of  helping  you,  so  much  the  better, 
and,  of  course,  your  politics  will  be  those  of  ymir  family.  I  have  no 
knowledge  of  him.  He  was  a  very  quiet  man  at  college,  where,  I 
regret  to  say,  your  father's  friends  were  not,  of  the  quiet  sort  at  all.  1 
trust  I  have  repented.  I  have  sown  my  wild  oats.  And  ah  !  how 
pleased  I  shall  be  to  hear  ihat  my  Philip  has 'bent  hin  proud  head  a 
little,  apd  is  ready  to  submit  more  than  he  used  of  old  to  the  customs 
of  the  world.  Ca"ll  upon  Sir  John,  then.  As  a  Whig  gentleman  of 
large  estate,  I  need  not  tell  yoxi  that  he  will  expect  respect  from  you. 
He  is  your  kinsman  ;  the  representative  of  your  grandfather's  gallant 
and  noble  race.  He  bears  the  name  your  mother  bore.  To  her  my 
Philip  was  always  gentle,  and  for  her  sake  you  will  comply  with  the 
wishes  of 

"  Your  affectionate  father,  G.  B,  F. 

"I  have  not  said  a  word  of  compliment  to  Mademoiselle.  I  wish  her 
so  well  that  I  own  I  wish  she  were  about  to  marry  a  richer  suitor  than 
my  dear  son.  Will  fortune  everpermitme  to  embrace  my  daughter-in- 
law,  and  take  your  children  on  my  knee  ?  You  will  speak  kindly  to 
them  of  their  grandfather,  will  you  not?  Poor  G-eneral  Bayne's,  I 
have  heard,  used  violenfand  unseemly  language  regarding  me,  vrhich 
I  most  heartily  pardon.  I  am  grateful  when  I  think  that  I  never  did 
General  B.  an  injury  ;  grateful  and  proud  to  accept  benefits  from  my 
own  son.  These  I  treasure  up  in  my  heart;  and  still  hope  I  shall  be 
able  to  repay  with  something  more  substantial  than  my-  fondest 
prayers.  Give  my- best  wishes,  then,  to  Miss  Charlotte,  and  try  and 
teach  her  to  think  kindly  of  her  Philip's  father.'^ 

Miss  Charlotte  Baynes,  who  kept  the  name  of  Miss  Grigsby, 
the  governess,  among  all  the  roguish  children  of  a  facetious  fa- 
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ther,  was  with  us  one  montli,  and  her  mamma  expressed  great 
cheerfulness  at  her  absence,  and  at  the  thought  that  she  had 
found  such  good  friends.  After  two  months,  her  uncle,  Major 
MacWhirter,  returned  from  visiting  his  relations  in  the  North, 
and  offered  to  take  his  niece  back  to  France  again.  Ho  made 
his  proposition  with  the  jolliest  air  in  the  world,  and  as  if  his 
niece  would  jump  for  joy  to  go  back  to  her  mother.  But,  to  the 
major's  astonishment,  Miss  Baynes  turned  quite  pale,  ran  to  her 
hostess,  flung  herself  into  that  lady's  arms,  and  then  there  began 
an  osculatory  performance  which  perfectly  astoni^sed  the  good 
major.  Charlotte's  friend,  holding  Miss  Baynes  tight  in  her  em- 
brace, looked  fifercely  at  the  major  over  the  girl's  shoulder,  and 
defied  him  to  take  her  away  from  that  sanctuary. 

"  Oh,  you  dear,  good  dear  friend  !"  Charlotte  gurgled  out,  and 
sobbed  I  know  not  what  more  expressions  of  fondness  and  grati- 
tude. 

But  the  truth  is,  that  two  sisters,  or  mother  and  daughter, 
could  not  love  each  other  more  heartily  than  these  two  person- 
ages. Mother  and  daughter  forsooth !  You  should  have  seen 
Charlotte's  piteous  look  when  sometimes  the  conviction  would 
come  on  her  that  she  ought  at  length  to  go  home  to  mamma ; 
such  a  look  as  I«an  fancy  Clytemnestra  casting  on  Agamemnon, 
when,  in  obedience  to  a  painful  sense  of  duty,  he  was  about  to — 
to  tise  the  sacrificial  knife.  No,  we  all  loved  uer.  The  children 
would  howl  at  the  idea  of  parting  with  their  Miss  Grigsby. 
Charlotte,  in  return,  helped  them  to  very  pretty  lessons  in  music 
and  French — served  hot,  as  it  were,  from  her  own  recent  studies 
at  Tours — and  a  good  daily  governess  operated  on  the  rest  of  their 
education  to  everybody's  satisfaction. 

And  so  months  rolled  on,  and  our  young  favorite  still  remained 
with  us.  -  Mamma  fed  the  little  maid's  purse  with  occasional 
remittances;  and  begged  her  hostess  to  supply  her  with  all  nec- 
essary articles  from  the  milliner.  Afterward,  it  is  true,  Mrs.  Gen- 
eral Baynes.  .  .But  why-enter  upon  these  painful  family 
disputes  in  a  chapter  which  has  been  devoted  to  sentiment  ? 

As  soon  as  Mr.  Firmin  received  the  letter  above  faithfully 
copied  (with  the  exception  of  the  pecuniary  offer,  which  I  do 
not  consider  myself  at  liberty  to  divulge)  he  hurried  down  from 
Thornhaugh  street  to  Westminster.  ^  He  dashed  by  Buttons,  the 
page  ;  he  took  no  notice  of  my  wondering  wife  at  the  drawing- 
room  door  ;  he  rushed  to  the  second  floor,  bursting  open  the 
school-room  door,  where  Charlotte  was  teachpg  our  dear  third 
daughter  to  play  In  my  Cottage  near  a  Wd'o% 
"  Charlotte  !  Charlotte !"  he  cried  out. 

"  La,  Philip  1  don't  you  see  Miss  Grigsby  ia  giving  us  lessons  ?" 
said  the  children.  " 

But  he  would  not  listen  to  those  wags,  and  still  beckoned 
Charlotte  to  him.    That  young  woman  rose  up  and  followed  him 
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out  of  the  door,  as,  indeed,  she  would  have  followed  him  out  of  the 
window ;  and  there  on  the  stairs  they  read  Dr.  F'irmin's  letter, 
with  their  heads  quite  close  together,  you  understand. 

"  Two  hundred  a  year  more,"  said  Philip,  his  heart  throbbing 
so  thai!  he  could  hardly  speak  ;  "  and  your  fif'cy — and  two  hun- 
dred the  Gazelle — and — "  > 

"  Oh,  Philip !"  was  all  Charlotte  could  say,  and  then — 
There  was  a  pretty  group  for  the  children  to  see,  and  for  Mr. 
Walker  to  draw ! 


CHAPTER  XXXI r. 

WAYS    AND  MEANS. 

Of  course  any  man  of  the  world  who  is  possessed  of  decent 
prudence  will  perceive  that  the  idea  of  marrying  on  four  hun- 
dred and  fifty  pounds  a  year  so  secured  as  was  Mr.  Pnilip's 
income,  was  preposterous  aihl  absurd.  In  the  first  place,  you  can't 
live  on  four  hundred  and  fifty  pounih  a  year,  that  is  a  certainty. 
People  do  live  on  less,  I  believe.  But  a  life  without  a  broujxham, 
without  a  decent  home,  without  claret  for  dinner,  and  a  footman 
to  wait,  can  hardlj'^be  called  existence.  PhiFlj^'a  income  might 
fail  any  day.  He  might  no"  ploise  the  Ainerioan  paper.  He 
might  quarrel  with  the  Pail  Mall  Gazelle.  And  then  what 
would  remain  to  him  ?  Ouly  poor  little  Charlotte's  fifty  pounds 
a  year!  So  Philip's  most  intimite  male  friend — a  man  of  the 
worhl,  and  with  a  good  deal  of  experience — argued.  Of  course  1 
■was  not  surprised  that  Philip  did  not  choose  to  take  my  advice 
though  I  did  not  expect  he  would  became  so  violently  angr^, 
call  names  almost,  and  use  most  rude  expressions,  when,  at  Jiii 
express  desire,  this  advice  was  tendered  to  him.  If  he  did  not 
want  it,  why  did  he  ask  for  it  ?  The  advice  might  be  unwelcome 
to  him,  but  why  did  iie  choose  to' tell  me  at  my  own  table.  Over 
my  own  claret,  that  it  was  the  advice  of  a  sneak  and  a  worldling  ? 
My  good  fellow,  that  claret,  though  it  is  a  second-growth,  and  I 
can  afford  no  better,  costs  seventy-two  shillings  a  dozen.  How 
jnuoh  is  six  times  three  hundred  and  sixty-five  ?  A  bottle  a  day 
is  the  I'east  you  can  calculate  (the  fellow  would  come  to  my  house 
and  drink  two  bottles  to  himself,  \Tith  the  utmost  nonchalance). 
A  bottle  per  diepi  of  thai;  light  claret — of  that  second-growth 
stuff — costs  one  ti,-t»dred  and  four  guineas  a  year,  do  you  under- 
stand V  or.  to  speak  plainer  with  you,  one  hundred  and  nine 
pounds  f  iur  shillings  ! 

"  Well,"  says  Piiilip,  "  aprh  1  .  VVe  '11  do  without.  Meantime 
I  will  take  what  I  can  get  I"  and  ho  tosses  off  about  a  pint  as  he 
speaks  ("those  mousse.line  glasses  are  not  only  enormous,  but  thev 
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jreak  by  dozens).  He  tosses  off  a  pint  of  my  Larose,  and  gives 
I  great  roar  of  lauuhter,  as  if  he  had  said  a  good  thiiigr  ! 

Philip  Firmin  is  coarsB  and  offensive  at  times,  and  Biukertoo- 
n  holding  this  opinion  "is  not  altogether  vyrong. 

"  1 11  drink  elaret  when  I  come  to  you,  old  boy,"  he  says,  grin- 
ling  ;  "  and  at  home  I  will  have  whiskey-and-water."  • 

"  But  suppose  Charlotte  is  ordered  elaret  ¥" 

"  Well,  she  can  have  it,"  says  this  liberal  lover  ;  "  a  bo..tle  will 
ast  her  a  week." 

"  Don't  you  see,"  I  shriek  out,  "  that  even  a  bottle  a  week 
!osts  something  like — sis  by  fifty-two — eighteen  pounds  a  year?" 
I  own  it  is  really  only  fifteen  twelve  ;  but  in  the  hurry  of  argu- 
nent  a  man  »ia?/,  stretch  a  figure  or  so  )  "  Eighteen  pounds  for 
Ilharlotte's  elaret;  &s  muel*,  at  least,  you  great  boozy  toper,  for 
^our  whiskey  and  beer.  Wh/j  you  actually  want  a  tenth  part  of 
'our  income  for  the  liquor  you  consume  1  And  then  clothes; 
md  then  lodging;  and  then  coals;  and  then  doctor's  bills  ;  and 
hen  pocket-money;  and  then  sea-side  for  the  little  dears.  Just 
lave  the  kindness  to  add  all  these  things- up,  and  you  will  find 
ihat  you  have  about  two-and-ninepence  left  to  pay  the  grocer 
md  the  butcher." 

"  What  you  call  prudence,"  says  Philip,  thumping  the  table, 
md,  of  course,  breaking  a  glass,  "  I  call  cowardice — I  call 
jlasphemy  1  Do  you  mean,  as  a  Christian  man,  to  tell  me  that 
;wo  young  people,  and  a  family  if  it  should  please  heaven  to  send 
;hem  one,  can  not  subsist  upon  five  hundred  pounds  a  year  ? 
L<ook  round,  sir,  at  the  myriads  of  God's  creatures  vvho  live,  love, 
kre  happy  and  poor,  and  be  ashamed  of  the  wicked  doubt  which 
i^ou  utter !"  And  he  starts  up,  and  strides  up  and  down  the 
lining-room,  curling  his  flaming  mustache,  and  rings  the  bell 
iercely,  and  gays,  "  Johnson,  I 've  broke  a  glass.  Get  me 
mother !" 

In  the  drawing-room,  my  wife  asks  what  we  two  were  fighting 
ibout?  And  as  Charlotte  is  up  stairs  telling  the  children  stories 
IS  they  are  put  to  bed,  or  writing  to  her  dear  mamma,  or  what 
lot,  our  friend  bursts  out  with  more  rude  and  violent  expressions 
;han  he  had  used  in  the  dining-room  over  my  glasses  which  he 
n'as  smashing,  tells  my  own  wife  that  1  am  an  atheist,  or  at  best 
i  miserable  skeptic  and  Sadducee :  that  I  doubt  of  the  goodness 
3f  heaven,  and  am  not  thankful  for  my  daily  bread.  And,  with 
Dne  of  her  kindling  looks  directed  tdward  the  young  man,  of 
course  my  wife  sides  with  him.  Miss  Char  presently  came  down 
from  the  young  folks,  and  went  to  the  piano,  and  played  us 
Beethoven's  Z>rea??i  o/"  Saint  Jerome,  v/hich.  always  soothes  me, 
and  charms  me,  so  that  I  fancy  it  is  a  poem  of  Tennyson  in  music. 
And  our  children,  as  they  sink  ofi"  to  sleep  overhead,  like  to  hear 
soft  music,  which  soothes  them  into  slun»ber.  Miss  Baynes  says. 
And  Misa  Charlotte  looks  very  pretty  at  her  piano ;  and  Philip 
32 
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lies  gazing  at  her,  with  his  great  feet  and  hands  tumbled  over 
ope  of  cur  aim-ehairs.  ^nd  the  music,  with  its  solemn  cheer, 
makes  us  all  very  happy  and  kind-hearted,  and  ennobles  us  some- 
how as  we  listen.  And  my  wife  wears  her  benedictory  look 
whenever  she  (urns  toward  these  young  people.  She  has  worked 
lierself  up  to  the  opinion  that  yonder  couple  ought  to  marry. 
She  can  give  chapter  and  verse  for  her  belief.  To  doubt  about 
ihc  matter  at  all  is  wicked,  according  to  her  notions.  And  there 
are  certain  points  upon  which,  I  humbly  own,  that  1  don't  dare  to 
argue  with  her. 

AVhen  the  women  of  the  house  have  settled  a  matter,  is  there 
much  use  in  man's  resistance  V  If  my  harem  orders  that  1  shall 
wear  a  yellow  coat  and  pink  trousers,  1  know  that,  before  three 
months  are  over,  1  shall  be  walking,  about  in  rose-tendre  and 
canary-colored  garments.  It  is  the  perseverance  which  conquers, 
the  daily  return  to  the  object  desired.  Take  my  advice,  my  dear 
sir,  when  you  see  your  womankind  resolute  about  a  matter,  give 
up  at  once,  and  have  a  quiet  life.  Perhaps  to  one  of  these 
evening  entertainments,  where  Miss  Baynes  plaj  ed  the  piano, 
as  she  did  very  pleasantly,  and  Mr.  Philip's  great  clumsy  fist 
turned  the  leaves,  little  Mrs.  Brandon  would  come  tripping  in, 
and  as  she  surveyed  the  young  couple,  her  remark  would  be, 
"  Did  you  ever  see  a  better-suited  couple '?"  When  I  came 
home  from  chambers,  and  passed  the  dining-room  door,  my  eldest 
daughter,  with  a  knowing  face,  would  bar  the  way  and  say, 
"  You  must  n't  go  in  there,  papg, !  Miss  Grigsby  is  there,  and 
Master  Philip  is  not  to  he  disturbed  at  his  lessons  !"  Mrs.  Mug- 
Ibrd  had  begun  to  arrange  marriages  between  her  young  people 
and  ours  from  the  very  first  day  she  saw  us ;  and  Mrs.  M.'s  eh. 
filly  Toddles,  rising  two  years,  and  our  three-year  old  colt  Billy- 
boy, were  rehearsing  in  the  nursery  the  endless,  little  comedy 
which  the  grown-up  young  persons  were  performing  in  the  draw- 
ing-room. 

With  the  greatest  frankness  Mrs.  Mugford  gave  her  opinion 
that  Philip,  with  four  or  five  hundred  a  year,  would  be  no  better 
than  a  sneak  if  he  delayed  to  marry.  How  much  had  she  and 
Mugford  when  they  married,  she  would  like  to  know?  ''Emily 
street,  Pentonville,  was  where  we  had  apartments,"  she  remarked ; 
"  we  were  pinched  sometimes ;  but  we  owed  nothing :  and  our 
housekeeping  books  I  can  show  you."  I  believe  Mrs.  M.  actually 
brought  these  dingy  relics  of  her  honeymoon  for  my  wife's 
inspection.  I  tell  you  my  house  was  peopled  with  these  friends 
of  matrimony.  Flies  were  for  ever  in  requisition,  and  our  boys 
were  very  sulky  at  having  to  sit  for  an  hour  at  Shoolbred's, 
while  certain  ladies  lingered  there  over  blankets,  table-cloths, 
and  what  not.  Once  I  found  my  wife  and  Charlotte  flitting 
about  Wardour  street,  frhe  former  lady  much  interested  in  a  great 
Dutch  cabinet,  with  a  glass  cupboard  and  corpulent  drawers. 
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And  that  cabinet  was,  ere  long,  carted  off  to  Mrs.  Brandon's, 
Thornhaugh  street ;  and  in  that  glass  cupboard  there  was  pres- 
ently to  be  seen  a  neat  set  of  china  for  tea  and  breakfast.  The 
end  was  approaching.  That  event,  with  which  the  third  volume 
of  the  old  novels  used  to  close,  was  at  hand.  I  am  afraid  our 
)'Oung, people  can't  drive  off  from  St.  George's  in  a  chaise-and- 
four,  and  that  no  noble  relative  will  lend  them  bis  castle  for  the 
honeymoon.  Well:  some  people  can  not  drive  to  happiness  even 
with  four  horses ;  and  other  folks  can  reach  the  goal  on  foot. 
My  venerable  Muse  stoops  down,  unlooses  her  cothurnus  vfiih 
some  difficulty,  and  prepares  to  fling  that  old  shoe  after  the  pair. 

Tell,  venerable  Muse !  what  were  the  marriage-gifts  which 
friendship,  provided  for  Philip  and  Charlotte  ?  Philip's  cousin, 
Ringwood  Twysden,  came  simpering  up  to  me  at  Bays'  Club  one 
afternoon",  and  said :  "  I  hear  my  precious  cousin  is  going  to 
marry.  I  think  I  shall  send  him  a  broom  tp  sweep  a  crossin'. ' 
I  was  nearly  going  to  say,  "  This  was  a  piece  of  generosity  to  be 
expected  from  your  father's  son ;"  but  the  fact  is,  that  1  did  not 
think  of  this  withering  repartee  until  I  was  crossing  S^James' 
park  on  my  way  home,  when  Twysden  of  course  was^^ut  of  ear- 
shot. A  gVeat  number  of  my  best  witticisms  have  been  a  little 
late  in  «iaking  their  appearance  in  the  world.  If  we  could  but 
hear  the  unspoken  jokes,  how  we  should  all  laugh,;  if  we  could 
but  speak  them,  how  witty  we  should  be  1  When  you  have  left 
the  room,  you  have  no  notion  what  clever  things  I  was  going  to 
say  when  you  balked  me  by  going  away.  Well,  then,  the  fact 
is,  the  Twysden  family  gave  Philip  nothing  on  his  marriage,' 
being  the  exact  sum  of  regard  which  they  professed  to  have  for 
him. 

Mrs.  Major  MacWhirter  gave  the  bride  an  Indian  brooch, 
representing  the  Taj  Mahal  at  Agra,  which  General  Baynes  had 
given  to  his  sister-in-law  in  old  days.  At  a  later  period,  it  is 
true,  Mrs.  Mac  asked  Charlotte  for  the  brooch  back  again  ;  but 
this  was  when  many  family  quarrels  had  raged  between  the 
relatives — quarrels  which  to  describe  at  length  would  be  to  tax 
too  much  the  writer  and  the  readers  of  this  history. 

Mrs.  Mugford  presented  an  elegant  plated  coffee-pot,  six 
drawing-room  almanacs  (spoils  of  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette),  and 
fourteen  richly-cut  jelly-glasses,  nu)st  useful  for  negus,  if  the 
young  couple  gave  evening-parties,  which  dinners  they  would  not 
be  able  to  afford. 

Mrs.  Brandon  made  an  offering  of  two  table-cloth?  and  twelve 
dinner-napkins,  most  beautifully  worked,  and  I  don't  know  how 
much  house-linen. 

TheL  ADY  OF  THE  PRESENT  WRITER — Twelve  teaspoons  in 
bullion,  and  a  pair  of  sugar-tongs.  Mrs.  Baynes,  Philip's  mother- 
in-law,  sent  him  also  a  pair  of  sugar-tongs,  of  a  light  manufacture, 
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easily  broken.  He  keeps  a  tong  to  the  present  day,  and  speaks 
very  satirically  regarding  that  relic. 

Philip's  Inn  of  Court — A  bill  for  Commons  and  Inn  taxes, 
with  the  Treasurer's  compliments. 

And  these,  I  think,  Ibrmed  the  items  of  poor  little  Charlotte's 
meagre  trousseau.  Before  Cinderella  went  to  the  ball  she  was 
almost  as  rich  as  our  little  maid.  Charlotte's  mother  sent  a  grim 
consent  to  the  child's  marriage,  but  declined  herself  to  attend  it. 
She  was  ailing  and  poqr.  Her  year's  widowhood  was  just  over. 
She  had  her  other  children  to  look  after.  My  impression  is  that 
Mrs.  Baynes  thought  that  she  could  be  out  of  Philip's  power  so 
long  as  she  remained  abroad,  and  that  the  general's  savings  would 
be  secure  from  him.  So  she  delegated  her  authority  to  Philip's 
friends  in  London,  and  sent  her  daughter  a  moderate  wish  for 
her  happiness,  which  may  or  may  not  have  profited  the  young 
people. 

" "  Well,  my  dear !  You  are  rich  compared  to  what  1  was  when 
I  married,"  little  Mrs.  Brandon  said  to  her  young  friend. 
"  You  ■^l  have  a  good  husband.  That  is  more  than  I  tfad.  You 
will  have'good  friends;  and  I  was  almost  alone  for  a  time,  until 
it  pleased  God  to  befriend  me."  It  was  not  without  a  feeling  of 
awe  that  we  saw  these  young  people  commence  that  voyage  of 
life  on  which  henceforth  they  were  to  journey  together  ;  and  I 
am  sure  that  of  the  small  company  who  accompanied  them  to  the 
silent  little  chapel  where  they  were  joined  in  marriage  there  was 
not  one  who  did  not  follow  them  with  tender  good-wishes  and 
heart-felt  prayers.  They  had  a  little  purse  provided  for  a 
month's  holiday.  They  had  health,  hope,  good  spirits,  good 
friends.  I  have  never  learned  that  life's  trials  were  over  after 
marriage  ;  only  lucky  is  he  who  has  a  loving  companion  to  share 
them.  As  for  the  lady  with  whom  Charlotte  had  staid  before 
her  marriage,  she  was  in  a  state  of  the  most  lachrymose  sentimen- 
tality. She  sate  on  the  bed  in  the  chamber  which  the  little 
maid  had  vacated.  Her  tears  flowed  copiously.  She  knew  not 
why ;  she  could  not  tell  how  the  girl  had  wound  herself  around 
her  maternal  heart.  And  I  think  if  heaven  had  decreed  this 
young  creature  should  be  poor,  it  had  sent  her  many  blessings 
and  treasures  in  compensation. 

Every  respectable  man  and  woman  in  London  will,  of  course, 
pity  these  young  people,  and  reprobate  the  mad  risk  which  they 
were  running ;  and  yet — by  the  influence  and  example  of  a  sen- 
timental wife,  probably — so  madly  sentimental  have  I  become, 
that  I  own  sometimes  I  almost  fancy  these  misguided  wretches 
are  to  be  envied. 

A  melancholy  little  chapel  it  is  where  they  were  married,  and 
stands  hard  by  our  house.  We  did  not  decorate  the  church  with 
flowers,  or  adorn  the  beadles  with  white  ribbons.    We  had,  I 
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must  confess,  a  dreary  little  breakfast,  not  in  the  least,  enlivened 
by  Mugford's  jokes,  who  would  make  a  speech  de  circonstance, 
which  was  not,  I  am  thankful  to  say,  reported  in  the  Pall  Mall 
Gazette.  "  We  shan't  charge  you  for  advertising  the  marriage 
there,  my  dear,"  Mrs.  Mugford  said.  "And  I 've  already  took  it 
myself  to  Mr.  Burjoyce."  Mrs  Mugford  had  insisted  upon  pin- 
ning a  large  white  favor  upon  John,  who  drove  her  from  Hamp- 
stead ;  but  that  was  the  only  ornament  present  at  the  nuptial 
ceremony,  much  to  the  disappointment  of  the  good  lady.  There 
was  a  very  pretty  cake,  with  two  doves  in  sugar  on  the  top,  which 
the  Little  Sister  made  and  sent,  and  no  other  hymenial  emblem. 
Our  little  girls  as  bridesmaids  appeared,  to  be  sure,  in  new  bon- 
nets and  dresses,  but  everybody  else  looked  so  quiet  and  demure 
that,  when  we  went  into  the  church,  three  or  four  street  urchins 
knocking  about  the  gate  said,  "  Look  at  'em.  They  're  going  to 
be  'ung."  And  so  the  words  are  spoken,  and  the  indissoluble 
knot  is  tied.  Amen.  For  better,  for  worse,  for  good  days  or 
evil,  love  each  other,  cling  to  each  other,  dear  friends.  Fulfil 
your  oeurse,  and  accomplish  your  life's  toil.  In  sorrow,  soothe  each 
other ;  in  illness,  watch  and  tend.  Oheer,  fond  wife,  the  husband's 
struggle  ;  lighten  his  gloomy  hours  with  your  tender  smiles,  and 
gladden  his  home  with  your  love.  Husband,  father,  whatsoever 
your  lot,  be  your  heart  pure,  your  life  honest.  For  the  sake  of 
those  who  bear  your  name,  let  no  bad  action  sully  it.  As  you 
look  at  those  innocent  faces,  which  ever  tenderly  greet  you,  be 
yours,  too,  innocent,  and  your  conscience  without  reproach.  As 
the  young  people  kneel  before  the  altar-railing,  some  such 
thoughts  as  these  pass  through  a  friend's  mind  who  witnesses  the 
ceremony  of  their  marriage.  Is  not  all,  we  hear  in  that  placej 
meant  to  apply  to  ourselves,  and  to  be  carried  away  for  every-day 
cogitation  i  I 


After  the  ceremony  we  sign  the  book,  and  walk  back  demujf'e- 
ly  to  breakfast.  And  Mrs.  Mugford  does  not  conceal  her  disap- 
pointment ^at  the  small  preparations  made  for  the  reception  of 
the  marriage  party.  "  I  call  it  shabby,  Brandon ;  and  1  speak 
my  mind.  No  favors.  Only  your  cake.  No  speeches  to  speak 
of.  .  No  lobster-salad ;  and  wine  on  the  sideboard.  I  thought 
your  Queen  square  friends  knew  how  to  do  the  thing  better ! 
When  one  of  my  gurls  is  married,  I  promise  you  we  shan't  let 
her  go  out  of  the  back-door ;  and  at  least  we  shall  have  the 
best  four  grays  that  Newman's  can  furnish.  It 's  my  belief  your 
young  friend  is  getting  too  fond  of  money,  Brandon,  and  so  I 
have  told  Mugford."  But  these,  you  see,  were  only  questions 
of  taste.  Good  Mrs.  Mugford's  led  her  to  a  green  satin  dress 
and  a  pink  turbau,  when  other  ladies  were  in  gray  or  quiet 
colors.  The  intimacy  between  our  two  families  dwindled  imme- 
diately after  Philip's  marriage ftfe.  M.,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  set- 
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ting  lis  down  as  shabby-genteel  people,  and  she  could  n't  bear 
screwing — never  could! 

Well :  the  speeches  were  spoken.  The  bride  was  kissed,  and 
departed  with  her  bridegroom  :  they  had  not  even  a  valet  and 
lady's-naaid  to_  bear  them  company.  The  route  of  the  happy 
pair  was  to  be  Canterbury,  Folkestone,  Boulogne,  Amiens, 
Paris,  and  Italy  perhaps,  if  their  little  stock  of  pocket-money 
would  serve  them  so  far.  But  the  very  instant  when  half  was 
spent,  it  was  agreed  that  these  young  people  should  turn  their 
fiaces  homeward  again  ;  and  meanwhile  the  printer  and  Mugford 
himself  agreed  that  they  would  do  Mr.  Sub-editor's  duty.  How 
much  had  they  in  the  little  purse  for  their  pleasure-journey  ? 
That  is  no  business  of  ours,  surely ;  but  with  youth,  health, 
happiness,  love,  among  their  possessions,  I  don't  think  our  young 
friends  had  need  to  be  discontented.  Away,  then,  they  drive  in 
their  cab  to  the  railway  station.  Farewell,  and  heaven  bless 
you,  Charlotte  and  Philip  !  I  have  said  how  I  found  my  wife 
crying  in  her  favorite's  vacant  bedroom.  The  marriage-table 
did  coldly  furnish  forth  a  funeral  kind  of  dinner.  Tlie  cold 
chicken  choked  us  all,  and  the  jelly  was  but  a  sickly  compound, 
to  my  taste,  though  it  was  the  Little  Sister's  most  artful  manu- 
facture. I  own  for  one  I  was  quite  miserable.  I  found  hqi 
comfort  at  clubs,  nor  could  the  last  new  novel  fix  my  attention. 
I  saw  Philip's  eyes,  and  heard  the  warble  of  Charlotte's  sweet 
voice.  I  walked  oft  from  Bays'  and  through  Old  Parr  street, 
where  Philip  bad  lived,  and  his  parents  entertained  me  as  a 
boy ;  and  then  tramped  to  Thornhaugh  street,  rather  ashamed 
of  myself.  The  maid  said  mistress  was  in  Mr.  Philip's  rooms, 
the  two  pair — and  what  was  that  I  heard  on  the  piano  as  I 
entered  the  apartment  V  Mrs.  Brandon  sat'  there  hemming 
some  chintz  window-curtains,  or  bed-curtains,  or  what  not ;  by 
her  side  sate  niy  own  eldest  girl  stitching  away  very  resolutely  ; 
and  at  the  piano — the  piano  which  Philip  had  bought— ^there 
sate  my  own  wife  picking  out  that  Dream  of  Saint  Jerome  of 
Beethoven,  which  Charlotte  used  to  play  so  delicately.  We 
had  tea  out  of  Philip's  tea-things,  and  a  nice  hot  cake,  which 
consoled  some  of  us.  But  I  have  known  few  evenings  more 
melancholy  than  that.  It  feels  like  the  first  night  at  school  after 
the  holidays,  when  we  all  used  to  try  and  appear  cheerful,  you 
know.  But  ah !  how  dismal  the  gayety  was ;  and  how  dreary 
that  lying  awake  in  the  night,  and  thinking  of  the  happy  days 
just  over  1 

The  way  in  which  we  looked  forward  for  letters  from  our 
bride  "and  bridegroom  was  quite  a  curiosity.  At  length  a  letter 
arrived  from  these  personages ;  and  as  it  contains  no  secret,  I 
take  the  liberty  to  print  it  in  exienso : 
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"  Amiess,  Frida;/.    Paris,  Saturdai). 

"Dearest  Fkiends — (For  tha  dearest  friends  you  ure  to  us,  aud 
will  ooutinue  to  be  as  lonrj  as  we  lioe) — We  perform  our  promise  of 
writing  to  you  to  say  thrit  we  are  weU,  and  safe,  and  h'lpp.ij  •'  Pliilip 
says  I  mast  n't  use  dttshes,  hat  I  can't  help  if.  He  says  he  supposes  I 
am  dashing  off  a  letter.  You  know  his  joking  way.  Oh,  vrlnit  a  bless- 
ing it  is  to  see  him  so  happy  !'  And  if  he  is  liappy,  I  am.  I  tremble 
to  think  how  happy.  He  sits  opposite  me,  smoking  his  segar,  looking 
so  noble  !  I  like  it,  aud  I  went  to  our  room  aud  bfow/ht  him  this  ««»•. 
,He  says,  '  Char,  if  I  were  to  say  bring  me  your  head,  you  would  order 
a  waiter  to  cut  it  off.'  Pray,  di'l  I  not  promise  three  days  ago  t?)  lov-e, 
honor,  and  obey  kim,  and  am  I  going  to  break  my  promise  already  ? 
I  hope  not.  J  I  pray  not.  All  my  life  I  hjpo  I  shall  be  tryiug  to  keep 
that  promise  of  mine.  We  liked  Canterbury  almost  much  as  dear 
Westminster.  We  had  an  open  carriage,  aud  took  a  gturious  dricn  to 
Folkestone,  and  in  the  crossing  Philip  was  ill,  and  I  was  n't.  And  he 
looked  very  droll:  and  he  was  in  a  dreadful  bad  humor;  anil  that  was 
my  first  appearance  as  nurse.  I  think  I  should  like  him  to  be  a  litth; 
ill  sometimes,  so  that  I  may  sit  up  and  take  care  of  him.  We  went 
through  the  cords  at  the  custom-house  ;.t  Bjulogne;  and  I  remembered 
how,  two  years  ago,  I  passed  through  those  very  cords  with  my  poor 
papa,  and  he  stood  outside,  and  saw  us  !  We  went  to  t)ie  Hotel  des 
Bains.  We  walked  about  the  town.  We  went  to  the  Tintellorieg, 
where  we  used  to  live,  and  to  your  house  in  the  Haute  Vlllu.  where  I 
remember  erert/tMng  as  if  it  was  yesterdaij.  Don't  you  remember,  as 
we  were  walking  one  day,  you  said,  'Charlotte,  there  is  the  steamer 
oemiug  ;  there  is  the  smoke  of  his  funnel ;'  aud  I  said,  '  What  steam- 
er?' and  you  said,  '  The  Philip,  to  be  sure.'  And  he  came  up,  smoking 
his  pipe !  We  passed  over  and  over  the  old  ground  where  we  used  to 
walk.  We  went  to  the  pier,  aud  gave  money  to  the  poor  little  hunch- 
back who  plays  the  guitar,  and  he  said,  '  Mei-ci,  inri'lnnr;.'  Huvv  droll 
it  sounded  !  And  that  goQd,  kind  Marie  at  the  Hotel  des  Bains  re- 
membered us,  and  called  us  '  mes  enfans.'  And  if  you  were  not  the 
most  good-natured  woman  in  the  world,  I  think  I  should  be  ashamed  to 
write  such  nonsense. 

"  Think  of  Mrs.' Brandon  having  knitted  me  a  purse,  which  she  gave 
me  as  we  went  away  from  de(tr,  dear  Queen  square;  and  when  I  ojjon- 
ed  it,  there  wore  five  sovereigns  in  it !  When  Ave  found  what  the  purse 
contained,  Philip  used  one  of  his  great jhtoiis  (as  he  always  does  when 
he  is  most  tender-hearted),  and  he  said  that  woman  was  au  angel,  aud 
that  we  would  keep  those  five  sovereigns,  and  never  change  them.  Ah! 
I  am  thankful  my  husband  has  such  frijudsl  I  wilXlove  all  who  love 
him — you  most  of  all.  ■  For  were  not  you  the  means  of  bringing  this 
noble  heart  to  me  ?  I  fancy  I  have  known  bigger  people  since  I  have 
known  you,  aud  some  of  your  friends.  Their  talk  is  simpler,  their 
thought*  are  greater  than— those  with  whom  I  used  to  livo.  P.  says 
heaven  has  given  Mrs.  Brandon  such  a  great  heart  that  she  must 
have  a  good  intellect.  If  loving  my  Philip  be  wisdom,  I  know  some 
one  who  will  be  very  wise  ! 

"If  I  was  not  in  a  very  great  hurry  to  see  mamma,  Philip  said  we 
might  stop  a  day  at  Amiens.  And  we  went  to  the  cathedral,  and  to 
whom,  do  3'ou  think,  it  is  dedicated?  to  my  saint:  tp  SiTNT  Pir-Min  ! 
and  oh  !  I  prayed  to  heaven  to  give  me  strength  to  devote  my  life  to  rnij 
saint's  sennee,  to  love  him  always,  as  a  pure,  true  wife  :  in  sicli.iess  to 
guard  him,  in  sorrow  to  soothe  him.  I  \vill  try  and  ^eara  and  studii,  not 
to  make  my  intellect  equal  to  his — very  few  women.can  hope  for  that  
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bat  that  I  may  better  comprehend  him,  and  give  him  a  companion  more 
worthy  of  him.  I  wonder  whether  there  are  many  men  in  the  world  as 
clever  as  our  husbands?  Though  PbiHp  is  so  modest.  He  says  he  is 
not  clever  at  all.-  Yet  I  know  he  is,  and  grander,  somehow,  than  other 
men.  I  said  nothing,  but  I  used  to  listen  at  Queen  square  ;  and  seme 
who  came  who  thought  best  of  themselves,  seemed  to  me  T^ert,  and 
worldly,  and  small ;  and  some  were  like  princes  somehow  My  Philip 
is  one  of  the  pirinces.  Ah,  dear  friend  !  may  I  not  give  thanks  where 
thanks  are  due,  that  I  am  chosen  to  be  the  wife  _of  a  true  gentleman? 
Kind,  and  brave,  and  loyal  Philip  !  Honest  and  generous — above  de- 
ceit or  selfish  scheme.    Oh  !  I  hope  it  is  not  wrong  to  be  so  happy  ! 

"  We  wrote  to  mamma  and  dear  Madame  Smolensk  to  say  we  were 
coming.  Mamma  finds  Madame  de  Valentinois'  boarding-house  even 
dearer  than  dear  Madame  Smolensk's.  I  rfoji't  mf or!  a  pun  !  She  says 
.she  has  found  out  that  Madarne  de  Valentinois' real  name  is  Cornichon  ; 
that  she  was  a  person  of  the  worst  character,  and  that  cheating  aXecarte 
was  practiced  at  her  house.  She  took  up  her  own  two  francs  and 
another  two-franc  piece  from  the  card-table,  saying  that  Colonel  Bou- 
lotte  was  cheating,  and  by  rights  the  money  was  hers.  She  is  going  to 
leave  Madame  de  Valentinois  at  the  end  of  her  month,  or  as  soon  as 
our  children,  who  have  the  measles,  can  move.  She  desired  that  on  no 
account  I  would  come  to  see  her  at  Madame  V.'s ;  and  she  brought 
Philip  £12  IO9.  in  five-franc  pieces,  which  she  laid  down  on  the  table 
before  him,  and  said  it  was  my  first  quarter's  payment.  It  is  not  due 
yet,  I  know.  '  But  do  you  think  I  will  be  beholden,'  says  she,  '  to  a 
man  like  you  !'  And  P.  shrugged  his  shoulders,  and  put  the  rouleau  of 
silver  pieces  into  a  drawer.  He  did  not  say'  a  word,  but,  of  course^ 
saw  he  was  ill-pleased.  '  What  shall  we  do  with  your  fortune,  Char?' 
he  said,  when  mimma  went  awaj'.  And  a  part  we  spent  at  the  opera 
aod  at  Very's  restaurant,  where-we  took  our  dear  kind  Madame  Smo- 
lensk. Ah,  Lot,-  good  that  woman  was  to  me!  Ah,  how  I  suffered  in 
that  house  when  mamma  wanted  to  p.nrt  me  from  Philip  !  We  walked 
by  and  saw  the-  windows  of  the  room  where  that  horrible,  horrible 
tragedy  was  performed,  and  Philip  shook  his  fist  aj:  the  green  jalousies. 
'  Good  heavens  !'  he  said,  '  how  my  darling,  how  I,  was  made  to  suiter 
there  !'  I  bear  no  malice.  I  will  do  no  injury.  But  I  never  can  for- 
give :  never  !  I  can  forgive  mamma,  who  made  my  husband  so  unhap- 
py ;  but  can  I  love  her  again  ?  Indeed  and  indeed  I  have  tried.  Often 
and  often  in  my  dreams  that  horrid  tragedy  is  acted  over  again  ;  and 
they  are  taking  him  from  me,  and  I  feel  as  if  I  should  die.  When  I  was 
with. you  I  used  often  to  be  afraid  to  go  to  sleep  for  fear  of  that  dread- 
ful dream,  and  I^ept  one  of  his  letters  underjny  pillow  so  that  I  might 
hold  it  in  the  night.  And  now  !  No  one  can  part  us  ! — oh,  no  one  ! — 
.until  the  end  comes  ! 

"  He  took  me.about  to  alibis  old  bachelor  haunts ;  to  the  Hotel  Poussin, 
where  he  used  to  live,  which  is  very  dingy  but  comfortable.  And  he 
introduced  me  to  the  landlady  in  a  Madras  handkerchief,  and  to  the 
landlord  (with  ear-rings  and  with  no  coat  on),  and  to  the  little  boy  who 
froties  the  floors.  And  he  said,  '  Titns'  and  '  merci,  Madame!'  as  we 
gave  him  a  five-franc  piece  otit  of  my  fortune.  And  then  we  wenttothe 
cafe  opposite  the  Bourse,  where  Philip  used  to  write  his  letters;  and 
then  we  went  to  ^he  Palais  Royal,  where  Madame  de  Smolensk  was  in 
waiting  for  us.  And  then  we  went  to  the  play.  And  then  we  went  to 
Tortoni's  to  take  ices.  And  then  we  walked  a  pan  of  the  way  home 
with  Madame  Smolensk  under  a  hundred  million  blazing  stars;  and 
then  we  walked  down  the  Champs  Elysees'  avenues,  by  which  Philip 
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used  to  come  to  me,  and  beside  tlie  plashing  fountains  shining  under 
the  silver  moon.  And,  oh,  Laura  !  I  wonder  under  the  silvermoon  was 
anybody  so  happy  as  your  /^n-inff  and  gratefvl  C.  F.  ?'* 

"P.  S."  [In  !he  handwriting  of  Philip  Firmin,  Esq.]—  "  My  dear 
Friends  :  I'm  so  jolly  that  it  seems  like  a  dream.  I  have  been  watch- 
ing Charlotte  scribble,  scribble  for  an  hour  past;  and  wondered  and 
thought  is  it  actually  true  ?  and  gone  and  convinced  myself  of  the  truth 
by  lookin;,'  at  the  paper  and  the  dashes  which  she  will  put  under  the 
words.  My  cfear  friends,  what  have  I  done  in  life  that  I  am  to  be  made 
a  present  of  a  little  angel  ?  Once  th«re  was  so  much  wrong  in  me,  and 
my  heart  was  so  black  aud  revengeful,  that  I  knew  not  what  might 
happen  to  me.  She  came  and  rescued  me.  ^  The  love  of  this  creature 
purities  me — and — and  I  think  that  is  all.  I  think  I  only  want  to  say 
that  r  am  the  happiest  man  in  Europe.  That  St.  Firmin  at  Amiefas  ! 
Did  n't  it  seem  like  a  good  omen?  By  St.  George  !  I  never  heard  of  St. 
F.  until  I  lighted  on  him  in  the  cathedra^  When  shall  we  write  next? 
Where  shall  we  tell  you  to  direct  ?  We  don't  know  where  we  are  going. 
We  don't  want  letters.  But  we  are  not  the  less  grateful  to  dear,  kind 
friends  :  and  our  names  are  P.  and  C.  F." 


CHAPTER  XXXIII. 

DESCRIBES  A  SITUATION  INTERESTING  BUT  NOT  UNEXPECTED. 

Only  very  wilful  and  silly  children  cry  after  the  moon.  Sen- 
sible people,  ■who  have  shed  their' sweet  tooth,  can't  be  expected 
to  be  very  much  interested  about  honey.  We  may  hope  Mr. 
and  Mi  s.  Philip  Firmin  enjoyed  a  pleasant  wedding  tour  and 
tliat  sort  of  thing :  but  as  for  chronicling  its  delights  or  advent- 
ures, Miss  Sowerby  and  I  vote  that  the  task  is  altogether  need- 
less and  immoral.  Young  people  are  already  much  too  senti- 
mental, and  inclined  to  idle,  maudhn  reading.  Life  is  earnest, 
Miss  Sowerby  remarks  (with  a  strong  inclination  to  spell  "  ear- 
nest" with  a  large  E).  Life  is  labor.  Life  is  duty.  Life  is  rent. 
Life  is  taxes.  Life  brings  its  ills,  bills,  doctor's  pills.  Life  is  not 
a  mere  calendar  of  honey  and  moonshine.  Very  good.  But 
without  love.  Miss  Sowerby,  life  is  just  death,  and  I  know,  my 
dear,  you  would  no  more  care  to  go  on  with  it  than  with  a  new 
chapter  of— of  our  dear  friend  '«*  new  story. 

Between  ourselves,  Philip's  humor  is  not  much  more  lightsome 
than  that  of  the  ingenious  contemporary  above  named  ;  but  if  it 
served  to  amuse  Philip)  himself,  why  balk  him  of  a  little  sport? 
'Well,  then  :  he  wrote  us  a  great  ream  of  lumbei  ing  pleasantries, 
dated  Paris,  Thursday.  Geneva,  Saturday.  Summit  of  Mont- 
Blanc,  Monday.    Timbuctoo,  Wednesday.   Pekin,  Friday — with 


••■The  author  of  "  Philip"  is  absent  from  town,  and  the  name  of  his 
dear  friend  and  ingenious  contemporary  is  quite  illegible  in  the  MS. — 
Printer. 
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facetious  desL-riptions  of  thos^  spo:s  and  cities.  He  ^aid  that  in 
the  last -named  place.  Charlotte's  sho-s  bein^  wora-out.  those 
which  slie  purchased  w^re  rather  ti.^ht  for  her,  and  the  high  heels 
annoyed  her.  He  seated  thjt  the  beef  at  Tiinivactoo  was  not 
cooked  enough  for  Charlotte  s  taste,  and  that  the  emperor's  atten- 
tions were  becoming  rather  marked,  and  so  for:h  ;  whereas  poor 
little  Char  s  simple  posts ?r!pts  aiiationed  no  travelling  at  all,  but' 
averred  that  they  were  staying  at  Saint-Germain,  and  as  happy 
as  the  day  was  long.  As  happy  as  the  day  was  long'?  As  it 
was  short,  alas  !  Their  little  purse  was  very-  slenderly  furnished; 
and  in  a  very,  very  brief  holiday  poor  Philip's  fe5T  Xapoleons 
had  almost  all  rolled  away.  Luckily,  it  was  pay-day  whe^  the 
young  people  came  back  to  London.  They  were  almost  reduced 
to  the  Little  Sister's  we<iding  present :  and  surely  they  would 
rather  work  than  purchase  a  few  hoars'  more  ease  with  that  poor 
widow's  mite.  ,  _ 

Who  talked  and  was  afraid  of  poverty '?  Plii.ip,  with  his  two 
newspapers,  averred  that  he  had  enough ;  more  than  enough ; 
could  save  :  could  pu;  by  It  was  at  this  time  that  Ridley,  the 
Academician,  painted  that  s  veet  picture.  Xo.  1,970 — of  course 
you  remember  it — ••  Portrait  of  a  Lady."'  He  became  romanti- 
cally attached  to' the  second-tioor  ^oJger;  wo  ild  iiave  no  noisy 
parties  in  his  roomSj  or  smoking,  lest  it  should  annoy  her.  Would 
Mrs.  Firmin  desire  to  give  entertainments  of  her  own '?  His 
studio  and  sictinsr-room  were  at  her  OidL-rs.  He  fetched  and 
carried.  He  brought  presents  and  theatre-boxes,  and  would 
have  cut  oif  his  head  had  she  demanded,  and  laid  it  at  the  little 
bride's  feet,  so  tenderly  did  he  regard  her.  And  she  gave  him 
back  in  return  for  all  this  romantic  adoration  a  condescending 
shake  of  a  sofi  littie  han  i,  and  a  kind  look  from  a  pair  of  soft 
eyes,  with  which  the  painter  was  iai:i  to  be  content.  Low  of 
stature  and  of  misshapen  form,  J.  J.  t'iiouLrht  himself  naturally 
outcast  from  marriage  and  love,  anJ  looked  in  witi  longing  eves 
at  the  paradise  which  he  was  forbidden  to  enter.  And  Mr 
Philip  sit  within  this  Pa!aee  of  Deii^hr.  and  ioUed  at  his  ease, 
and  took  his  pleasure,  and  Charlotte  ministered  to  hiin.  And 
once  in  a  way  my  lord  sent  out  a  crumb  of  kindness,  or  a  little 
cup  of  comfort,  to  the  oute»st  at  the  gate,  who  blessed  his  beue- 
fiactress,  and  n?y  lord  his  benefaccor,  and  was  thankful. 
Charlotte  had  not  two-pence  ;  but  she  had  a  little  court.  It  was 
the  fashion  for  Philip's  friends  to  come  and  how  before  her. 
Very  fiae  gentlemen  wh.o  had  known  him  at  college,  and  forgot 
him,  or,  sooth  .to  say,  thought  him  rou':!  and  overbearing,  now 
suddenly  remembered  him,  ai-.d  his  young  wire  had  quite  feishion- 
able  assemblies- at  'tier  nve  o'clock  tea-rable.  Al!  men  liked  her, 
and  Miss  Sowerby  of  course  savs  Mre.  Firmin  was  a  good-natured, 
quite  harmless  Uttie  woman,  rather  pretty,  and — you  know,  my 
dear — such  as  men  Iiki#.    Look  yoa,  if  I  like  cold  veal,  dear 
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Sowerby,  it  is  that  my  tastes  are  simple.  A  fine  tousli  old  dry 
camel,  no  doubt,  is  a  much  nobler  and  more  sagacious  animal — 
and  peWiaps  you  think  a  double  bump  is  quite  a  delieaey. 

Yes :  Mrs.  Philip  was  a  success.  She  had  scarce  any  female 
friends  as  yet,  being  too  poor  to  go  into  the  worl  1 ;  bat  she  Had 
Mrs.  Pendennis,  and  dear  little  Mrs.  Brandon,  and  Jlrs.  Mug- 
ford,  whose  celebrated  tra?i  repeatedly  brouj;ht  delicacies  for  the 
bride  from  Hampstead,  whose  chaise  was  once  or  twice  a  week 
at  Philip's  door,  and  who  w.is  verv  much  exercised  and  impressed 
by  the  fine  company  whom  she  met  in  Mrs.  Firmin's  apartments. 
"  Lord  Thingambury's  card !  what  next,  Brandon,  upon  my 
■word '?  Lady  Slowby  at  home  ?  well,  I  never,  Mrs.  B. !"  In 
such  artless  phrases  Mrs.  Mugford  would  express  her  admiration 
and  astonishment  durinsr  the  eari^-  time,  and  when  Chai'lotte  s'ill 
retained  the  good  lady's  favor.  That  a  state  of  things  far  less 
agreeable  ensued  I  mtist  own.  Bu^  though  there  is  ever  so  small 
a  cloud  in  the  sky  even  no\i%  let  us  not  heed  it  for  a  while,  and 
bask  and  be  content  and  happy  in  the  sunshine.  Oh,  Laura, 
1  tremble  when  I  think  how  happy  1  am !"  was  our  little  bird's 
perpetual  warble.  "  How  did  I  live  when  I  was  at  home  with 
mamma V"  ahe  would  say.  '-Do  you  know  that  Philip  never 
even  scolds  me "?  If  he  were  to  say  a  rough  word  I  think  I  should 
die;  whereas  mamma  was  barking,  barking  from  morning  till 
night,  and  I  did  n't  care  a  pin."  This  is  what  comes  of  injudi- 
cious scolding,  as  of  any  other  drug.  The  wholesome  medicine 
loses  its  eflPect.  The  inured  patient  calmly  takes  a  dose  that 
would  frighten  or  kill  a  stranger.  Poor  ilrs.  Baynes'  crossed 
letters  came  still,  and  I  am  not  prepart^d  to  pledge  my  word  that 
Charlotte  read  tJiem  all.  Mrs.  B.  offered  to  come  and  superin- 
tend and  take  care  of  dear  Philip  when  an  interesting  event 
should  take  place.  But  ^Slrs.  Brandon  was  already  engaged  for 
this  important  occasion,  and  Charlotte  became  so  alarmed  lest 
her  mother  should  invade  her,  that  Philip  wrote  curtly,  and  posi- 
tively forbade  Mrs.  Bayncs.  You  remember  the  picture,  '-A 
Cradle,-"  by  J.  J. '?  the  two  little  rosy  feet  brought  I  don't  know 
how  many  hundred  guineas  a  piece  to  ^Ir.  Ridley.  The  mother 
herself  did  not  study  babydom  lucsre  fondly  and  devot«dlv  than 
Ridley  did  in  the  ways,  looks,  features,  anatomies,  attitudes,  baby- 
clothes,  etc.,  of  this  lirst-boru  infant  of  Charlotte  and  Philip 
Firmin.  ily  wife  is  verv  angry  because  I  have  forgotten  whether 
the  first  of  the  young  Firmin  brood  was  a  boy  or  a  girl,  and  says 
I  shall  forget  the  names  of  my  own  children  next.  Well  ?  At 
this  distance  of  time  I  ihinl  it  was  a  bov — for  their  boy  is  very 
tall,  you  know — a  gi-ear  deal  taller —  J\'o<  a  boy '.^  Then, 
between  ourselves,  I  have  no  doubt  it  was  a —  "A  goose,"  says 
the  lady,  which  is  not  oven  reasonable. 

This  is  certain,  we  all  thought  the  young  mother  looked  very 
pretty,  with  her  pink  cheeks  and  beaming  eyes,  as  she  bent  over 
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the  little  iiifaut.  J.  J.  says  he  thinks  there  is  something  heavenly 
in  the  looks  of  young  mothers  at  that  time.  Nay,  he  goes  so  far 
as  to  declare  that  a  tigress  at  the  Zoological  Gardeas  looks 
btautiful  and  gentle  as  she  bends  her  black  nozzle  over  her 
cubs.  And  if  a  tigress,  why  not  Mrs.  Philip  ?  O  ye  powers  of 
sentiment,  i-n  what  a  state  J.  J.  was  abont  this  young  woman! 
There  is  a  brig'ituess  in  a  young  mother's  eye ;  there  are  pearl 
and  rose  tints  on  Tier  cheek,  which  are  sure  to  fascinate  a  painter. 
This  artist  used  to  hang  about  Mrs.  Brandon's  rooms  till  it  was 
droll  to  see  him.  I  believe  he  took  oS"  his  shoes  in  his  own 
studio,  so  as  not  to  disturb  by  his  creaking  the  lady  overhead. 
He  purchased  the  most  preposterous  mug,  and  other  presents  for 
the  infant.  Philip  went  out  to  his  club  or  his  newspaper  as  he 
was  ordered  to  do.  But  Mr.  .  J.  J.  could  not  be  got  away  from 
Thornhaugh  street,  so  that  little  Mrs.  Brandon  laughed  at  him— 
absolutely  laughed  at  him. 

During  all  this  while  PhtRp  aiyl  his  wife  continued  in  the 
very  greatest  favor  with  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Mugford,  and  were 
invited  by  that  worthy  couple  to  go  with  their  infant  to  Mug- 
ford's  villa  at  Hampstead,  where  a  change  of  air  might  do  good  to 
dear  baby  and  dear  mamma.  Philip  went  to  this  village  retreat. 
Streets  and  terraces  now  cover  over  the  house  and  grounds 
which  worthy  Mugford  inhabited,  and  which  people  say  he  used 
to  call  his  Russian  Irby.  He  had  amassed  in  a  small  space  a 
heap  of  country  pleasures.  He  had  a  little  garden,  a  little  pad- 
dock, a  little  greenhouse,  a  little  cucumber-frame,  a  little  stable 
for  his  little  trap,  a  little  Guernsey  cow,  a  little  dairy,  a  little 
pig-sty — and  with  this  little  treasure  the  good-  man  was  not  a 
little  content.  He  loved  and  praised  everything  that  was  his. 
No  man  admired  his  own  port  more  than  Mugford,  or  paid  more 
compliments  to  his  own  butter  and  home-baked  bread.  He 
enjoyed  his  own  happiness.  He  appreciated  his  own  worth. 
He  loved  to  talk  of.the  days  when  he  was  a  poor  boy  on  London 
streets,  and  now,  "  now  try  that  glass  of  port,  my  boy,  and  say 
whether  the  Lord  Mayor  has  got  any  better,"  he  would  say, 
winking  at  his  glass  and  Lis  company.  To  be  virtuous,  to  be 
lucky,  and  constantly  to  think  and  own  that  you  are  so — is  not 
this  true  happiness?  To  sing  hymns  in  praise  of  himself  is  a 
charming  amusement — at  least  to  the  performer ;  and  anybody 
who  dined  at  Mugford's  table  was  pretty  sure  to  hear  some  of 
this  music  after  dinner.  1  am  sorry  to  say  Philip  did  not  care 
for  this  trumpet-blowing.  He  was  frightfully  bored  at  Haver- 
stock  Hill ;  and  when  bored,  Mr.  Philip  is  not  altogether  an 
agreeable  companion.  He  will  yawn  in  a  man's  face.  He  will 
contradict  you  freely.  He  will  say  the  mutton  is  tough,  or  the 
wine  not  fit  to  drink  ;  that  such  and  such  an  orator  is  overrated, 
and  such  and  such  a  politician  is  a  fool.  Mugford  and  his  guest 
bad  battles  after  dinner,  had  actually  high  words.    "  What-hever 
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is  it,  Mugford  ?  and  what  were  you  two  quarrellino;  about  in  the 
dining-room  ?"  asks  ^Irs.  Mugford.  "  Quarrelling  '!  it  s  only  tlie 
sub-editor  snoring,"  said  the  gentleman,  with  a  flushed  face. 
"  My  wine  ain't  good  enough  for  him  ;  and  now  my  gentleman 
must  put  his  boots  upon  a  chair  and  go  to  sleep  under  my  nose. 
He  is  a  cool  hand,  and  no  mistake,  Mrs.  M."  At  this  juncture 
poor  little  Char  would  gently  glide  down  from  a  visit  to  her  baby, 
and  would  play  something  on  the  piano,  and  soothe  the  rising 
anger ;  and  thus  Philip  would  come  in  from  a  little  walk  in  the 
shrubberies,  where  he  had  been  blowing  a  little  cloud.  Ah ! 
there  was  a  little  cloud  rising  indeed — quite  a  little  one — nay, 
not  so  little..  When  you  consider  that  Philip's  bread  depended 
on  the  good-^ill  of  these  people,  you  will  allow  that  his  friends 
might  be  anxious  regarding  the  future.  A  word  from  Mugford, 
and  Philip  and  Charlotte  and  the  child  were  adrift  on  the  world. 
And  these  points  Mr.  Eirmin  would  freely  admit,  while  he  stood 
diecoursing  of  his  own  aifairs  (as  he  loved  to  do),  bis  hands  in 
his  pockets,  and  his  back  warming  at  our  fire. 

"  My  dear  fellow,"  says  the  candid  bridegroom,  "  these  things 
are  constantly  in  my  head.  I  used  to  talk  about  'em  to  Char, 
but  I  don't  now.  They  disturb  her,  the  poor  thing ;  and  she 
clutches  hold  of  the  baby;  and — and  it  tears  my  heart  out  to 
think  that  any  grief  should  come  to  her.  I  try  and  do  my  best, 
my  good  people — but  when  I  m  bored  I  can't  help  showing  I  "m 
bored,  don't  you  see  ?  I  can't  be  a  hypocrite.  No,  not  for  two 
hiindred  a  year,  or  for  twenty  thousand.  You  can't  make  a  silk 
purse, out  of  that  sow's-ear  of  a  Mugford.  A  very  good  man.  I 
don't  say  no.  A  good  father,  a  good  husband,  a  generous  host, 
and  a  most  tremendous  bore  and  cad.  Be  agreeable  to  Mi  ? 
How  can  I  be  agreeable  when  I  am  being  killed  ?  He  has  a 
story  about  Leigh  Hunt  being  put  into  Newgate,  where  Mug- 
ford, bringing  him  proofs,  saw  Lord  Byron.  I  can  not  keep 
awake  during  th^t  story  any  longer ;  or,  if  awake,  I  grind  my 
teeth  and  swear  inwardly,  so  that  I  know  I 'm  dreadful  to  hear 
and  see.  Well,  Mugford  has  yellow  satin  sofas  in  the  '  droaring- 
room.' " 

"  Oh,  Philip  !"  says  a  lady ;  and  two  or  three  circumjacent 
children  set  up  an  insane  giggle,  which  is  speedily  and  sternly 
silenced. 

"  1  tell  you  she  calls  it  '  droaring-room.'  You  know  she  does 
as  well  as  I  do.  She  is  a  good  woman  :  a  kind  woman  ;  a  hot- 
tempered  woman.  I'  hear  her  scolding  the  servants  in  the 
kitchen  with  immense  vehemence  and  at  prodigious  length. 
But  how  can  Char  frankly  be  the  friend  of  a  woman  who  calls 
a  drawing-room  a  droaring-room  ?  With  our  dear  little  friend 
in  Thornhaugh  street  it  is  different.  She  makes  no  pret«nce 
even  at  equality.  Here  is  a  patron  and  patroness,  don't  you 
see  ?    When  Mugford  walks  me  round  his  paddock  and  gai-dens, 
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and  says,  '  Look  year,  Firmin ;'  or  scratches  one  of  his  pigs  on 
the  back,  and  says,  '  We  'II  'ave  a  cut  of  this  fellow  on  Satui-- 
day' — (explosive  attempts  at  insubordination  and  derision  on 
the  part  of  the  .children  again  are  severely  checked  by  the 
parental  authorities) — 'we  '11  'ave  a  cut  of  this 'fellow  on 
Saturday,'  I  felt  inclined  to  throw  him  or  myself  into  the  trough 
over  the  palings.  Do  you  know  that  that  man  put  that  hand  into 
his  pocket  and  offered  me  some  filberts  ?" 

Here  I  own  the  lady  to  whom  Philip  was  addressing  himsell 
turned  pale  and  shuddered. 

"  I  can  no  more  be  that  man's  friend  f/ue  celui  du  domexlique 
qui  vient  d'apporter.  le  what-d'you-call  'em  V  le  coal-scuttle  " — 
(John  entered  the  room  with  that  useful  article  during  Philip's 
oration — and  we  allowed  the  elder  children  to  laugh  this  time, 
for  the  fact  is,  none  of  us  knew  the  French  for  coal-scuttle,  and 
I  will  wager  there  is  no  such  word  in  .Chambaud).  "  This  hold- 
ing back  is  not  arrogance,"  Philip  went  on.  *'  This  reticence  is 
not  want  of  humility.  To  serve  that  man  honestly  is  one  thing: 
to  make  fjiends  with  him,  to  laugh  at  his  dull  jokes,  is  to  make 
i'riends  with  the  mammon  of  unrighteousness,  is  subserviency 
an4  hypocrisy  on  my  part.  J  ought  to  say  to  him,  Mr.  Mugford, 
I  will  give  you  my  work  for  your  wage ;  I  will  compile  your  pa- 
j>er,  I  will  produce  an  agreeable  miscellany  containing  propel 
proportions  of  news,  politics,  and  scandal,  put  titles  to  your  par- 
agraphs, see  the  Pall  Mall  Gasei^e  ship-shape  through  the  press, 
and  go  home  to  my  wife  and  dinner.  You  are  my  employer, 
but  you  are  not  my  friend,  and —  Bless  my  soul !  there  is  five 
o'clock  striking  !"  (The  time-piece  in  our  drawing-room  gave 
tha#  announcement  as  he  was  speaking.)  "  We  have  what 
Mugford  calls  a  white-choker  dinner  to-day,  in  honor  of  the  pig!' 
And  with  this  Philip  plunges  out  of  the  house,  and  1  hope  reach- 
ed Ilampstead  in  time  for  the  entertainment. 

Philip's  friends  in  Westminster  felt  no  little  doubt  about  his 
prospects,  and  the  Little  Sister  shared  their  alarm.  "  They  are 
not  fit  to  be  with  those  folks,"  Mrs.  Brandon  said,  "  though,  as 
for  Mrs.  Philip,  dear  thing,  I  am  sure  nobody  can  ever  (juarrel 
with  her.  With  me  it 's  different.  I  never  had  no  education, 
you  know — no  more  than  the  Mugfords;  but  I  don't  like  to  see 
my  Philip  sittin'  down  as  if  he  was  the  guest  and  equal  of  that 
fellar.  '  Nor  indeed  did  it  ever  enter  "  that  fellow's"  head  that 
Mr^.  Eobert  Mugford  could  be  Mr.  Philip  Firmin's  equal.  With 
our  knowledge  of  the  two  men,  then;  we  all  dismally  looked 
forward  to  a  rdpture  between  Firmin  and  his  patron. 

As  for  the  New  York  journal,  we  were  more  easy  in  respect 
to  Philip's  success  in  that  quarter.  Several  of  his  friends  made 
a  vow  to  help  him.  We  clubbed  club-stories ;  we  begged  from 
our  polite  friends  anecdotes  (that  would  bear  sea-transport)  of 
the  fashionable  world.    We  happened  to  overhear  the  most  re- 
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markable  conversations  between  the  most  influential  public 
characters,  who  had  no  secrets  from  us.  We  had  astonishing 
intelligence  at  most  Europeaa  courts;  exclusive  leports  of  the 
Emperor  of  Russia's  last  joke— his  last?  his  next,  very  likely. 
Wc  knew  the  most  secret  designs  of  the  Austrian  Privy  Council; 
the  views  which  the  Pope  had  in  his  eye ;  who  was  the  latest 
favorite  of  the  Grand  Turk,  and  so  on.  The  Upper  Ten  Thou- 
sand at  New  York  were  supplied  with  a  quantity  of  information 
which  I  trust  profited  them.  It  was  "  Palmerston  remarked 
yesterday  at  dinner,"  or  "  The  good  old  Duke  said  last  night  at 
Apsley  House  to  the  French  Embassador,"  and  the  rest.  The 
letters  were  signed  "  Philalethes ;  '  and,  as  nobody  was  wounded 
by  the  shafts  of  our  long  bow,  I  trust  Mr.  Philip  and  his  friends 
may  be  -pardoned  for  twanging  it.  By  information  procured 
from  learned  female  personages,  we  even  managed  to  give 
accounts,  more  or  less  correct,  of  the  latest  ladies'  fashions.  We 
were  members  of  all  the  clubs ;  we  were  present  at  the  routs 
and  assemblies  of  the  political  leaders  of  both  sides.  We  had 
little  doubt  that  Philalethes  would  be  successful  at  New  York, 
and  looked  forward  to  an  increased  payment  for  his  labors.  At 
the  end  qf  the  first  year  of  Philip  Firmin's  married  life  we  made 
a  calculation  by  which  it  was  clear  that  he  had  actually  saved 
money.  His  expenses,  to  be  sure,  were  increased.  There  was 
a  baby  in  the  nursery ;  but  there  was  a  little  bag  of  sovereigns 
in  the  cupboard,  and  the  thrifty  young  fellow  hoped  to  add  still 
more  to  his  store. 

We  were  relieved  at  finding  that  Firmin  and  his  wife  were 
not  invited  to  repeat  their  visit  to  their  employer's  house  at 
Hampstead.  An  occasional  invitation  to  dinner  was  still  sent  to 
the  young  people ;  but  Mugford,  a  haughty  man  in  his  way, 
with  a  pro|^er  spirit  of  bis  own,  had  the  good  sense  to  see  that 
much  intimacy  could  not  arise  between  him  and  his  sub-editor, 
and  magnanimously  declined  to  be  angry  at  the  young  fellow's 
easy  superciliousness.  I  think  that  indefatigable  Little  Sister 
was  the  peace-maker  between  the  houses  of  Mugford  and  Firmin 
junior,  and  that  she  kept  both  Philip  and  his  mastei-  on  their 
good  behavior.  At  all  events,  and  when  a  quarrel  did  arise  be- 
tween them,  I  grieve  to  have  to  own  it  was  poor  Philip  who  was 
in  the  wrong". 

You  know  in  the  old,  old  days  the  young  king  and  queen 
never  gave  any  christening  entertainment  without  neglecting  to 
invite  some  old  fairy,  who  was  furious  at  the  omission.  1  am 
sorry  to  say  Charlotte's  mother  was  so  angry  at  not  being  ap- 
pointed godmother  to  the  new  baby,  that'she  omitted  to  make 
her  little  quarterly  payment  of  £l2  10s.;  and  has  altogether 
discontinued  tb&t  payment  from  that  remote  period  up  to  the 
present  time  ;  so  that  Philip  says  his  wife  has  brought  him  a  fort- 
ime  of  £45,  paid  in  four  instalments.    There  was  the  first  quar- 
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ter  paid  when  the  old  lady  '•  would  not  be  beholden  to  a  man 
like  bim."  Then  thei-i?  caaii- a  Sccond  quarter ;  and  then — bul 
I  dare  say  I  shall  be  able  to  tell  when  and  how  Philip's  maiunia- 
in-law  paid  tlie  resc  of  her  poor  little  daughter's  fortun ;. 

Vrell,  Regent's  park  is  a  fine  healthy  place  for  infantine  divar- 
sion,  andl  don't  think  Philip  at  all  demeaned  himself  in  walking 
there  with  his-  wife,  her  little  maid,  and  his  baby  on  his  arm, 
"  He  is  as  rude  as  a  bear,  and  his  manners  are  dreadful ;  but  he 
has  a  good  heart,  that  I  will  say  for  him,  '  Mugford  said  to  me. 
In  his  drive  from  London  to  Hampstead  ]\[ugfbrd  once  or  twice 
met  the  little  family  group,  of  which  his  tub-editor  formed  the 
principal  figure ;  and  for  the  sake  of  Philip's  young  wife  and 
child  Mr.  M.  pardoned  the  young  man's  vulgarity,  and  treated 
him  with  long-sutfering. 

Poor  as  he  was,  this  was  his  happiest  time,  my  friend  is  disposed 
to  think.  A  young  child,  a  young  wife,  whose  whole  life  was  a  ten- 
der caress  of  love  for  child  and  husband,  a  young  husband  watch- 
ing both :  I  recall  the  group,  as  we  used  often  to  see  it  in  those 
days,  and  see  a  something  sacred  in  the  homely  figures  On  the 
wife's  bright  face  what  a  radiant  happiness  there  is,  and  what  a 
rapturous  smile !  Over  the  sleeping  infant  and  the  happy 
mother  the  father  looks  with  pride  and  thanks  in  his  eyes.  Hap- 
piness and  gratitude  fill  his  simple  heai  t.and  prayer  involuntary 
to  the  .Giver  of  good,  that  he  may  have  strength  to  do  his  duty 
as  father,  husband;  that  he  may  be  enabled  to  keep  want  and 
care  from  those  dear  innocent  beings  ;  that  he  may  defend  them, 
befriend  them,  leave  them  a.good  name.  I  am  bound  to  say  that 
Philip  became  thrifty  and  saving  for  the  sake  of  Char  and  the 
child;  that  he  came  home  early  of  nights;  that  he  thought  his 
child  a  wonder  ;  that  he  never  tired  of  speaking  about  that  in- 
fant in  our  house — about  its  fatness,  its  strength,  its^veight,  its 
wonderful  early  talents  and  humor.  He  felt  himself  a  man  now 
for  th«  first  time,  he  said.  Life  had  been  play  and  folly  until 
now.  And  now  especially  he  regretted  that  he  had  been  idle, 
and  had  neglected  his  opportunities  as  a  lad.  Had  he  studied 
for  the  bar,  he  might  have  made  that  profession  now  profitable, 
and  a  source  of  honor  and  competence  to  his  family.  Our  friend 
estimated  his  own  powers  very  humbly ;  and  I  am  sure  he  was 
not  the  less  amiable  on  account  of  that  humility.  O  fortunate  he, 
of  whom  Love  is  the  teacher,  the  guide  and  master,  the  reformer 
and  chastener  !  Where  was  our  friend's  former  arrogance,  self- 
confidence,  and  boisterous  profusion  ?  He  was  at  the  feet  of  his 
wife  and  child.  He  was  quite  humbled  about  himself ;  or  grati- 
fied himself  in  fondliflg  and  caressing  these.  They  taught  him, 
he  said ;  and,  as  he  thought  of  them,  his  heart  turned  in  awful 
thanks  to  the  gracious  heaven  which  had  given  tBem  to  him  As 
the  tiny  infant  hand  closes  round  his  fingers,  I  can  see  the  father 
bending  over  mother  and  child,  and  interpret  those  maybe  un- 
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spoken  blessings  which  he  asks  and  bestows.  Happy  wife,  happy 
husband]  However  poor  his  little  home  may  be,  it  holds  treas- 
ures and  wealth  inestimable ;  whatever  storms  may  threaten 
without,  the  home  fireside  is  brightened  with  the  welcome  of  the 
dearest  eyes. 


CHAPTER  XXXIV 

IN  AVHICH  I  OWN  THAT  PHILIP  TELLS  AN  UNTRUTH. 

Charlotte  (and  the  usual  little  procession  of  nurse,  baby, 
etc.)  once  made  their  appearance  at  our  house  in  Queen  square, 
where  they  were  ever  welcome  by  the  lady  of  the  mansion.  The 
young  woman  was  in  a  great  state  of  elation,  and  when  we  came 
to  hear  the  cause  of  her  delight,  her  friends  too  opened  the  eyes 
of  wonder.  She  actually  announced  that  Dr.  Firmin  had  sent 
over  a  oill  of  forty  pounds  (I  may  be  incorrect  as  to  the  sum) 
from  New  York.  It  had  arrived  that  morning,  and  she  had  seen 
the  bill,  and  Philip  had  told  her  that  his  father  had  sent  it ;  and 
was  it  not  a  comfort  to  think  that  poor  Doctor  Firmin  was  en- 
deavoring  to  repair  some  of  the  evil  which  he  had  done  ;  and  that 
he  was  repenting,  and  perhaps  was  going  to  become  quite 
honest  and  good  ?  This  ,was  indeed  an  astounding  piece  of 
intelligence  :  an^he  two  women  felt  joy  at  the  thought  of  that 
sinner  repentin||||^nd  some  one  else  was  accused  of  cynicism, 
skepticism,  and  so  forth,  for  doubting  the  correctness  of  the  infor- 
mation. "You  believe  in  no  one,  sir.  You  arc  always  incred- 
ulous about  good,"  etc.,  etc.,  etc.,  was  the  accusation  .brousht 
against  the  reader's  very  humble  servant.  Well,  about  the  con- 
trition of  this  sinner,  I  confess  I  ^till  continued  to  liave  doubts ; 
and  thought  a  present  of  forty  pounds  to  a  son,  to  whom  he  owed 
thousands,  was  no  great  proof  of  the  doctor's  amendment. 

And  oh  !  how  vexed  some  people  were  when  the  real  story 
came  out  at  l£(lt !  Not  for  the  money's  sake  ;  not  because  they 
were  wrong  in  argument,  and  I  turned  out  to  be  right.  Oh,  no  ! 
But  because  it  was"  proved  that  this  unhappy  doctor  had  no 
present  intention  of  repenting  at  all.  This  brand  would  not 
come  out  of  the  burning,  whatever  we  might  hope, ;  and  the  doc- 
tor's supporters  were  obliged  to  admit  as  much  when  they  came 
to  know  the  real  story.  "  Oh,  Philip,"  cries  Mrs.  Laura,  when 
next  she  saw  Mr,  Fn'min,  "  how  pleased  I  was  to  hear  of  that 
letter !" 

"  That  fetter  ?"  asks,  the  gentleman. 

"  That  letter  from  your  father  at  New  York,"  says  the  lady. 
"  Oh,"  says  the  gentleman  addressed,  with  a  red  face. 
"  What  then  ?    Is  it  not— is  it  not  all  true  V"  we  ask. 
33 
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"  Poor  Charlotte  does  not  Tinderstand  about  business,"  sa^ 
PJiilip ;  "  I  did  not  read  the  letter  to  her.  Here  it  i*''  Ar 
he  hands  over  the  document  to  me,  and  1  have  the  liberty  i 
jMiblisb  it: 

"Nkw  Yo'kk,  . 

"•  And  to,  my  dtar  fhilip,  1  may  coagiatiilate  myself  oti  bavh 
.'ii:hv:ved  nucssh'al  houor,  and  may  add  grandfather  to  uiy  titles?  Ho 
'[Uiclilv  this  i.me  has  come  !  I  fijel  mystdf  a  young  mau  still,  in  spi 
of  fht  h!„}i:i,  ,,/  ))||f/>,)  n!Hc— tii,  le.ist,  I  know  I  wlis  a  young  Dian  hi 
yesterday,  -.vhou  I  may  say  with  our  dear  old  poet,  ymi  sine  glor 
n<.'.''J:i'-i't.  Suppose  I  i^io  ■STl-.ro  to  (  ire  of  solitary  widowhood  .and  rc-enti 
the  inrrried  state?  Ti'.i're  are  one  or  two  ladies  here  who  would  ati 
coiriticeiid  to  look  iiul  unfavorably  ox  ilte  rtliird  Enijlieh  yentlema 
Witlimit  vanity  i  taa.y  say  it,  a  man  of  birth  and  position  in  Englar 
acquires  a  poU^li  and  refinement  of  manner  which  dollars  can  not  pu 
chase,  and  n^.<ir,j''a  WuU  -itrect  mi'Uionary  might  envy  ! 

"  Your  i.jifc  has  been  pronounced  to  be  an  angel  by  a  little  correspovu 
e.iit  .of  inine,  who  gives  me  mucli  fuller  intelligence  of  my  family  th's 
my  Si'ii  condescends  to  furnifh.  Mrs.  Philip,  I  hear,  is  gentle;  Mr 
r-'ando'.i  say?  she  is  beautiful — she  is  all  good-humored.  I  hope  yc 
have  taui^ht  her  to  think  not  fec^  badly  "of  her  husband's  father, 
was  Ihe  dupe  of  villains  who  lured  me  into  their  schemes  ;  who  robbe 
me  of  a  life's  earnings  ;  who  induced  me,  by  their ;/'((/se  rtpresentation 
to  have  such  confidence  in  them  that  I  embarked  all  my  own  propert 
and  yours,  my  i)oor  boy,  alas  !  in  their  undertakings.  Your  Chariot 
win  take  the  liberal,  the  wise,  the  view  of  the  case,  and  pity  rathi 
than  blame  ray  misfortune.  Such  is  the  view,  I  am  happy  to  say,  gei 
eraliy  a<iopted  in  this  city,  where  there,  are  men  of  the  world  wl 
knov/the  vicissitudes  of  a  mercantile  career,  and  can  make  allowance 
for  misfortune!  What  made  Rome  at  first  gr^Btand  prosperous 
•Were  its  first  colonists  all  wealthy  patricians  ?  Nothing  can  be  mo 
sa  tisfactory  than  the  disregard  snown  here  to  mere  pemin-iary  diffievlt 
At  tTae  same  time  to  be  a  gentleman  is  to  possess  no  trifling  privilej 
in  this  society,  where  the  advantages  of  birth,  respected  name,  ar 
early  education,  abrnys  tell  in  the  possessor's  favor.  Many  persoi 
whom  I  visit  here  have  certginly  not  these  advantages;  and  in  tl 
hig!iest  society  of  the  city  I  could  point  out  individuals  who  have  hs 
pec\iniary  misfortunes  like  myself,  who  have  gallantly  renewed  tl 
combat  after  their  fall,  and  are  now  fully  restored  to  competence, 
wealth,  and  the  respect  of  the  world  !  I  was  in  a  Jioiise  in  Fifl 
avenue  last  night.  .Is  W.ashington  White  shunned  by  his  fellow-m« 
becauao  he  has  been  a  bankrupt  three  times  I'  Anything  more  elegai 
"V  profuse  than  his  entertainment  I  have  not  witnessed  on  this  cont 
nont.  His  lady  had  diamonds  which  a  duchess  might  envy.  Tl 
uiosi  eciHily  wines,  the  most  magnificent  supper,  and  myriads  of  canva 
bai  !;oil  ducks  covered  his  board.  Dear  Charlotte,  my  friend  Captai 
Coipoys  brings  you  over  three  brace  of  these  from  your  father-in-lai 
v,  ho  holies  tbcy  will  furnish  your  little  dinner-tablo  !  We  eat  currai 
ieliy  with  them  here,  but  I  like  an  old  English  lemon  and  cayem 

"  By  the  way,  dear  Philip,  I  trust  you  will  not  be  inconvenienced  b 
a  little  iii;anciar  operation,  which  necessity  (alas  !)  has  compelled  n 
to  perform.    Knowing  that  your  quarter  with  the  Upj:ier  Ten  Thowsan 

G,ir:ctie  was  now  due,  I  have  made  so  bcdd  a,s  to  request  Colonel  

tu  pay  it  over  to  nic.    Promises  to  pay  must  bo  met  here  as  with  us- 
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an  obdurate  holder  of  an  unlncky  acceptance  of  mine  (I  am  happy  to 
say  there  are  very  few  such)  would  admit  of  ho  delay,  and  I  hiive  been 
compelled  to  apptypriate  my  poor  Philip's  earnings.  I  have  only  put 
.you  off  for  uineiy  days  :  with  your  credit  and  wealthy  friends  you  can 
easily  neyutiute  the  hill  iucloned,  and  I prvmivc  yun  that  when  presented 
it  shall  be  honored  by  my  Philip's  ever  affectionate  father, 

"a.  B.  F. 

"By  the  way,  your  Philalethes'  letters  are  not  quite  spivy  Gnoxtgh., 
my  worthy  friend  the  colonel  says.  They  are  elegant  and  gay,  but  the 
public  here  desires  to  have  more  personal  iietDs  ;  a  little  scandal  about 
Queen  Elizabeth,  you  understand?  Can't  you  attack  somebody  ?  Look 
at  the  letters  and  articles  published  by  my  respected  friend  of  th&'New 
YoA  Emerald  /  The  readers  here  like  a  hiyh-spiced  article:  and  I 
recommend  P.  F.  to  put  a  little  more  pepper  in  his  dishes.  What  a 
comfort  to  me  it  is  to  think  that  I  have  procured  this  place  for  you, 
and  have  been  enabled  to  help  my  son  and  his  young  family. 

"G.  B.  V." 

Inclosed  in  thif  letter  was  a  slip  of  paper  which  poor  Philip 
supposed  to  be*  a  check  wbfen  he  'first  beheld  it,  but  which 
turned  out  to  be  his  papa's  promissory  note,  payable  at  New 
York  four  months  after  date.  And  this  document  was  to  repre- 
sent the  money  which  the  elder  Firmin  had  received  in  his  son's 
name  !  Philip's  eyes  met  his  friend's  when  they  talked  about 
this  matter.  Firmin  looked  almost  as  much  ashamed  as  if  he 
himself  had  done  the  wrong. 

"  Does  the  loss  of  this  money  annoy  you  ?"  asked  Philip's 
friend. 

"  The  mamftr  o£  the  loss  does,"  said  poor  Philip.  "  T  don't 
care  about  the  money.  But  he  should  not  have  taken  this.  He 
should  not  have  taken  this.  Think  of  pooi-  Charlotte  and  the 
\ehild  being  in  want  possibly  !  Oh,  friend,  it  s  hard  to  bear, 
is  n't  it '?  1  m  an  honest  fellow,  ain't  I  ?  I  think  I  am.  I 
pray  heaven  I  am.  In  any  extremity  of  poverty  could  I  have 
done  this?  AVell.  It  was  my  father  who  introduced  me  to 
these  people.  I  suppose  he  thinks  he  has  a  right  to  my  earn- 
ings :  and  if  he  is  in  want,  you  know,  so  he  has."  •« 

"Had  you  not  better  write  to  the  New  York  publishers  and 
beg  them  henceforth  to  remit  to  you  directly  V"  asks  Philip's 
friend. 

"That  would  be  to  tell  them  that  he  has  disposed  of  the 
money,"  groans  Philip.  "  I  can't  tell  them  that  my  father  is 
a—" 

"  No ;  but  you  can  thank  them  for  having  handed  over  such 
a  sum  on  your  account  to  the  doctor,  and  warn  them  that  you 
will  draw  on  them  from  this  country  henceforth.  They  won't, 
in  this  case,  pay  the  next  quarter  to  the  doctor." 

"  Suppose  he'  is  in  want,  ouo;ht  I  not  to  supply  him  ?"  Firmin 
said.  "  As  long  as  there  are  lour  crusts  in  the  house,  the  doctor 
ought  to  have  one.    Ought  I  to  be  angry  with  him  for  helping 
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himself,  old  boy  ?"  and  lie  drinks  a  glass  of  wine,  poor  fellow, 
with  a  rueful  smile.  By  the  way,  it  is  my  duty  to  mention  here 
that  the  elder  Firmin  was  in  the  habit  of  giving  v<^y  elegant 
little  dinner-parties  at  New  York,  where  little  dinner-parties 
are  much  more  costly  than  in  Europe—"  in  order,"  he  said,  "  to 
establish  and  keep  up  his  connection  as,  a  physician."  As  a  bon^- 
vivant,  I  am  informed,  the  doctor  began  to  be  celebrated  in  hia 
new  dwelling-place,  where  "Sis  anecdotes  of  the  British  aris- 
tocracy were  received  with  pleasure  in  certain  circles. 

But  it  would  be  as  well  henceforth  that  Philip  should  deal  di- 
rectly with  American  correspondents,  a"nd  not  employ  the  services 
of  so  very  expensive  a  broker.  To  this  suggestion  he  could  not 
agree.  Meanwhile — and  let  this  be  a  warning  to  men  never-£b 
deceive  their  wives  in  any  the  slightest  circumstances to  tell 
them  everything  they  wish  to  know,  to  keep  nothing  hidd&n  from 
those  dear  and  excellent  beings — you  must  know,  ladies,  that 
when  Philip's  famous  ship  of  dollars  arrived  frtom  America,  Fir- 
min had  promised  his  wife  that  baby  should  have  a  dear  delight- 
ful white  cloak,  trimmed  with  the  most. lovely  tape,  on  which 
poor  Charlotte  had  often  cast  a  longing  eye  as  she  passed  by  the 
milliner  and  curiosity  shops  in  Hanway  Yard,  which,  1  own,  she 
loved  to  frequent.  Well:  when  Philip  told  her  that  bis  father 
had  sent  home  forty  pounds,  or  what  not,  thereby  deceiving  his 
fond  wife,  the  little  lady  went  away  straight  to  her  darling  shop 
in  the  yard — (Hanway  Yard  has  become  a  street  now,  but  ah  ! 
it  is  always  delightful) — Charlotte,  I  say,  went  aS,  ran  ofiF  to 
Hanway  Yard,  pavid  with  fear  lest  the  darling  cloak  should  be 
gone,  found  it — oh,  joy— still  in  Miss  Isaacson's  window ;  put  it 
on  baby  straightway  then  and  there  :  kissed  the  dear  infant,  and 
was  delighted  with  the  effect  of  the  garment,  which  all  the  youog 
ladies  at  Miss  Isaacson's  pronounced  to  be  perfect ;  and  took  the 
cloak  away  on  baby's  shoulders,  promising  to  send  the  money 
five  pounds,  if  you  please,  next  day.  And  in  this  cloak  baby 
and  Charlotte  went  to  meet  papa  when  became  home;  and  I 
don't  ^ow  which  of  them,  mamma  or  baby,  was  the  most  pleased, 
and  absurd,  and  happy  baby  of  the  two.  On  his  way  home  from 
his  newspaper,  Mr.  Philip  had  orders  to  pursue  a  certain  line  of 
streets,  and  when  "his  accustomed  hour  for  returning  from  his 
business  drew  nigh,  Mrs.  Char  went  'down  Thornhaugh  street, 
down  Charlotte  street,  down  Rathbone  place,  with  Betsy  the 
nursekin  and  baby  in  the  new  cloak.  Behold,  he  comest  at  last 
— papa — striding  down  the  street.  He  sees  the  figures :  he  sees 
the  child,  which  laughs,  and  holds  out  its  little  pink  hands,  and 
crows  a  recognition.  And  "  Look — look,  papa !"'  cries  the  happy 
mother.  (Away  !  I  can  not  keep  up  the  mystery  about  the  baby 
any  longer,  and  though  I  had  forgotten  for  a  moment  the  child's 
sex,  remembered  it  the  instant  after,  and  that  it  was  a' girl,  to  be 
sure,  and  that  its  name  was  Laura  Caroline.)    "  Look;  look, 
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papa !"  cries  the  happy  mother.    "  She  has  got  anotl^er  little 
tooth  since  the  morning — such  a  beautiful  little  tooth  ! — and  look 
here,  sir  !  don't  you  observe  anything  ?" 
"  Any  what  ?"  asks  Philip. 

''La!  sir,"  says  Betsy,  giving  Laura  Caroline  a  great  toss,  so 
that  iier  white  cioak  floats  in  the  air. 

"  Is  n't  it  a  dear  cloak  cries  mamma ;  "  and  does  n't  baby  look 
like  an  angel  fn  it  ?  I  bought  it  at  Miss  Isaacson  s  to-day,  as  you 
got  your  money  from  New  York ;  and  oh,  my  dear,  it  only  cost 
five  guine£is." 

"  Well,  it  s  a  week's  work,"  sighs  poor-  Philip ;  "  and  I  think 
I  need  not  grudge  that  to  give  Charlotte  pleasure."  And  he 
feels  his  empty  pockets  rather  ruefully. 

"  God  bless  you,  Philip !"  says  my  wife,  with  her  eyes  full. 
"  They  came  here  this  morning,  Charlotte  and  the  nurse  and  the 
baby  in  the  new — the  new — "  Here  the  lady  seized  hold  of 
Philip's  hand,  and  fairly  broke  out  into  tears.  Had  she  embraced 
Mr.  Firmin  before  her  husband's  own  eyes  1  should  not  have 
been  surprised.  Indeed  she  confessed  that  she  was  on  the  potnt 
of  giving  way  to  this  most  sentimentai  outbreak. 

And  now,  my  brethren,  see  how  one  crime  is  the  parent  of 
many,  and  one  a  -t  of  duplicity  leads  to  a  whole  career  of  deceit. 
In  the  first  place,  you  see,  Philip  had  deceived  his  wife — with  the 
piws  desire,  it  is  true,  of  screening  his  father's  little  peculiarities 
— but,  rual  ccehmi,  we  must  tell  no  lies.  No:  and  from  this  day 
forth  I  order  John  never  to  say  Not  at  home  to  the  greatest  bore, 
dun,  dawdle  of  my  acquaintance.  If  Philip's  father  had  not  de- 
ceived him,  Philip  would  not  have  deceived  his  wife  ;  if  he  had 
not  deceived  his  wife,  she  would  not  have  given  five  guineas  for 
that  cloak  for  the -baby.  If  she  had  not  given  five  guineas  for 
the  cloak,  my  wife  wo'ild  never  have  entered  into  a  secret  corres- 
pondence with  Mr.  Firmin,  which  might,  but-for  my  own  sweet- 
ness of  temper,  have  bred  jealousy,  mistrust,  and  the  most  awful 
quarrels — nay,  duels — between  the  heads  of  the  two  families. 
Fancy  Philip's  body  lying  stark  upon  Hampstead  Heath  with  a 
bullet  through  it,  dispatched  by  the  hand  of  his  friend !  Fancy 
a  cab  driving  up  to  my  own  house,  and  from  it — uuder  the  eyes 
of  the  children  at  the  parlor  windows — their  father's  bleeding 
co'-pse  ejected  !  Enough  of  this  dreadful  pleasantry  !  Two  days 
after  the  affair  of  the  cloak,  I  found  a  letter  in  Philip's  hand- 
writing addressed  to  my  wife,  and  thinking  that  the  note  had 
reference  to  a  matter  of  dinner  then  pending  between  our  fami- 
lies, J  broke  open  the  envelope  and  read  as  follows : 

Ttiouxhaitgh  Street,  ThursiJat/. 
•'  Mr  PEAR.  KTxn  6oPMAM3[A  :  As  soon  as  ever  I  can  writ^and  spe.ak, 
I  will  thank  rou  for  being  so  kind  to  me.    My  mamma  says  slie  is  very 
jealous,  and  a?  she  bought  my  cloak  she  can't  think  of  allowing  you  to 
pay  for  it.    But  she  desires  me  never  to  forget  your  kindness  to  us,  and 
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though  I  don't  know  anything  ahout  it  now.  she  promises  to  tell  me 
when  I  iim  old  enough.  Meanwhile  I  am  your  grateful  and  affectionate 
little  goddau.:;l)lcr.  L.  C.  F." 

Philip  was  persuaded  by  his  friends  at  home  to  send  out  the 
request  to  his  New  York  employers  to  pay  his  salary  henceforth 
to  himself ;  and  I  remember  a  dignified  letter  came  from  his  par- 
ent, in  which  the  matter  was  spoken  of  in  sorrow  rather  than 
in  anger ;  in  which  the  doctor  pointed  out  that  this  precautionary 
measure  seemed  to  imply  a  doubt  on  Philip's  side  of  his  father's 
honor-;  and  surely,  surely,  he  was  unhappy  enough  and  unfortu- 
nate enough  already  without  meriting  this  mistrust  from  his  son. 
The  duty  of  a  son  to  honor  his  father  and  mother  was  feelingly 
pointed  out,^nd  the  doctor  meekly  trusted  that  Philip's  children 
would  give  nim  more  confidence  than  he  seemed  to  be  inclined 
to  award  to  his  unfortunate  father.  Never  mind.  He  should 
bear  no  malice.  If  Fortune  ever  smiled  on  him  again,  and  some- 
thing told  him  she  would,  he  would  show  Philip  that  he  could 
forgive ;  although  he  might  not  perhaps  be  able  to  forget  that  in 
his  exile,  his  solitude,  his  declining  years,  his  misfortune,  bis  own 
child  had  mistru.sted  him.  This,  he  said,  was  the  most  cruel  blow 
of  all  for  his  susceptible  heart  to  bear. 

TJiis  letter  of  paternal  remonstrance  was  inclosed  in  one  from 
the  doctor  to  his  old  friend  the  Little  Sister,  in  which  he  vaunt- 
ed a  discovery  which  he  and  some  other  scientific  gentlemen  were 
engaged  in  pt  rfecting — of  a  medicine  which  was  to  be  extraor- 
dinarily effii'acious  in  cases  in  which  Mi-s.  Brandon  herself  was 
often  specially  and  professionally  engaged,  and  he  fe't  sure  that 
the  sale  of  this  medicine  would  go  far  to  retrieve  his  shattered 
fortune.  He  pointed  out  the  complaints  in  which  this  medicine 
was  most  effica(nou3.  He  would  send  some  of  it,  and  details  re- 
garding its  use,  to  Mrs.  Brandon,  who  might  try  its  efficacy  upon 
her  patients.  He  was  advancing  slowly,  but  steadily,  in  his 
medical  profession,  he  said ;  though,  of  course,  he  had  to  -uiFer 
from  (he  jealousy  of  his  professional  brethren.  Never  mind. 
Better  times,  he  was  sure,  were  in  store  for  all ;  when  his  son 
should  see  that  a  wretched  matter  of  forty  pounds  more  should 
not  deter  him  from  paying  all  just  claims  upon  him.  Amen  !  We 
all  heartily  wished  for  the  day  wiien  Philip's  father  should  be 
able  to  settle  his  little  accounts.  Meanwhile,  the  proprietors  of 
the  Gazette  of  llie  Upper  Ten  Thoimqnd  were  instructed  to  write 
directly  to  their  London  correspondent. 

Although  Mr.  Firmin  prided  himself,  as  we  have  seen,  upon 
his  taste  and  dexterity  as  sub-editor  of  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette,  I 
must  own  that  he  was  a  very  insubordinate  officer,  with  whom 
his  superiors  often  had  cause  to  be  angry.  Certain  people  were 
praised  in  the  Gazette — certain  others  were  attacked.  "\'erv  dull 
books  were  admired,  and  very  lively  works  attacked.  Some  men 
were  praised  for  everything  they  did  :  some  others  were  satirized 
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no  matter  what  their  works  were.  "  I  find,"  poor  Philip  used  to 
say,  with  a  nrToan,  "  that  in  matters  of  triticism,  especially,  thei-e 
are  so  often  private  reasons  for  the  praise  and  the  blame  admin- 
istered, that  I  am  glad,  for  my  part,  my  only  duty  is  to  see  the 
paper  through  the  press.  For  instance,  there  is  Harrocks,  the 
tragectian,  of  Drury  Lane:  every  piece  in  which  lc  appears  is  a 
masterpiece,  and  Lis  performance  the  greatest  triurtiph  ever  wit- 
nessed. Very  good.  Harrocks  and  my  excellent  employer  are 
good  friends,  and  dine  with  each  other;  and  it  is  natural  that 
Mugferd  should  like  to  have  his  friend  praised,  and  to  help  him 
in  every  way.  But  Balderson,  of  Covent  Garden,  is  also  a  very 
fine  actor.  Why  can  t  our  critic  see  his  merit  as  well  as  Har- 
rocks' ?  Poor  Balderson  is  never  allowed  any  merit  at  all.  He 
is  passed  over  with  a  sneer,  or  a  curt  word  of  cold  commendation, 
while  columns  of  flattery  are  not  enough  for  his  rival.  ' 

"  Why,  Mr.  F.,  wfiat  a  flat  you  must  be  I — askin'  your  pardon," 
remarked  Mugford,  in  reply  to  his  sub-editor's  simple  remon- 
strance. "  How  can  we  praise  Balderson  when  Harrocks  is  our 
friend  ?  Me  and  Harrocks  are  thick.  Our  wives  are  "close 
friends.  If  I  was  to  let  Balderson  be  praised  I  should  drive  Har- 
rocks mad.  I  can'i  praise  Balderson,  don't  you  see,  out  of  justice 
to  Harrocks !" 

Then  there  was  a  certain  author  whom  Bickertcn  was  for  ever 
attacking.  They  Lad  had  a  private  quarrel,  and  Bickerton  re- 
venged himself  in  this  way.  In  reply  to  Philip's  outcries  and 
remonstrances  Jlr.  Mugford  only  laughed  :  The  two  men  are 
enemies,  and  Bickerton  hits  him  whenever  he  can.  Why,  that 's 
only  human  nature.  ^Ir.  F.,''  says  Philip's  employer. 

"Great  heavens!"  bawls  out  Firmiu,  "do  you  mean  to  siy 
that  the  man  is  base  enough  to  strike  at  his  private  enemies 
through  the  press  T' 

"  Private  enemies !  private  gammon,  Mr.  Firmin  !"  cries  Philip's 
emploj-er.  "  If  I  have  enemies — and  I  have,  there  s  no  doubt 
about  that — I  serve  them  out  whenever  and  wherever  I  can. 
And  let  me  tell  you  I  dj)n't  half  relish  having  my  conduct  called 
base.  It  s  only  naturaf;  and  it  s  right.  Perhaps  you  would  Jike 
to  praiscyour  entmies  and  abuse  your  friend?  Jf  that  s  your 
line,  let  me  tell  you  you  won't  do  in  the  noospaper  business,  and 
had  better  take  to  some  other  trade."  And  the  employer  parted 
from  his  subordinate  in  some  heat. 

Mugford.  indeed,  feelingly  spoke  to  me  about  this  insuboi'dina- 
tion  of  Philip.  "  What  does  the  fellow  mean  by  quarrelling  with 
bis  bread-and-butter?"  Mr.  Mugford  asked.  "  Speak  to  Lim,  and 
show  him  what's  w];at,  Mr.  P.,  or  we  shall  come  to  a  quarrel, 
mind  you  ;  and  I  dor.'t  v/ant  that,  for  the  sake  of  his  little  wife — 
poor  little  delicate  thing  !  W'hatever  is  to  happen  to  them  if  we 
don't  stand  by  them  ?" 
'What  was  to  happen  to  them,  indeed  ?    Any  one  who  knew 
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Philip's  temper  as  we  did  was  aware  how  little  advice  or  remon- 
strance were  likely  to  affect  that  gentleman.  '-  Good  heavens  !" 
he  said  to  me,  when  I  endeavored  to  make  bim  adopt  a  concilia- 
tory tone  toward  his  employer,  "  do  you  want  to  make  me  Mug' 
ford's  galley-siave  ?  I  shall  liave  him  standing  over  me  and 
swearing  at  me  as  he  does  at  the  printers.  He  looks  into  my 
room  at  timfts  when  he  is  in  a  passion,  and  glares «t  me  as  if  he 
would  like  to  seize  me  by  the  throat ;  and  after  a  word  or  two 
he  goes  off,  and  I  hear  him  curse  the  boys  in  the  passage.  One 
day  it  will  be  on  me  that  he  wiU  (urn,  1  feel  sure  of  that.  I  teU 
you  the  slavery  is  beginning  to  be  awful.  I  wake  of  a  night  and 
groan  and  chafe ;  and  poor  Char,  too,  wakes  and  asks,  '  What  is 
it,  Philip  ?'  I  say  it  is  rheumatism.  Eheumatistn  I"  Of  course 
to  Philip's  malady  his  friends  tried  to  apply  the  commonplace 
anodynes  and  consolations.  He  must  be  gentle  in  his  bearing. 
He  must  remember  that  his  employer  bad  not  been  bred  a  gen- 
tleman, and  that  though  rough  'and  coarse  in  language,  Mugford 
had  a  kind  heart.  "  There  is  no  need  to  tell  me.he  is  not  a  gen- 
tlemao^.  I  know  that,"  says  poor  Phil,,  ■'  He  is  kind  to  Char  and 
the  child,  that  is  the  truth,  and  so  is  his  wife.  I  am  a  slave  for 
all  that.  Ho  is  my  driver.  He  feeds  me.  Hie  has  n't  beat  me 
yet.  When  1  was  away  at  Paris  I  did  not  feel  the  chain  so  much. 
But  it  is  scarcely  tolerable  now,  when  I  have  to  see  my  jailer 
four  or  five  times  a  week.  My  poor  little  Char,  why  did  I  drag 
you  into  this  slavery?" 

"Because  you  wanted  a  consoler,  I  suppose,"  remarks  one  of 
Philip's  comforters.  ''And  do  you  suppose  Charlorto  would  be 
happier  if  she  wea-e  away  from  you?  TLiosgh  you  live  up  two 
pair  of  stairs,  is  any  home  happier  than  yours,  Philip  ?  You 
eften  own  as  much  when  you  are  in  happier  moods.  Who  has 
not  his  work  to  do,  and  his  burden  to  bear  ?  You  say  sometimes 
that  you  are  imperious  and  hot-tempered.  Perhaps  your  slavery, 
as  you  call  it,  may  be  good  for  you." 

"I'have  doomed  myself  and  her  to  it,"  says  Philip,  hanging 
down  his  head. 

"  Does  she  ever  repine  ?"  asks  his  awviser.  "  Does  she  not 
think  herself  the  happiest  little  wife  in  the  world '?  See  here, 
Philip,  he^e  is  a  note  from  her  yesterday  in  which  she"  says  aa 
much.  Do  you  want  to  know  what  the  note  is  about,^sir  ?  '  says 
the  lady  with  a  smile.  "  Well,  then,  she  wanted  a  receipt  Tor 
that  dish  which  you  liked  so  much  on  Friday,  and  she  and  Mrs. 
Brandon  will  make  it  for  you." 

■  "And  if  it  consisted  of  minced  Charlotte,"  says  Philip's  other 
friend,  "  you  know  she  would  cheerfully  chop  herself  up,  and 
have  herself  served  with  a  little  cream-sauee  and  sippets  of 
toast  for  your  lienor's  dinner."  "  ^ 

This  was  undoubtedly  true.  Did  not  Job's  friend's  make 
many  true  remarks  when  they  visited  him  in  his  affliction"^' 
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Patient  as  he  was,  the  patriarch  groaned  and  lamented,  and  why 
should  not  poor  Philip  be  alloifred  to  grumble,  who  was  not 
a  model  of  patience  at  all  ?  He  was  not  broke  in  as  yet.  The 
mill-horse  was  restive  and  kicked  at  his  work.  He  would  chafe 
not  seldom  at  the  daily  drudgery,  and  have  his  fits  of  revolt  and 
despondency.  Well  ?  Have  others  not  had  to  toil,  to  bow  the 
proud  head,  and  carry  the  daily  burden  ?  Don't  you  see 
Pegasus,  who  was  going  to  win  the  plate,  a  weary,  broken-kneed, 
broken-down  old  cab  hack  shivering  in  the  rank  ;  or  a  sleek 
gelding,  mayhap,  pacing  under  a  corpulent  master  in  Rotten 
Kow  ?  Philip's  crust  began  to  be  scanty,  and  was  dipped  in 
bitter  waters.  I  am  not  going  to  make  a  long  story  of  this  part 
of  his  career,  or  parade  my  friend- as  too  hungry  and  poor.  He 
is  safe  now,  and  out  of  all  peril,  heaven  be  thanked  !  but  'he 
had  to  pass  through  hard  times,  and  to  look  out  very  wistfully 
lest  the  wolf  should  enter  at  the  door.  He  never  laid  claim  to 
be  a  man  of  genius,  nor  was  he  a  successful  quack  who  'could 
pass  as  a  man  of  genius.  When  there  were  French  prisoners 
in  England,  we  know  how  stout  old  officers,  who  had  plied  their 
sabres  against  Mamelukes,  or  Russians,  or  Germans,  were  fain  to 
carve  little  jimcraeks  in  bone  with  their  penknives,  or  make 
baskets  and  boxes  of  chipped  straw,  and  piteously  sell  them  to 
casual  visitors  to  their  prison.  Philip  was  poverty's  prisoner. 
He  had  to  make  such  shifts  and  do  such  work  as  he  could  find  in 
his  captivity.  I  do  not  think  men  who  have  undergone  the 
struggle  and  served  the  dire  taskmaster  like  to  look  back  and 
recall  the  grim  apprenticeship.  When  Philip  says  now,  "  What 
fools  we  were  to  marry.  Char  !"  she  looks  up  radiantly,  with  love 
and  happiness  in  her  eyes — looks  up  to  heaven,  and  is  thankful ; 
but  grief  and  sadness  come  over  her  husband's  face  at  the 
thought  of  those  days  of  pain  and  gloom.  She  mav  soothe  him, 
and  he  may  be  thankful  too ;  but  the  wounds  are  still  there 
which  were  dealt  to  him  in  the  cruel  battle  with  fortune.  Men 
are  ridden  down  in  it.  Men  are  poltroons,  and  run.  Men 
maraud,  break  ranks,  are  guilty  of  meanness,  cowardice,  shabby 
plunder.  Men  are  raised  to  rank  and  honor,  or  drop  and  perish 
unnoticed  on  the  field.  Happy  he  who  comes  from  it  with  his 
honor  pure !  Philip  did  not  win  crosses  and  epaulets.  He  is 
like  you  and  me,  my  dear  sir,  not  a  heroic  genius  at  all.  And  it 
is  to  be  hoped  that  all  three  have  behaved  with  an  average 
pluck,  and  have  been  guilty  of  no  meanness,  or  treachery,  or 
desertion.  Did  you  behave  otherwise,  what  would  wife  and 
children  say  ?  As  for  Mrs.  Philip,  I  tell  you  she  thinks  to  this 
day  that  there  is  no  man  like  her  husband — is  ready  to  fall  down 
and  worship  the  boots  in  which  he  walks. 

How  do  men  live  ?    How  is  rent  paid  ?    How  does  the  dinner 
come  day  after  day  ?    As  a  rule,  there  is  dinner.    You  might 
live  lona;er  with  less  of  it,  but  you  can't  go  without  it  and  live 
34 
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long.  How  did  my  neighbor  23  earn  his  carriage,  and  how  did 
24  pay  for  his  house  V  As  I  am  writing  this  sentence  Mr.  Cox, 
who  collects  the  taxes  in  this  quarter,  walks  in.  How  do  you 
do,  Mr.  Cox '?  We  are  not  in  the  least  afraid  of  meeting  one 
another.  Time  was — two,  three  years  of  time — when  poor 
Philip  was  troubled  at  the  sight  of  Cox ;  and  this  troublous 
time  his  biographer  intends  to  pass  over  in  a  very  few  pages. 

At  the  end  of  six  months  the  .Upper  Ten  Thousand  of  New 
York  heard  with  modified  wonder  that  the  editor  of  that  fash- 
ionable journal  had  made  a  retreat  from  the  city,  carrying  with 
him  the  scanty  contents  of  the  till ;  so  the  contributions  of 
Philalethos  never  brough  our  poor  friend  any  dollars  at  all. 
But  though  one  fish  is  caught  and  eaten,  are  there  not  plenty 
more  left  in  the  sea  ?  At  this  very  time,  when  I  was  in  a  natu- 
ral state  of  despondency  about  poor  Philip's  affairs,  it  struck 
Tregarvan,  the  wealthy  Cornish  member  of  Parliament,  that  the 
Government  and  the  House  of  Commons  slighted  his  speeches 
and  his  views  on  foreign  politics ;  that  the  wife  of  the  Poreign 
Secretary  had  been  very  inattentive  to  Lady  Tregarvan  ;  that 
the  designs  of  a  certain  Great  Power  were  most  menacing  and 
dangerous,  and  ought  to  be  exposed  and  counteracted  ;  and  that 
the  peerage  which  he  had  long  desired  ought  to  be  bestowed  on 
him. 

Sir  John  Tregarvan  applied  to  certain  literary  and  political 
gentlemen  with  whom  he  was  acquainted.  He  would  bring  out 
the  European  Review.  He  would  expose  the  designs  of  that 
Great  Power  which  was  menacing  Europe.  He  would  show  up 
in  his  proper  colors  a  Minister  who  was  careless  of  the  country's 
honor,  and  forgetful  of  his  own  :  a  Minister  whose  arrogance 
ought  no  longer  to  be  tolerated  by  the  country  gentlemen  of 
England.  Sir  John,  a  little  man  in  brass  buttons,  and  a  tall 
head,  who  loves  to  hear  his  own  voice,  came  and  made  a  speech 
on  the  above  topics  to  the  writer  of  the  present  biography ;  that 
w'riter's  lady  was  in  his  study  as  Sir  John  expounded  his  views 
at  some  length.  She  listened  to  him  with  the  greatest  attention 
and  respect.  She  was  shocked  to  hear  of  the  ingratitude  of 
Government ;  astounded  and  terrified  by  his  exposition  of  the 
designs  of — of  that  Great  Power  whose  intrigues  were  so  menac- 
ing to  European  tranquillity.  She  was  most  deeply  interested 
in  the  idea  of  establishing  the  Revieiv.  He  would,  of  course,  be 
himself  the  editor ;  and — and —  (here  the  woman  looked  across 
the  table  at  her  husband  with  a  strange  triumph  in  her  eyes). 
She  knew,  they  both  knew,  the  very  man  of  all  the  world  who 
was  most  suited  to  ^ict  as  sub-editor  under  Sir  John — a  gentle- 
man, one  of  the  truest  that  ever  lived — a  university  man ;  a  man 
remarkably  versed  in  the  European  languages — that  is,  in  French 
most  certainly.  And  now  the  reader,  I  dare  say,  can  guess  who 
this  individual  was.    "  I  knew  it  at  once,"  says  the  lady,  after 
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Sir  John  had  taken  his  leave.  "  I  told  you  that  those  dear  chil- 
dren would  not  be  forsaUen."  And  I  would  no  more  try  and 
persuade  her  that  the  European  Review  was  not  ordained  of  all 
time  to  afford  maintenance  to  Philip  than  1  would  induce  her  to 
turn  Mormon,  and  accept  all  the  consequences  to  which  ladies 
must  submit  when  they  make  profession  of  that  creed. 

"  You  see,  my  love,"  I  say  to  the  partner  of  my  existence, 
"  what  other  things  must  have  been  ordained  of  all  time  as  well 
as  Philip's  appointment  to  be  sub-editor  of  the  European  Revieiu. 
It  must  have  been  decreed  ah  initio  that  Lady  Plinlimmon  should 
give  evening-parties,  in  order  that  she  might  offend  Lady  Tre- 
garvan  by  not  asking  her  to  those  parties.  It  musi  have  been 
ordained  by  fate  that  Lady  Tregarvan  should  be  of  a  jealous 
disposition,  so  that  she  might  hate  Lady  Plinlimmon,  and  was  to 
work  upon  her  husband,  and  inspire  him  with  anger  and  revolt 
against  his  chief.  It  must  have  been  ruled  by  destiny  that  Tre- 
garvan should  be  rather  a  weak  and  wordy  personage,  fancying 
that  he  had  a  talent  for  literary  composition.  Else  he  would 
not  have  thought  of  setting  up  the  Review.  Else  he  would 
never  have  been  angry  with  Lord  Plinlimmon  for  not  inviting 
him  to  tea.  Else  he  would  not  have  engaged  Philip  as  sub- 
editor. So,  you  see,  in  order  to  bring  about  this  event,  and  put  a 
couple  of  hundred  a  year  into  Philip  Firmin's  pocket,, the  Tre- 
garvans  have  to  be  born  from  the  earliest  times :  the  Plinlim- 
mons  have  to  spring  up  in  the  remotest  ages,  and  come  down  to 
the  present  day  :  Doctor  Firmin  has  to  be  a  rogue,  and  undergo 
his  destiny  of  cheating  his  son  of  money :  all  mankind  up  to 
the  origin  of  our  race  are  involved  in  your  proposition,  and  we 
actually  arrive  at  Adam  and  Eve,  who  are  but  fulfilling  their 
destiny,  which  was  to  be  the  ancestors  of  Philip  Firmin." 

"Even  in  our  first  parents  there  was  doubt  and  skepticism 
and  misgiving,"  says  the  lady,  with  strong  emphasis  on  the 
words.  "If  you  mean  to  say  that  there  is  no  such  thing  as  a 
Superior  Power  watching  over  us,  and  ordaining  things  for  our 
good,  you  are  an  atheist — and  such  a  thing  as  an  atheist  does 
not  exist  in  the  world,  and  I  would  not  believe  you  if  you  said 
you  were  one  twenty  times  over." 

I  mention  these  points  by  the  way,  and  as  samples  of  lady-like 
logic.  I  acknowledge  that  Philip  himself,  as  he  looks  back  at 
his  past  career,  is  very  much  moved.  "  I  do  not  deny,"  he  says, 
gravely,  "that  these  things  happened  in  the  natural  order.  I 
say  I  am  grateful  for  what  happened ;  and  look  back  at  the  past 
not  without  awe.  In  great  grief  and  danger  maybe,  I  have  had 
timely  rescue.  Under  great  sufferirg  I  have  met  with  supreme 
consolation.  When  the  trial  has  seemed  almost  too  hard  for  me 
it  has  ended,  and  our  darkness  has  been  lightened.  Ut  vivo  et 
valeo—si  valeo,  I  know  by  Whose  permission  this  is — and  would 
you  forbid  me  to  be  thankful  ?  to  be  thankful^  for  my  life  ;  to  be 
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thankful  for  my  children  ;  to  be  thankful  for  the  daily  bread 
•which  has  been  granted  to  me,  and  the  temptation  from  which  I 
have  been  rescued?  As  I  think  of  the  past  and  its  bitter  trials, 
I  bow  my  head  in  thanks  and  awe.  I  wanted  succor,  and  I 
found  it.  I  fell  on  evil  times,  and  good  friends  pitied  and  helped 
me — good  friends  like  yourself,  your  dear  wife,  many  another  I 
could  name.  In  what  moments  of  depression,  old  friend,  have 
you  not  seen  me  and  cheered  me?  Do  you  know  in  the  mo- 
ments of  our  grief  the  inexpressible  value  of  your  sympathy  ? 
Your  good  Samaritan  takes  out  only  two-pence  maybe  for  the 
wayfarer  whom  he  has  rescued,  but  the  little  timely  supply  saves 
a  life.  You  remember  dear  old  2^ed  St.  George- — dead  in  the 
West  Indies  years  ago?  Before  he  got  his  place  Ned  was  hang- 
ing on  in  London,  so  utterly  poor  and  ruined  that  he  had  not 
often  a  shilling  to  buy  a  dinner.  He  used  often  to  come  to  us, 
and  my  wife  and  our  children  loved  him  ;  and  I  used  to  leave  a 
heap  of  shillings  on  my  study-table,  so  that  he  might  take  two 
or  three  as  he  wanted  them.  Of  course  you  remember  him. 
You  were  at  the  dinner  which  we  gave  him  on  his  getting  his 
place.  I  forget  the  cost  of  that  dinner;  but  I  remember  my 
share  amounted  to  the  exact  number  of  shillings  which  poor  Ned 
had  taken  oif  my  table.  He  gave  me  the  money  then  and  there 
at  the  tavern  at  Blackwall.  He  said  it  seemed  providential. 
But  for  those  shillings,  and  the  constant  welcome  at  our  poor 
little  table,  he  said  he  thought  he  should  have  made  away  with 
his  life.  I  am  not  bragging  of  the  two-pence  which- 1  gave,  but 
thanking  God  for  sending  me  there  to  give  it.  Benedico  hene- 
dictus. 

I  wonder  sometimes  am  I  the  I  of  twenty  years  ago  ?  before 
our  heads  were  bald,  friend,  and  when  the  little  ones  reached  up 
to  our  knees.  Before  dinner  you  saw  me  in  the  library  reading 
in  that  old  European  Review  which  your  friend  Tregarvan  estab- 
lished. I  came  upon  an  article  of  my  own,  and  a  very  dull  one 
on  a  subject  which  I  know  nothing  about :  "  Persian  Politics, 
and  the  Intrigues  at  the  Court  of  Teheran."  It  was  done  to  order. 
Tregarvan  had  some  special  interest  about  Persia,  or  wanted  to 
vex.Sir  Thomas  Nobbles,  who  was  minister  there.  I  breakfasted 
with  Tregarvan  in  the  Albany,  the  facts  (we  will  call  them  facts) 
and  papers  were  supplied  to  me,  and  1  went  home  to  point  out 
the  delinquencies  of  Sir  Thomas,  and  the  atrocious  intrigues  of 
the  Russian  Court.  Well,  sir.  Nobbles,  Tregarvan,  Teheran, 
all  disappeared  as  I  looked  at  the  text  in  the  old  volume  of  the 
Review.  I  saw  a  deal  table  in  a  little  room,  and  a  reading-lamp, 
and  a  young  fellow  writing  at  it,  with  a  sad  heart,  and  a  dread- 
ful apprehension  torturing  him.  One  of  our  children  was  ill  in 
the  adjoining  room,  and  I  have  before  me  the  figure  of  my  wife 
coming  in  from^time  to  time  to  my  room  and  saying,  "  She  is 
asleep  now,  and  the  fever  is  much  lower." 
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Here  our  conversation  was  interrupted  by  the  entrance  of  a 
tall  young  lady,  who  says,  "  Papa,  the  cofi'ee  is  quite  cold  :  and 
the  carriage  will  be  here  very  soon,  and  both  mamma  and  my 
godmother  say  they  are  growing  very  angry.  Do  you  know  you 
have  been  talking  here  for  two  hours  ?" 

Had  two  hours  actually  slipped  away  as  we  sate  prattling  about 
old  times  ?  As  I  narrate  them,  I  prefer  to  give  Mr.  Firmin's 
account  of  his  adventures  in  his  own  words,  where  I  can  recall  or 
imitate  them.  Both  of  us  are  graver  and  more  reverend  seign- 
iors than  we  were  at  the  time  of  which  I  am  writing.  Has  not 
Firmin's  girl  grown  up  to  be  taller  than  her  godmother  ?  Veter- 
ans both,  we  love  to  prattle  about  the  merry  days  when  we  were 
young — (the  merry  days  ?  no,  tlie  past  is  never  merry) — about 
the  days  when  we  were  young ;  and  do  we  grow  young  in  talk- 
ing of  them,  or  only  indulge  in  a  senile  cheerfulness  and  pro- 
lij*y? 

Tregarvan  sleeps  with  his  Cornish  fathers :  Europe  for  many 
years  has  gone  on  without  her  Review  ;  but  it  is  a  certainty  that 
the_  establishment  of  that  occult  organ  of  opinion  tended  very 
much  to  benefit  Philip  Firmin,  and  helped  for  a  while  to  supply 
him  and  several  innocent  people  dependent  on  him  with  their 
daily  bread.  Of  course,  as  they  were  so  poor,  this  worthy  family 
increased  and  multiplied ;  and  as  they  increased,  and  as  they 
multiplied,  my  wife  insists  that  I  should  point  out  how  support 
was  found  for  them.  When  there  was  a  second  child  in  Philip's 
nursery  he  would  have  removed  from  his  lodgings  in  Thornhaugh 
street  but  for  the  prayers  and  commands  of  the  affectionate 
Little  Sister,  who  insisted  that  there  was  plenty  of  room,  in  the 
house  for  everybody,  and  who  said  that  if  Philip  went  away  she 
would  cut  oflf  her  little  godchild  with  a  shilling.  And  then  indeed 
it  was  discovered,  for  the  first  time,  that  this  faithful  and  affec- 
tionate creature  had  endowed  Philip  with  all  her  little  property. 
These  are  the  rays  of  sunshine  in  the  dungeon.  These  are  the 
drops  of  water  in  the  desert.  And  with  a  full  heart  our  friend 
acknowledges  how  comfort  came  to  him  in  his  hour  of  need. 

Though  Mr.  Firmin  has  a  very  grateful  heart,  it  has  been  ad- 
mitted that  he  was  a  loud  disagreeable  Firmin  at  times,  impetu- 
ous in  his  talk  and  violent  in  his  behavior  :  and  we  are  now  come 
to  that  period  of  his  history  when  he  had  a  quarrel,  in  which  I 
am  sorry  to  say  Mr.  Philip  was  in  the  wrong.  *  Why  do  we  con- 
sort with  those  whom  we  dislike  ?  Why  is  it  that  m&n  will  try 
and  associate  between  whom  no  love  is  ?  I  think  it  was  the 
ladies  who  tried  to  reconcile  Philip  and  his  master ;  who  brought 
them  together,  and  strove  to  make  them  friends ;  but  the  more 
they  met  the  more  they  disliked  each  other ;  and  now  the  Muse 
has  to  relate  their  final  and  irreconcilable  rupture. 

Of  Mugford's  wrath  the  direful  tale  relate,  O  Muse !  and 
Philip's  pitiable  fate,    I  have  shown  how  the  men  had  long  been 
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inwardly  envenomed  one  against  another.  "Because  Firmin  is 
as  poor  as  a  rat,  that's  no  reason  why  he  should  adopt  that  haw- 
haw  manner,  and  them  high  and  mighty  airs  toward  a  man  who 
gives  him  the  bread  he  eats,"  Mugford  argued  not  unjustly. 
"  What  do  /  care  for  his  being  a  university  man  V  I  gim  as  good 
as  he  is.  I.am  better  than  his  old  scamp  of  a  father,  who  was  a 
college  man  too,  and  lived  in  fine  company.  I  made  my  own 
way  in  the  world,  independent,  and  supported  myself  since  I 
was  fourteen  years  of  age,  and  helped  my  mother  and  brothers 
too,  and  that's  more  than  my  sub-editor  can  say,  who  can't  sup- 
port himself  yet.  I  could  get  fifty  sub-editors  as  good  as  he  is, 
by  calling  out  of  window  into  the  street,  I  could.  I  say,  hang 
Firmin  !  I 'm  a  losing  all  patience  with  him."  On  the  other  hand, 
Mr.  Philip  was  in  the  habit  of  speaking  his  mind  with  equal 
candor.  "  What  right  has  that  person  to  call  me  Firmia?"  he 
asked.  "  I  am  Firmin  to  my  equals  and  friends.  I  am  this  man's 
laborer  at  four  guineas  a  week.  I  give  him  his  money's  worth, 
and  on  every  Saturday  evening  we  are  quits.  Call  me  Philip 
indeed,  and  strike  me  in  the  side.  I  choke,  sir,  as  I  think  of  the 
confounded  familiarity  !"  "  Confound  bis  impudence  !"  was  the 
cry,  and  the  not  unjust  cry  of  the  laborer  and  his  employer.  The 
men  should  have  been  kept  apart :  and  it  was  a  most  mistaken 
Christian  charity  and  female  conspiracy  which  brought  them 
together.  "  Another  invitation  from  Mugford.  It  was  agreed 
that  I  was  never  to  go  again,  and  I  won't  go,"  said  Philip  to  his 
meek  wife.    "  Write  and  say  we  are  engaged,  Charlotte." 

"  It  is  for  the  18th  of  next  month,  and  this  is  the  23d,"  said 
poor  Charlotte.  "  We  can't  well  say  that  we  are  engaged  so 
far  off." 

"  It  is  for  one  of  his  grand  ceremony  parties,"  urged  the  Little 
Sister.  "  You  can't  come  to  no  quarrelling  there.  He  has  a  good 
heart.  So  have  you.  There  s  no  good  quarrelling  with  him.  Oh, 
Philip,  do  forgive,  and  be  friends  !"  Philip  yielded  to  the  remon- 
strances of  the  women,  as  we  all  do ;  .and  a  letter  was  sent  to 
Hampstead  announcing  that  Mr.  and  Mrs.  P.  F.  would  have  the 
honor  of,  etc. 

In  his  quality  of  newspaper  proprietor,  musical  professors  and 
opera  singers  paid  much  court  to  Mr.  Mugford  ;  and  he  liked  to 
entertain  them  at  his  hospitable  table ;  to  brag  about  his  wines, 
cookery,  plate,  garden,  prosperity,  and  private  virtue,  during 
dinner,  while  the  artists  sate  respectfully  listening  to  him  ;  and 
to  go  to  sleep  and  snore,  or  wake  up  and  join  cheerfully  in  a  cho- 
rus when  the  professional  people  performed  in  the  drawing-room. 
Now,  there  was  a  lady  vfho  was  once  known  on  the  theatre  by  the 
jaame  of  Mrs.  Kavenswing,  and  who  had  been  forced  on  to  the 
stage  by  the  misconduct  of  her  husband,  a  certain  Walker,  one 
of  the  greatest  scamps  who  ever  entered  a  jail.  On  Walker's 
death  this  lady  married  a  Mr.  Woolsey,  a  wealthy  tailor,  who 
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retired  from  his  business,  as  he  caused  his  wife  to  withdraw  from 
hers. 

Now,  more  worthy  and  honorable  people  do  not  live  than 
Woolse/  and  his  wife,  as  those  know  who  were  acquainted  with 
their  history.  Mrs.  Woolsey  is  loud.  Her  h's  are  by  no  means 
where  they  should  be  ;  her  knife  at  dinner  is  often  where  it  should 
not  be.  She  calls  men  aloud  by  their  names,  and  without  any 
preEx  of  courtesy.  She  is  very  fond  of  porter,  and  has  no  scru- 
ple in  asking  for  it.  She  sits  down  to  play  the  piano  and  to  sing 
with  perfect  good-nature,  and  if  you  look  at  her  hands  as  they 
wander  over  the  keys — well,  I  don't  wish  to  say  anything  unkind, 
but  I  am  forced  to  own  that  those  hands  are  not  so  white  as  the 
ivory  which  they  thump.  Woolsey  sits  in  perfect  vaptur3  listen- 
ing to  his  wife.  Mugford  presses  her  to  take  a  glass  of  "  some- 
think  "  afterward ;  and  the  good-natured  soul  says  she  will  take 
something  'ot.  She  sits  and  listens  with  infiaite  patience  and 
good-humor  while  the  little  Mugfords  go  through  their  horrible 
little  musical  exercises ;  and  these  over,  she  is  ready  to  go  back 
to  the  piano  again,  and  sing  more  songs,  and  drink  more  'ot. 

I  do  not  say  that  this  was  an  elegant  woman,  or  a  fitting  com- 
panion for  Mrs.  Philip ;  but  I  know  that  Mrs.  Woolsey  was  a 
good,  clever,  and  kindly  woman,  and  that  Philip  behaved  rudely 
to  her.  He  never  meant  to  be  rude  fo  her,  he  said ;  but  the 
truth  is,  he  treated  her,  her  husband,  Mugford,  and  Mrs.  Mug- 
ford,  with  a  haughty  ill-humor  which  utterly  exasperated  and 
perplexed  them. 

About  this  poor  lady,  who  was  modest  and  innocent  as  Susan- 
nah, Philip  bad  heard  some  wicked  elders  at  wicked  clubs  tell 
wicked  stories  in  old  times.  There  was  that  old  Trail,  for  in- 
stance; what  woman  escaped  from  hi.i  sneers  and  slander? 
There  were  others  who  could  be  named,  and  whose  testimony 
was  equally  untruthful.  On  an  ordinary  occasion  Philip  would 
never  have  cared  or  squabbled  about  a  question  of  precedence, 
and  would  have,  taken  any  place  assigned  to  him  at  any  table, 
But  when  Mrs.  Woolsey,  in  crumpled  satins  and  blowsy  lace, 
made  her  appearance,  and  was  eagerly  and  respectfully  saluted 
by  the  host  and  hostess,  Philip  remembered  those  early  stories 
about  the  poor  lady  ;  his  eyes  flashed  wrath,  and  his  breast  beat 
with  an  indignation  which  almost  choked  him.  Ask  that  woman 
to  meet  my  wife  ?  he  thought  to  himself,  and  looked  so  ferocious 
and  desperate  that  the  timid  little  wife  gazed  with  alarm  at  her 
Philip,  and  crept  up  to  him  and  whispered,  "  What  is  it,  dear  ?" 

ileanwhile,  Mrs.  aiugford  and  Mrs.  Woolsey  were  in  full  col- 
loquy about  the  weather,  the  nursery,  and  so  forth— and  Wool- 
sey and  Mugford  giviniT  each  other  the  hearty  grasp  of  friend- 
ship. Philip,  then,  scowling  at  the  newly-arrived  guests,  turn- 
ing his  £reat  hulkiiig  back  upon  the  company  and  talking  to  his 
wife,  presented  a  not  agreeable  figure  to  his  entertainer. 

"  Hang  the  fellow's  pride  !"  thought  Mugford.    "  He  chooses 
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■to  turn  his  back  upon  my  company  because  'Woolsey  was  a 
tradesman.  An  honest  tailor  is  better  than  a  bankrupt,  sivin- 
dling  doctor,  I  should  think.  Woolsfi/  need  not  be  ashamed  to 
isliow  his  face,  I  suppose.  "Why  did  \  ou  make  me  ask  that  fellar 
again.  Mrs.  M. '?  Don't  vou  see,  our  society  ain"t  sood  enough 
for  him?" 

i'hilip's  conduct,  then,  so  irritated  Mugford,  that  when  dinner 
was  announced  he  stepped  forward  and  offered  his  arm  to  Mrs. 
"Woolsey  ;  having  intended  in  the  first  instance  to  confer  that 
honor  upon  Charlotte,  'il  'H  show  him,"  thought  Mugford,  that 
an  honest  trademan  s  lady  who  pays  his  way,  and  is  not  afraid 
of  anybody,  is  better  ihjm  my  sub-editor's  wife,  the  daughter  of 
a  bankrupt  swell."  Though  the  dinner  was  iUiuninated  by  Mug- 
ford's  grandest  plate,  and  accompanied  by  his  very  best  wine,  it 
was  a  gloomy  and  weary  repast  to  several  people  present,  and 
Philip  and  Charlotte,  and  I  dare  say  Muglbrd,  thought  it  never 
would  be  done.  Mrs.  Woolsey,  to  be  sure,  placidly  ate  her  din- 
ner, and  drank  her  wine  ;  while,  remembering  these  wicked 
legends  sgainst  her,  Philip  sat-e  before  the  poor  unconscious 
lady,  silent,  with  glaring  eyes,  insolent  and  odious;  so  Bsuch  so, 
that  Mi  s.  Woolsey  imparted  to  Mrs.  Mugford  her  surmise  that 
the  tall  gentleman  must  have  got  out  of  bed  the  wrong  leg 
foremost. 

Well,  Mrs.  Woolsey  s  CEtrriage  and  Mr.  Firmin's  cab  were 
announced  at  the  same  moment ;  and  immediately  Philip  started 
up  and  beckoned  his  wife  away.  But  Mrs.  Woolsey's  carriage 
and  lamps  of  course  had  the  precedence  ;  and  this  lady  Mr.  Mug- 
ford accompanied  to  her  carriage  step. 

He  did  not  pay  the  same  attention  to  Mrs.  Firmin.  Most 
likely  he  forgot.  Possibly  he  did  not  think  etiquette  required  he 
shoiild  show  that  sort  of  politeness  to  a  sub-editor's  wife :  at  any 
rate,  he  was  not  so  rude  as  Philip  himself  had  been  during  the 
evening,  but  he  stood  in  the  hall  looking  at  his  guests  depaurting 
in- their  cab,  when,  in  a  sudden  gust  of  passion,  Philip  stepped 
out  of  the  carriage,  and  stalked  up  to  his  host,  who  stood  there 
in  his  own  hall  confronting  him,  Phihp  declared,  with  a  most 
impudent  smile  on  his  face. 

"  Come  back  to  light  a  pipe,  I  suppose  ?  Xice  thing  for  your 
wife,  ain't  it  ?"  said  Mugford,  relishing  his  own  joke. 

"  I  am  come  back,  sir,"  said  Philip,  glaring  at  Mug^rd,  to 
ask  how  you  dared  invite  Mrs.  Philip  Firmin  to  meet  that 
woman  ?" 

Hero,  on  his  side,  Mr.  Mugford  lost  his  temper,  and  from  this 
moment  nis  wrong  begins.  When  he  was  in  a  passion,  the  lan- 
guage used  by  Mr.  Mugford  was  not,  it  appears,  choice.  We 
have  heard  that  when  angry  he  was  in  the  habit  of  swearing 
freeiy  at  his  subordinates.  He  broke  out  on  this  occasion  also 
with  many  oaths.  He  told  Philip  that  he  would  stand  his  im- 
pudence no  longer ;  that  he  was  as  good  as  a  swindling  doctor  s 
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son  ;  that  though  he  had  n't  been  to  college,  he  could  buy  and 
pay  them  as  had ;  and  that  if  Philip  liked  to  come  into  the 
back-yard  for  ten  minutes  he 'd  give  him  one — two,  and  show 
him  whether  he  was  a  man  or.  not.  Poor  Char,  who,  indeed, 
fancied  that  her  husband  had  gone  back  to  light  bis  cigar,  sat 
a  while  unconscious  in  her  cab,  and  supposed  that  the  two  gen- 
tlemen were  engaged  on  newspaper  "hasihess.  When  Mugford 
began  to  pull  lais  coat  off,  she  sat  wondering,  but  not  in  the 
least  understanding  the  meaning  of  the  action.  Philip  had 
described  his  employer  as  walking  about  his  office  without  a 
coat  and  using  energetic  language. 

But  when,  attracted  by  the  loudness  of  the  talk,  Mrs.  Mug- 
ford  came  forth  from  her  neighboring  drawing-room,  accom- 
panied by  such  of  her  children  as  had  not  yet  gone  to  roost — 
when  seeing  Mugford  pulling  off  his  dress-coat,  she  began  to 
scream — when,  lifting  his  voice  over  hers,  Mugford  poured  forth 
oaths,  and  frantically  shook  his  fists  at  Philip,  asking  how  that 
blackguard  dared  insult  him  in  his  own  house,  and  proposing  to 
knock  his  head  off  at  that  moment — then  poor  Char,  in  a  wild 
alarm,  sprang  out  of  the  cab,  ran  to  her  husband,  whose  whole 
frame  was  throbbing,  whose  nostrils  were  snorting  with  passion. 
Then  Mrs.  Mugford,  springing  forward,  placed  her  ample  form 
before  her  husband's,  and  calling  Philip  a  great  cowardly  beast, 
asked  him  if  he  was  going  to  attack  that  little  old  man  ?  Then 
Mugford  dashing  his  coat  down  to  the  ground,  called  with  fresh 
oaths  to  Philip  to  come  on.  And,  in  fine,  there  was  a  most 
unpleasant  row,  occasioned  by  Mr.  Philip  Firmin's  hot  temper. 


CHAPTER  XXXV 

KES    ANGUSTA  DOMI. 

To  reconcile  these  two  men  was  impossible  after  such  a  quar- 
rel as  that  described  in  the  last  chapter.  The  only  chance  of 
peace  was  to  keep  the  two  men  apart.  If  they  met  they  would 
fly  at  each  other.  Mugford  always  persisted  that  he  could  have 
got  the  better  of  his  great  hulking  sub-editor,  who  did  not  know 
the  use  of  his  fists.  In  Mugford"s  youthful  time  bruising  was  a 
fashionable  art,  and  the  old  gentleman  still  believed  in  his  own 
skill  and  prowess.  "Don't  tell -me,"  he  would  say ;  "though 
the  fellar  is  as  big  as  a  life-guardsman,  I  would  have  doubled 
him  up  in  two  minutes."  1  am  very  glad,  for  poor  Charlotte's 
•  sake  and  his  own,  that  Philip  did  not  undergo  the  doubling-up 
process.  He  himself  felt  such  a  wrath  and  surprise  at  his  em- 
ployer as,  I  suppose,  a  lion  does  when  a  little  dog  attacks  him. 
1  should  not  like  to  be  that  little  dog,  nor  does  my  modest  and 
peaceful  nature  at  all  prompt  and  impel  me  to  combat  with 
lions. 
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THE  ADVESTCRES  OF  PHILII' 


It  was  mighty  well  Mr.  Philip  Firmin  had  shown  his  sjTirit 
and  quarrelled  with  his  bread-and-butter :  but  when  Saturday 
came  what  philanthropist  would  hand  four  sovereigns  and  four 
shillinsfs  over  to  Mr.  F.,  as  Vfr.  Burjoyce,  the  publisher  of  the 
Pall  Mall  Gazette,  had  been  accustomed  to  do  ?  I  will  say  for 
my  friend  that  a  stiil  keener  remorse  than  that  which  he  felt 
about  money  thrown  away  attended  him  when  he  found  that 
Mrs.  Woolsey,  toward  whom  he  had  cast  a  siJelong  stone  of 
persecution,  was  a  most  respectable  and  honorable  lady.  "  I 
should. like  to  go,  sir,  and  grovel  before  her,"  Philip  said,  in  hia 
energetic  way.  '■  If  I  see  that  tailor,  I  will  request  him  to  put 
his  foot  on  my  head  and  trample  on  me  with  his  highlows.  Oh, 
for  shame  1  for- shame  !  Shall  I  never  learn  charity  toward  my 
neighbors,  and  always  go  on  believing  in  the  lies  which  people 
tell  me  ?  When  I  meet  that  scoundrel  Trail  at  the  club  I  must 
chastise  him.  How  dared  he  take  away  the  reputation  of  an 
honest  woman  '?"  PhUip's  friends  besought  him,  for  the  sake  ot 
society  and  peace,  not  to  carry  this  quarrel  farther.  IF,"  we 
said,  "  every  woman  whom  Trail  has  maligned  had  a  champion 
who  should  box  Trail's  ears  at  the  club,  what  a  vulgar,  quarrel- 
some place  that  club  would  become  1  My  dear  Philip,  did  you 
ever  know  Mr.  Trail  say  a  good  word  of  man  or  woman  'f"  and 
by  these  or  similar  entreaties  and  arguments  we  succeeded  in 
keeping  the  Queen  s  peace. 

Yes ;  but  how  find  another  Pall  Mall  Gazette  f  Had  Philip 
possessed  seven  thousand  pounds  in  the  three  per  cents.,  hia 
income  would  have  been  no  greater  than  that  which  he  drew 
from  Mugford's  faithful  bank.  Ah  !  how  wonderful  ways  and 
means  are  !  WTien  I  think  how  this  very  line,  this  very  word, 
which  I  am  writing  represents  money,  I  am  lost  in  a  respectfui 
astonishment.  A  man  takes  his  own  case,  as  he  says  his  own 
prayers,  on  behalf  of  himself  and  his  family.  I  am  paid,  we  will 
say,  for  the  sake  of  illustration,  at  the  rate  of  aixpenee  per  line. 
With  the  words  ''Ah.  how  wonderful."  to  the  words  per  line," 
I  can  buy  a  loaf,  a  piece  of  buuor,  a  jug  of  milk,  a  mo  Jieum  ol 
tea — actually  enough  to  make  breakfast  for  the  family :  and  the 
servants  of  the  house ;  and  the  char-woman,  tfieir  servant,  can 
shake  up  the  tea-leaves  with  a  fresh  supply  of  water,  sop  the 
crusts,  and  get  a  meal,  tani  bienqiie  inal.  Wife,  children,  guests, 
servants,  char-woman,  we  are  all  actually  makin:r  a  meal  ofl 
Philip  Firmin's  bones  as  it  were.  And  my  nex:-door  neighbor, 
whom  I  see  spinning  away  to  chambers,  umbrella  in  hand 
And  next  door  bat  one  the  city  man  '?  And  next  door  but  two 
the  doLitor  I— I  know  the  baker  has  left  loaves  at  evL-rv  on?  oi 
their  doors  tiiis  moi'ain_'.  tliat  a.l  tiieir  ehimuevs  are  smoking, 
and  they  w;:i  all  have  breakfis:.  Ab,  thank  'God  for  it !  1 
hope,  friend,  you  and  I  are  not  too  proud  to  ask  for  our  daily 
bread,  and  to  be  grateful  for  getting  it '?  Mr.  Philip  had  to 
work  for  his,  in  care  and  trouble,  like  other  children  of  men  ■ 
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to  work  for  it,  and  1  hope  to  pray  for  it  too.  It  is  a  thought  to 
me  awful  and  beautiful,  that  of  the  daily  prayer,  and  of  the 
myriads  of  fc-l!ow-men  uttering  it,  in  care  and  in  sickness,  in 
doubt  and  in  poverty,  in  health  and  in  wealth.  Paneni  nostrum 
da  nobis  hodie.  Philip  whispers  it  by  the  bedside  where  wife 
and  child  lie  sleeping,  and  goes  to  his  early  labor  with  a  stouter 
heart :  as  he  creeps  to  his  rest  when  the  day's  labor  is  over,  an  1 
the  quotidian  bread  is  earned,  and  breathes  his  hushed  thanks 
to  the  bountiful  Giver  of  the  meal.  All  over  this  world  what 
an  endless  chorus  is  singing  of  love,  and  thanks,  and  prayer ! 
Day  tells  to  day  'he  wondrous  story,  and  night  recounts  it  into 
night.  How  do  I  come  to  think  of  a  sunrise  which  I  saw  near 
twenty  years  ago  on  the  !Nile,  when  the  river  and  sky  flushed 
aid  glowed  with  the  dawning  light,  and  as  the  luminary  ap- 
peared the  boatmen  knelt  on  the  rosy  deck  and  adored  Allah? 
So,  as  thy  sun  rises,  friend,  over  the  humble  housetops  round 
about  j'our  home,  shall  you  wake  many  and  many  a  day  to  duty 
and  labor.  May  the  task  have  been  honestly  done  when  the 
night  comes,  and  the  steward  deal  kindly  with  the  laborer! 

So  two  of  Philip's  'cables  cracked  and  gave  way  after  a  very 
brief  strain,  and  the  poor  fellow  held  by  nothing  now  but  that 
wonderful  European  Review  established  by  the  my  sterious  Tre- 
garvan.  Actors,  a  people  of  superstitions  and  traditions,  opine 
that  heaven,  in  some  mysterious  way,  makes  managers  for  their 
benefit.  In  like  manner.  Review  proprietors  are  sent  to  provide 
the  pabulum  for  us  men  of  letters.  With  what  complacency 
did  my  wife  listen  to  the  somewhat  long-winded  and  pompous 
oratory  of  Tregarvan  !  He  pompous  and  commonplace  ?  Mr. 
Tregarvan  spoke  with  excellent  good  sense.  That  wily  woman 
never  showed  she  was  tired  of  his  conversation.  She  praised 
him  to  Philip  behind  his  back,  and  would  not  allow  a  word  in 
his  disparagement.  As  a  doctor  will  punch  your  chest,  your 
liver,  your  heart,  listen  at  your  lungs,  squeeze  your  pulse,  and 
what  not,  so  this  wily  woman  studied,  shampooed,  auscultated 
Tregarvan.  Of  course  he  allowed  himself  to  be  operated  upon. 
Of  course  he  had  no  idea  that  the  lady  was  flattering,  wheed- 
ling, humbugging  him ;  but  thought  that  he  was  a  very  well- 
informed,  eloquent  man,  who  had  seen  and  read  a  great  deal, 
and  had  an  agreeable  method  of  imparting  his  knowledge,  and 
that  the  lady  in  question  was  a  sensible  woman,  naturally  eager 
for  more  information.  Go,  Delilah  !  I  understand  your  tricks  ! 
I  know  many  another  Omphale  in  London  who  will  coax  Her- 
cules away  from  h's  club  to  come  and  listen  to  her  wheedling  talk. 

One  great  difficulty  we  had  was  to  make  Phi'ip  read  Tregar- 
van's  own  articles  in  the  Revieiv.  He  at  fi^3t  said  he  could  not, 
or  that  he  could  not  remember  tliem  ;  so  that  there  was  no  use 
in  reading  them.  And  Philip's  new  master  used  to  make_ artful 
allusions  l;o  his  own  writings  in  the  course  of  conversation,  so 
that  our  unwary  friend  would  find  himself  under  examination  in 


4:  ^  TEK  Ar  •     r  rKi;*  cy  fhtlip 

iry  cA5::3l  iI::  ^?T•ew  -wltli  Tre^irvjt.  w!:oiif  opmioa?  c-a  free- 
:raif.  mali-rAx.  ::i:rz;r-:As.  EusiL?.  or  -srha:  nor. 

c::_^b:  c<e  aj^rptcd  cr  cer.ied.  but  ou^b;  at  .e.-ft  bi?  known. 
We  z;i-ie  Fhilir  ^et       h;f  o~iisfr's  Ardvlc's.    We  rn: 

je;::  --5  to  -im  vrivi'.y  rf -ir  ::-j  -  then: — ■•  eoac bed "  Mm.  a^- 
co:iin^  :o  the  utivirsirv  phr?.<i.  Mv  wife  caiibagyed  ria: 
wrervbej.  mimb<fr  ParL-araent  in  a  waj  wbijh  niikei  me 
fbiidier  when  1  rh'rk  ot  wba:  bTiwrisy  tie  JcS.  is  oipAble. 
T:;c*e  arts  .i-  .;  di?* 'z;.:.;!^;^?  with  urbi, h  sir  wheedles  oiiers  ; 
SHrr-:ie  sbe  exe7\  ised  them  c-n  ;-;.r  •  Horrible  rbou^b:  I  2so, 
ancri  I  To  o:bers  :h,-u  mayes:  be  a  c>.v.xin_  hTpociite :  tome 
tbrv:  art  3II  oindor.  O:.'.^"  Ec-r  may  aave  been  hiunbn;g-ed  by 
o:ier  wociiz;  but  I  am  -ot  to  be  t,iktii  in  by  thai  scrt  ot  tning: 

We  ~3d  tier  so  cr.ch  rer  arntLs:  ii  editor.  We  were  p&id, 
besii-i.  ."'or  ;ur  articles.  We  n.vd  really  a  snu^  little  pen;>i<Bi 
O'.-t  of  tbi-  iir:-::;o.  and  we  '^r.iyed  ii  mi^-t  list  for  eTcr.  We 
nii^rbt  write  a  uovd.  We  might  onrritute  artieles  to  a  diily 
paper:  ^et  a  little  t  irliamentAry  practice  as  a  barrister.  We 
aoizaily  dtd  ;ot  Piulip  into  &  rsilway  Ase  :r  two.  and  my  wife 
must  te  ooixitij  and  buj^ing  s-tli  itor^'  ladiei.  ;vs  she  had  whee- 
dlid  ind  coxsod  niemccrs  o:'  r  irllainert.  Why.  I  do  b-eideTe 
my  Pelilsh  set  up  a  dircition  wifa  old  BLsbcp  Crv'^tioVs,  ■sritii 
au  idea  of  ge  tiu^  her  i-^i(z,:c  i  liviu;  :  and  though  the  lady 
indigr  Artly  rtpuiiates  this  ^.harire.  will  she  be  pleised  to  e:splain 
how  the  bishtp  s  serntccs  Trere  so  oatrs^eoosly  praised  in  the 
Eivieic  f 

Puidp  s  rt  ughcjics  .ind  irAnkreis  did  not  disolease  Tregamn, 
:c  the  T.  ouder  of  us  all.  who  trembied  lest  he  shculd  lose  this,  as 
he  hjd  lost  his  tormer  place.  iMr.  Tre^arvan  h.id  more  coantrr- 
utuses  than  cue.  -vnd  at  these  not  only  was  the  editor  of  the 
E^ie:c  made  we^cotne,  but  the  editor's  wit'e  and  ohi'dren,  whom 
Tregarvan's  tsdt'e  to^ok  iu  espec  ial  regard.  In  Lou  ion  Lady  Mary 
hai  assenibiies.  wcere  otir  .;ttlr  :r;end  Charlotte  made  her 
arDearance  :  and  halt  a  dozen  tinics  in  the  course  01  the  season 
the  wealthy  Cornish  gen'icman  feasted  his  retainers  of  the 
E'Siridic.  His  wine  was  ex:  ellent  and  old :  his  jokes  were  old  too ; 
his  table  pompous,  grave.  plenrifuL  It  Philip  was  to  eat  the 
bread  of  dependence,  the  loaf  was  here  rery  kindlv  preiwed  for 
him.  and  he  ate  it  humbly  and  w-th  not  too  much  irunibdng. 
This  diet  chokes  seme  proud  stomachs  and  dijagrtes  with  them; 
bat  Philip  was  very  huniele  now.  jjii  of  a  nature  grateful  for 
kindnciiS.  He  is  one  who  requires  the  help  (rt"  friends,  and  can 
accept  benenti  without  losing  indep-endcu.e — not  all  men's  ^itts. 
but  some  men's,  wucci  he  repaps  no:  only  with  coin  but  with  an 
immerse  anectton  and  grat'.tu  .e.  How  that  man  did  lau^h  at 
my  witticisms!  Hew  ne  wotshirt^ed  the  iucuiii  on  which  mv  wife 
walked;  He  ^ected  himself  cur  champion.  He  quarrtl'ed  with 
other  people  who  found  liault  with  our  characters  or  would  not  see 
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our  perfections.  There  was  something  afFectinp;  in  the  way  in 
which  this  big  man  took  the  humble  place.  Wc  could  do  no 
wrong  in  his  eyes ;  and  woe  betide  the  man  who  spoke  dispar- 
agingly of  us  in  his  presence  ! 

One  day,  at  his  patron's  table,  Philip  exercised  his  valor  and 
championship  in  our  behalf  by  defending  us  against  the  evil- 
speaking  of  that  Mr.  Trail,  who  has  been  mentioned  before  as  a 
gentleman  difficult  to  please  and  credulous  of  ill  regarding  his 
neighbor.  The  talk  happened  to  fall  upon  the  character  of  the 
reader's  most  humble  servant,  and  Trail,  as  mav  be  imagined, 
spared  me  no  more  than  the  rest  of  mankind.  Would  you  like 
to  be  liked  by  all  people  ?  That  would  be  a  reason  why  Trail 
should  hate  you.  Were  you  an  angel  fresh  dropped  from  the 
skies  he  would  espy  dirt  on  your  robe,  and  a  black  feather  or 
two  in  your  wing.  As  for  me,  I  know  I  am  not  angelical  at  all ; 
and  in  walking  my  native  earth  can't  help  a  little  mud  on  my 
trousers.  Well :  Sir.  Trail  began  to  paint  my  portrait,  laying  on 
those  dark  shadows  which  that  well-known  master  is  in  the  habit 
of  employing  I  was  a  parasite  of  the  nobility  ;  I  was  a  heartless 
sycophant,  house-breaker,  drunkard,  murderer,  returned  convict, 
etc.,  etc.  With  a  little  imagination  Mrs.  Candor  can  fill  up  the 
outline,  and  arrange  the  colors  so  as  to  suit  her  amiable  fancy. 

Philip  had  come  late  to  dinner — of  this  fault,  I  must  confess,  he 
is  guilty  only  too  often.  The  company  were  at  table  ;  he  took 
the  only  place  vacant,  and  this  happened  to  be  at  the  side  of  Mr. 
Trail.  On  Trail's  other  side  was  a  portly  individual,  of  a  healthy 
and  rosy  countenance  and  voluminous  white  waistcoat,  to  whom 
Trail  directed  much  of  his  amiable  talk,  and  whom  he  addressed 
once  or  twice  as  Sir  John.  Once  or  twice  already  we  have  seen 
how  Philip  has  quarrelled  at  table.  He  cried  mea  culpa  loudly 
and  honestly  enough.  He  made  vows  of  reform  in  this  par- 
ticular. He  succeeded,  dearly  beloved  brethren,  not  much 
worse  or  better  than  you  or  I  do,  who  conibss  our  faults,  and  go 
on  promising  to  improve,  and  stumbling  and  picking  ourselves 
up  every  day.  The  pavement  of  life  is  strewn  with  orange-peel, 
and  who  has  not  slipped  on  the  flags  ? 

"  He  is  the  most  conceited  man  in  London,"  Trail  was  going 
on,  "  and  one  of  the  most  worldly.  He  will  throw  over  a  colonel 
to  dine  with  a  general.  He  would  n't  throw  over  you  two  baron- 
ets— he  is  a  great  deal  too  shrewd  a  fellow  for  that.  He  would 
not  give  you  up,  perhaps,  to  dine  with  a  lord,  but  any  ordinary 
baronet  he  would." 

"  And  why  not  us  as  well  as  the  rest  ?"  asks  Trevargan,  who 
seemed  amused  at  the  spRdkcr's  chatter. 

"  Because  you  are  not  like  common  baronets  at  all.  Because 
your  estates  are  a  great  deal  too  large.  Because,  I  suppose,  you 
might  either  of  you  go  to  the  Upper  House  any  day.  Because,  as 
an  author,  he  may  be  supposed  to  be  afraid  of  a  certain  Revieio," 
cries  Trail,  with  a  loud  laugh. 
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'•  Trail  is  speaking  of  a  friend  of  touts,"  cried  Sir  John,  nod- 
diner  and  smiling  to  the  new-comer. 

Very  luckv  for  my  friend,"  growls  Philip,  and  eats  his  sonp 
in  silence. 

'■  By  the  way,  that  article  of  his  on  Madame  de  JroTigne  is 
poor  stuti.  No  knowledge  of  the  period.  Three  gross  blunders 
in  French.  A  man  can  t  write  of  French  sonety  nnless  he  has 
lived  in  French  society.  What  docS  Pen']eiir.is  kcow  of  it  ?  A 
man  who  makes  blanders  like  those  can't  understand  French.  A 
man  who  can't  speak  FrcK'h  cant  get  cn  in  French  society. 
Therefore  he  can't  write  about  French  society.  All  these  prop- 
ositions are  clear  enough.  Thank  you.  Dry  cbami  -agne.  if  you 
please.  He  is  enormously  overrated,  I  tell  yon  :  and  so  is  his 
wife.  They  used  to  put  her  forward  as  a  beauty  ;  and  she  is  only 
a  dowdv  woman  out  of  a  nnrsery.    She  has  no  style  a'ooat  her." 

••  ,'~he  is  on'y  one  of  the  'oes:  women  in  the  world,''  ilr.  Firmin 
called  out,  turning  very  red,  and  hereupon  entered  into  a  defence 
of  our  characters,  and  prcEOunced  an  enlogium  upon  both  and 
each  of  us.  in  which  I  'r.ope  there  was  sorae  litiie  troth.  However, 
he  spoke  with  great  enthusiasm,  and  3Ir.  Trail  found  himself  in 
a  minority. 

•■  You  are  right  to  stand  up  for  your  friends.  Firmin  "'  cried 
the  host.    ••  Let  me  introduce  you  to — '' 

''  Let  me  introduce  myself,'  said  the  gentleman  on  the  other 
side  of  Mr.  Trail.  '  Mr.  Firmin,  you  and  I  are  kinsmen — I  am 
Sir  John  Eingvrcc-d."  And  Sir  John  reached  a  hand  to  Philip 
across  Trail's  chair.  They  talked  a  great  deal  tosether  in  the 
course  of  the  eveiung:  and  when  Mr.  Trail  found  that  the  great 
northern  baronet  was  friendly  and  familiar  with  Piailip.  and 
claimed  relationship  with  him,  his  manner  toward  Firmin  altered. 
He  pronounced  atf  erward  a  warm  eulogy  upon  >ir  John  for  his 
frankness  and  good-nature  in  recognizing  his  untortunate  rela- 
tive, and  charitably  said,  "  Philip  might  not  he  like  the  doctor, 
and  could  not  help  having  a  rogue  for  a  father."  In  former 
days  Trail  had  eaten  and  drunken  freely  at  that  rogue's  table. 
But  we  must  have  truth,  you  know,  before  all  thinss;  and  if 
your  own  brother  has  committed  a  sin,  common  iustice  requ^pes 
that  you  should  stone  him. 

In  former  days,  and  not  long  after  Lord  Eingwood's  death, 
Philip  had  left  his  card  at  this  kinsman  s  door,  and  Sir  John's 
butler,  driving  in  nis  master  s  brougham,  had  left  a  card  upon 
Philip,  who  v»as  not  over  well  pleased  hy  this  acknowledirment 
of  his  civility,  and,  in  fact,  employed  abusive  epithets  when  he 
spoke  of  the  transaction.  But  when  the  t-s-o  gentlemen  actually 
met.  their  intercourse  was  kindly  and  pleasant  enough.  Sir 
John  listened  to  his  relative's  talk — and  it  appears  Philip  com- 
ported himself  with  his  usual  free  and  easy  manner — with  inter- 
est and  curiosity ;  and  owned  afterw.ard  that  evil  toneues  had 
previously  been  busy  with  the  young  man  *  character,  aod  that 
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slander  and  tintruth  had  been  spoken  regarding  him.  In  this 
respect,  if  Phih'p  is  worse  oS  than  Eis  neighbors,  I  can  only 
saj  his  neighbors  are  fortunate. 

Two  days  after  the  meeting  of  the  cousins,  the  tranquillity  of 
Thornhaugh  street  was  disturbed  by  the  appearance  of  a  mag- 
nificent yellow  chariot,  with  crests,  hammer-cloths,  a  bewigged 
coachman,  and  a  powdered  footman.  Betsy,  the  nurse,  who 
was  going  to  taie  baby  out  for  a  walk,  encountered  this  giant 
on  the  threshold  of  Mrs.  Brandon's  door,  and  a  lady  within  the 
chariot  delivered  three  cards  to  the  tall  menial,  who  transferred 
them  to  Betsy.  And  Betsy  persisted  in  saying  that  the  lady  in 
the  carriage  admired  baby  very  much,  and  asked  its  age,  at 
which  baby's  mamma  was  cot  in  the  least  surprised.  In  due 
course  an  invitation  to  dinner  followed,  and  GUI'  friends  became 
acquainted  with  their  kinsfolk. 

If  yfeu  have  a  good  memory  for  pedigrees — and  in  my  youth- 
ful time  every  man  de  hmne  maison  studied  genealogies,  and 
had  his  English  families  in  his  memory — you  know  that  this  Sir 
John  Ringwood,  who  succeeded  to  the  principal  portion  of  the 
estates,  but  not  to  the  titles  of  the  late  earl,  was  descended  from 
a  mutual  ancestor,  a  Sir  John,  whose  elder  son  was  ennobled 
(temp.  Geo.  I),  while  the  second  son,  following  the  legal  profes- 
sion, became  a  judge,  and  had  a  son,  who  became  a  baronet,  and 
who  begat  that  present  Sir  John  who  has  just  been  shaking 
hands  with  Philip  across  Trail's  back.*  Thus  the  two  men  were 


*  Copied,  by  l  ennissinD  of  P.  FirmiTi,  Esq.,  from  the  Genealogical  Tree  in  liis 

Sir  J.  Kingwood.  Bafrt.. 
of  Wiijgfite  and  Whiiibam. 
b.  It49:  ob.  ITio. 


Sir  J„  Bart., 
let  Baron  Ringwocd- 
ob.  1770. 


Sir  Philip.  Knt.. 
■1  Baron  of  the  Exchequer. 


John.  2d  Baron, 
created  Earl  of  Ring^'ood 
and  Tisct.  Cinqbars. 

Charles.  Visct.  Ciiiqbai  s. 
b.  1802:  ob.  1524. 


Philip, 
I  C'jlonel  in  the  Armj. 
ob.  ISCS. 


Sir  John.  Bart., 
of  the  Hays. 


Sir  John  of  the  Hays, 

and  now  of  - 
Wir.jrate  and  Whipham, 
has  issue. 


Maria, 

t.  isca, 

md.  Talbot  Twysden,. 
and  had  issue. 


Louisa, 
b.  liCi2. 
md.  G.  B.Firmiu,  Esq.,  M.D. 


Philip,  b.  1S2.5, 

subject  of  the 
preaent  Memoir. 


Oliver.  Ireton, 
Hampden.  Franklin, 
and  daughters. 
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cousins;  and  in  ri<Tlit  of  the  heiress,  his  poor  mother,  Philip 
might  quarter  the  Ringwood  arms  on  his  carriage  whenever  he 
drove  out.  These,  you  know,  are  argent,  a  dexter  sinople  on  a 
fesse  wavT  of  the  first — or  pick  out.  my  dear  friend,  any  coat 
you  like  out  of  the  whole  heraldic  wardrobe,  and  aecommodate 
it  to  our  friend  Firmin. 

When  he  was  a  young  man  at  college  Philip  had  dabbled  a 
little  in  this  queer  science  of  heraldry,  and  used  to  try  and  be- 
lieve the  legends  about  his  ancestry  which  his  fond  mother  im- 
parted to  him.  He  had  a  great  book-plate  made  for  himself, 
with  a  prodigious  number  of  quarterings,  and  could  recite  the 
alliances  by  which  such  and  such  a  quartering  came  into  his 
shield.  His  father  rather  confirmed  these  histories,  and  spoke 
of  them  and  of  his  wife's  noble  family  with  much  respect :  and 
Philip,  artlessly  whispering  to  a  vulgar  boy  at  school  that  he 
was  descended  from  King  John,  was  thrashed  very  unkindly  by 
the  vulgar  upper  boy,  and  nicknamed  King  John  for  many  a 
long  day  after.  I  dare  say  many  other  gentlemen  who  profess 
to  trace  their  descent  from  ancient  kings  have  no  better  or 
worse  authority  for  their  pedigree  than  friend  Philip. 

When  our  friend  paid  his  second  visit  to  Sir  John  Ringwood 
he  was  introduced  to  his  kinsman's  library.  A  great  family- 
tree  hung  over  the  mantle-piece,  surrounded  by  a  whole  gallery 
of  defunct  Ringwoods,  of  whom  the  baronet  was  now  the  repre- 
sentative. He  quoted  to  Philip  the  hackneyed  old  Horatian 
lines  (some  score  of  years  ago  a  great  deal  of  that  old  coin  was 
current  in  conversation).  As  for  family,  he  said,  and  ancestors, 
and  what  we  have  not  done  ourselves,  these  things  we  can  hard- 
ly call  ours  !  Sir  John  gave  Philip  to  understand  that  he  was 
a  stanch  liberal.  Sir  John  had  fired  a  shot  from  the  Paris  bar- 
ricades. Sir  John  was  for  the  rights  of  man  everywhere  all 
over  the  world.  He  had  pictures  of  Franklin,  Lafayette, 
Washington,  and  the  First  Consul  Bonaparte  on  his  walls  along 
with  bis  ancestors.  He  had  lithograph  copies  of  Magna  Charta, 
the  Declaration  of  American  Independence,  and  the  Signatures 
to  the  Death  of  Charles  1.  He  did  not  scruple  to  own  his  pref- 
erence for  republican  institutions.  He  wished  to  know  what 
right  had  any  man — the  late  Lord  Ringwood,  for  example — to 
sit  in  a  hereditary  House  of  Peers  and  legislate  over  him?  That 
lord  had  had  a  son,  Cinqbars,  who  died  many  years  before,  a 
victim  of  his  own  follies  and  debauiiheries.  Had  Lord  Cinqbars 
survived  his  father,  he  would  now  be  sitting  an  earl  in  the 
House  of  Peers — the  most  ignorant  youngs  man,  the  most  un- 
principled youiig  man,  reckless,  dissolute,  of  the  feeblest  intel- 
lect and  the  worst  life.  Well,  had  he  lived  and  inherited  the 
Ringwood  property,  that  creature  would  have  been  an  earl ; 
whereas  he,  Sir  John,  his  superior  in  morals,  in  character,  in 
intellect,  his  equal  in  point  of  birth  (for  had  they  not  both  a 
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coramon  ancestor  V)  was  Sir  John  still.  Tli,e  inequalities  in. 
E!  n's  chances  in  life  were  monstrous  and  ridiculous.  He  was 
cteterrrsined,  hencuforth,  to  looic  at  a  man  for  himself  alone,  i-:,-^ 
T*ot  %=tf  em  him  for  aay  of  the  absurd  caprices  of  fortune.  > 

A#  the  r'-'pii,bliceii  was  talking  to  his  relative  a  servant  came 
into  the  rooui  and  whispered  to  his  master  that  the  plumber  h9,(] 
come  with  hiy  bill  as  by  apjioirument ;  upon  which  Sir  John  rc-se 
up  in  a  fiTV,  asked  the  servant  horr  he  dared  to  disturb  him,  a>\i' 
m/'.K  him  tsil  t£-e;pluinbar  to  go  to  the  lowest  depths  of  Tartar  us. 
J^Tothing  could  eqn?.i  the  insolence  and  rapacity  of  tradsscieii, 
he  fsid,  except  ih^-  iasolancs  and  idleness  of  servants ;  awd  he 
called  this  one  back,  and  asked  him  how  he  dared  to  leave  the 
fir«  in  thpz  -iiare  V — itoraiod  and  raged  at  him  with  a  volubility 
which  astonished  his  new  acquaintance  ;  and,  the  man  being; 
gor:-;,  resumed  his  pr->vioii8  subject  of  conversation,  viz..  natufai 
e(.:ua!!tT  ;\T\d  the  on'ra^eoixs  irjjustice  of  the  present  sc;'^! 
system.  After  talking  jor  half  an  hour,  during  which  Fbiiip 
found  tha  t  he  himself  could  hardly  find  an  opportunity  o-f  utte' 
ing  H  v-oi';.  Sir  John  took  or.:,  bis  watch  and  got  up  from  his  chair; 

v.'bic'i  hir  t  Phi]!;)  too  rose,  not  sorry  to  bring'the  intervinw  to 
si;  end-.  And  hcrev/itb  Sir  .John  accompanied  .his  kinsm'an  into 
the  hal",  snd  to  the  stree i-'loo. ,  before  which  the  baronet's  groom. 
■=.7.3.5  riding,  .  --..ding  his  S-n.-ster's  horse.  And  Philip  heav.,.  the 
baronet  .using  violent  languri^';  %  the  groom,  as  he  had  doriO  to 
zh-'.  "ftr  .  aat  vTi(  bin' doors.  Wh;,  ,  the  army  in  Flanders  (il'i  nor, 
r*^-.;a.v  mor;  '..^rr'b'y  tha'"  this  admirer  of  republican  institutions 
and  advocate  rj"'the  rights  of  man. 

Piiiiiyj  Tvu:.'  noc  aliowid  to  go  away  without  appc'hitiag  d.^y 
when  bo  and  his  v/ife  wo'jid  pp  rtake  of  their  kinsman's  hospitf  lity.. 
On  thi.s  occasion  Mrs,  Philip  comported  Jierself  with  so  r.  .  "  - 
grace  and  simplicity  that  Sir  John  and  Lady  Ringwood  pro- 
nounced her  to  be  a  very  pb  a^sing;  and  lady-like,  person,  ;uiG  I 
fi^'e  &3,v  i.7or.'i.;red  how  a  person  in  her  rank  of  life  coul.';  have 
n.";pjirc  l  indaners  that  were  so  refined  and  agreeable.  Lj"!:' 
I<Jri.;wco  ;  asked  after  the  child  which  she  had  seen,  praised  its 
beaut}' :  of  course,  won  tiie  mother's  heart,  and  thereby  caused 
ber  to  speak  with  perhaps  more  freedom  than  she  would  otaer- 
■svise  have  felt  at  a  S?.?.t' int'jrview.  Mrs.  Philip  has  a  .dalaty 
tou,..h  on  the  piano,  and  a  sweet  singing  voice  that  is  charT&jr.ixIy 
true  and  neat.  She.  perforrotd  after  dinner  some  of  the  so  igs 
of  her-  little  repertoire,  a.iid  pe  .-.^'-d  her  audience.  Lady  iti;:;.'- 
wood.loytd  ^cou  inuEic,  and  was  herself  a  fine^  performer  of  the 

■  ancient  school,  when  siie  played  Haydn  and  Mozart  under  the 
tuition  of  good  old  Sir  Gsonje  Thiium.    The  tall  and  hand:;e!;i3 

'  -hcnerieefi  eiar-^?  isan  i7ho  aJ.ted  as  major-domo  of  Sir  John's 
«stabii!,ijm<.T.t  placed  a  parcel  in  the  carriage  when  Mr.  and 

■  '  Mrs.  Philip  took  thee-  leave,  and  announced  with  much  reap  ;c6- 

f"!  'letiT.'.ne"  that  the-  '".i.  ^''''.3  paid.    <'^nr  friends  no  nnuht 
35 
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would  have  preferred  to  dispense  witb  this  ceretnony  ;  but  it  is 
ill  looking  even  a  gift  cab-horse  in  the  mouth,  and  so  Philip  was 
a  gainer  of  some  two  shillings  by  his  kinsman's  liberality. 

When  Charlotte  came  to  open  the  parcel  which  major-domo, 
with  his  lady's  compliments,  had  placed  in  the  cab,  1  fear  she 
did  not  exhibit  that  elation  which  we  ought  to  feel  for  the  favors 
of  our  friends.  A  couple  of  little  frocks,  of  the  cut  of  George 
IV,  some  little  red  shoes  of  the  same  period,  some  crumpled 
sashes,  and  other  Siuall  articles  of  wearing  apparel,  by  her  lady- 
ship's order  by  her  ladyship's  lady's-maid;  and  Lady  Ringwoad 
kissing  Charlotte  at  her  departure,  told  her  that  she  had  caused 
this  little  packet  to  be  put  away  for  her  "  H'm,"  says  Philip 
only  half-pleased.  "  Suppose  Sir  John  had  told  his  butler  tc 
put  up  one  of  his  blue  coats  and  brass  buttons  for  me,  as  well  as 
pay  the  cab  ?" 

"  If  it  was  meant  in  kindness,  Philip,  we  must  not  be  angry,' 
pleaded  Philip's  wife  ;  "  and  I  am  sure  if  you  had  heard  her  and 
the  Miss  Ringwoods  speak  of  baby  you  would  like  them,  as  1 
intend  to  do." 

But  Mi's.  Philip  never  put  those  mouldy  old  red  shoes  upor 
baby  ;  and  as  for  the  little  frocks,  children's  frocks  are  made  sc 
much  fijller  now  that  Lady  Ringwood's  presents  did  not  answei 
at  all.  Charlotte  managed  to  furbish  "up  a  sash,  and  a  pair  oi 
epaulets  for  her  child — epaulets  are  they  called '?  Shoulder- 
knots — what  you  will,  ladies;  and  with  these  ornaments  Misi 
Firmin  was  presented  to  Lady  Ringwood  and  some  of  her  family 

The  good-will  of  these  new-found  relatives  of  Philip's  was 
laborious,  was  evident,  and  yet  I  must  say  was  not  altogethei 
agreeable.  At  the  first  period  of  their  intercourse — for  this  too 
I  am  sorry  to  say,  came  to  an  end,  or  presently  sufiTcred  inter 
ruption — tokens  of  affection  in  the  shape  of  farm  produce 
country  butter  and  poultry,  and  actual  butcher's  meat,  came  frorr 
Berkeley  square  to  Thornhaugh  street.  The  Duke  of  Double- 
glo'ster,  I  know,  is  much  richer  than  you  are ;  but  if  he  were  tc 
offer  to  make  you  a  present  of  half-a-crown,  I  doubt  whethei 
you  would  be  quite  pleased.  And  so  with  Philip  and  his  relatives 
A  hamper  brought  in  the  brougham,  containing  hothouse  grapes 
and  country  butter,  is  very  well,  but  a  leg  of  mutton  I  own  was 
'a  gift  tliat  was  rather  tough  to  swallow.  It  tuas  tough.  Thai 
point  we  ascertained  and  established  among  roars  of  lau^htei 
one  day  when  we  dined  with  our  friends.  Did  Lad-  Ringwood 
send  a  sack  of  turnips  in  the -brougham  too  '?  In  a  vrord,  we  ate 
Sir  John's  mutton,  and  we  laughed  at  him,  and  be  aire  many  a 
man  has  done  the  same  by  you  and  me.  Last  Fridav,  for  in- 
stance, as  Jones  and  Brown  go  away  after  dining  witt.  your  hum- 
ble servant :  "  Did  you  ever  see  such  profusion  and  extrava- 
gance V"  asks  Brown.  "Profusion  and  extravagance!"  cries 
Jones,  that  well-known  epicure.    "I  never  saTf  anything  so 
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shabby  in  my  life.  What  does  the  fellow  mean  by  asking  me  to 
such  a  dinner  ?"  "  True,"  says  the  other,  "  it  was  an  abomina- 
ble dinner,  Jones,  as  you  justly  say ;  but  it  was  very  profuse  in 
him  to  give  it.  Don't  you  see  ?"  and  so  both  our  good  friends  are 
agreed. 

Ere  many  days  were  over  the  great  yellow  chariot  and  its 
powdered  attendants  again  made  their  appearance  before  Mrs. 
Brandon's  modest  door  in  Thornhaugh  street,  and  Lady  King- 
wood  and  two  daughters  descended  from  the  carriage  and  made 
their  way  to  Mr.  Philip's  apartments  in  the  second  floor,  just  as 
that  worthy  gentleman  was  sitting  down  to  dinner  with  his  wife. 
Lady  Ringwood,  bent  upon  being  gracious,  was  in  ecstacies  with 
everything  she  saw — a  clean  house — a  nice  little  maid — pretty 
picturesque  rooms — odd  rooms — and  what  charming  pictures  ! 
Several  of  these  were  the  work  of  the  fond  pencil  of  poor  J.  J., 
wlio,  as  has  been  told,  had  painted  Philip's  beard  and  Charlotte's 
eyebrow,  and  Charlotte's  baby  a  thousand  and  a  thousand  times. 
"  May  we  come  in  ?  Are  we  disturbing  you  '?  What  dear  little 
bits  of  china !  What  a  beautiful  mug,  Mr.  Firmin  !"  This  was 
poor  J.  J.'s  present  to  his  goddaughter.  "  How  nice  the  lunch- 
eon looks !  Dinner,  is  it  ?  How  pleasant  to  dine  at  this  hour  !" 
The  ladies  were  determined  to  be  charmed  with  everything  round 
about  them. 

"  We  are  dining  on  your  poultry.  May  we  offer  some  to  you 
and  Miss  Ringwood  ?"  says  the  master  of  the  house. 

"  Why  don't  you  dine  in  the  dining-room  ?  Why  do  you  dine 
in  a  bedroom?"  asks  Franklin  Ringwood,  the  interesting  young 
son  of  the  Baronet  of  Ringwood. 

"  Somebody  else  lives  in  the  parlor,"  says  Mrs.  Philip.  On 
which  the  boy  remarks,  "  We  have  two  dining-rooms  in  Berkeley 
square.  I  mean  for  us,  besides  papa's  study,  which  I  must  n't  go 
into.    And  the  servants-have  two  dining-rooms,  and — " 

"  Hush  !  Here,"  cries  mamma,  with  the  usual  remark  regard- 
ing the  beauty  of  silence  in  little  boys. 

But  Franklin  persists  in  spite  of  the  "  Hushes  :"  "  And  so  we 
have  at  Ringwood ;  and  at  Whipham  there 's  ever  so  many  dining- 
room.s — ever  so  many— and  I  like  Whipham  a  great  deal  better 
than  Ringwood,  because  xAj  pony  is  at  Whipham.  You  have 
not  got  a  pony.    You  are  too  poor." 

"  Franklin !" 

"  You  said  he  was  too  poor ;  and  you  would  not  have  had 
chickens  if  we  had  not  given  them  to  you.  Mamma,  you  know 
you  said  they  were  very  poor,  and  would  like  them." 

And  here  mamma  looked  rc'd,  and  I  dare  say  Philip's  cheeks 
and  ears  tingled,  and  for  once  Mrs.  Philip  was  thankful  at  hear- 
ing her  baby  cry,  for  it  gave  her  a  pretext  for  leaving  the  room 
and  flying  to  the  nursery,  whither  the  other  two  ladies  accom- 
panied her. 
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Xfeanwhile  Master  Franklin  went  on  with  his  artless  conver- 
sation. "  Mr.  Philip,  wliy  do  they  say  you  are  wicked  V  You 
do  not  look  wicked  ;  and  I  am  sure  Mrs.  Philip  does  not  look 
wicked— she  looks  yery  good." 

"  Who  says  I  am  wicked  ?"  asks  Mr.  Firmin  of  his  candid 
young  relative. 

"  Oh,  ever  so  many.!  Cousin  Talbot  says  so :  and  Blanche  says  so ; 
and  Vroolcomb  says  so  ;  only  I  don't  like  him.  he  's  so  very  brown. 
And  when  they  heard  you  had  b'-en  to  dinner,  '  Has  that  beast 
been  here  T  Talbot  s.ays.  And  I  don't  like  him  a  bit.  But  I  like 
}'0u — at  least  I  think  I  do.  You  only  have  oranges  for  dessert. 
We  always  have  lots  of  things  for  dessert  at  horce.  You  don't, 
I  suppose,  because  you  ve  got  no  money — only  a  very  little." 

"  Well :  I  have  got  only  a  very  little.''  says  Philip. 

"  I  have  some — ever  so  much.  And  I  '11  buy  something  for 
your  wife;  and  I  ^ball  Hke  to'  have  you  better  at  home  than 
Blanche,  and  Talbot,  and  that  VVooloomb;  and  they  never  give 
me  anything.  You  can't,  you  know,  because  you  are  so  very- 
poor — you  are  ;  but  we  '11  often  send  von  things,  1  dare  say.  And 
I  '11  have  an  orange,  ph  ase — thank  you.  And  there 's  a  chap  at 
our  school,  and  hi<  name  is  Sucklintf,  and  he  ate  eighteen  oranges, 
and  would  n't  give  one  away  to  anybody.  Was' n't  he  a  greedy 
pig  "?  And  I  have  wine  with  my  oranges — I  do  :  a  glass  of  wine 
—thank  you.  That jolly.  But  }  ou  don't  have  it  often,  I  sup- 
pose, because  you  're  so  very  poor  " 

I  am«glad  that  infant  could  not  understand,  being  yet  of  too 
tender  age,  the  cofflp'iments  whici  Lsisy  Ringwdod  and  her 
daughter  passed  upon  her.  As  it  was,  the  compfiments  charmed 
the  mother,  for  whom  indeed  they  were  intended,  and  did  not 
inflame  the  unconsifious  baby's  vanity. 

"  What  would  the  polite  mamma  and  sister  have  said,  if  they 
had  heard  that  unlucky  Franklin's  p-.^ttle The  boy's  sim- 
plicity dmiibeii  his  tall  cousin.  "  Yes,"  savs  PhiHp,  "we  are  very 
poor,  but  we  are  very  b.=jppy,  and  doii't  mmd— that  s  the  truth." 

"  Mademoiselle,  that 's  the  German  governess,  said  she  won- 
dered how  you  could  live  at  all ;  and  f  don't  think  you  could  if 
you  ate  as  much  as  she  did.  You  should  see  her  eat ;  she  is  such 
a  oner  at  eating.  Fred,  my  brother,  that 's  the  one  who  is  at 
college,  one  day  tried  to  see  how  rauch  Mademoiselle  Wallfirch 
could  eat,  and  she  had  twice  of  soup,  and  then  she  said  sivoplay, 
and  then  twice  of  fish,  and  she  said  sivoplay  for  more ;  and  then 
she  had  roast  mutton— no,  I  think  roast  beef  it  was  ;  and  she  eats 
the  pease  with  her  knife,  and  the^  she  had  raspben-v  iam  pud- 
ding, and  ever  so  much  bet  r,  and  then—"  But  what  came  then 
we  never  shall  know  ;  because  while  voung  Frarkliu  was  choking 
with1auont,-i.  (accowpaiucd  with  ar  large  piece  of  oranc^e)  at  the 
ridu-ulous  recollection  of  :Mis3  Wailnrch's  appetite,  his  mamma 
and  sister  ,-.ame  down  si  ^.irs  from  Charlotte's  nursery,  and  brought 
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the  dear  boy's  conversation  to  an  ,end.  The  ladies  chose  to  go 
home,  delighted  with  Philip,"  baby,  Charlotte.  Everything  was 
so  proper.  Everything  was  so  nice  ;  Mrs.  Firmin  was  so  lady-like. 
The  fine  ladies  watched  her  and  her  behavior  with  that  curiosity 
which  the  Brobdiiignag  ladies  displayed  when  they  held  up  little 
Gulliver  on  their  paims,  and  saw  him  bow,  smile,  dance,  draw 
his  swofd,  and  so  forth,  just  like  a  man. 


CHAPTER  XXXVI. 

IN  WHICH  PHILIP  WEARS  A  WIG. 

We  can  not  expect  to  be  loved  by  a  relative  whom  we  have 
knocked  into  ah  illuminated  pond,  and  whose  coat-tails,  panta- 
loons, nether  limbs,  and  beat  feelings  we  have  lacerated  v/itli  ill- 
treatment  and  broken  glass.  A  man  whom  you  have  so  treated 
behind  his  back  will  not  be  sparing  of  his  punishment  behind 
yours.  Of  ccfurse  all  the  Twysdens,  male  and  female,  and  Wool- 
comb,  the  dusky  husband  of  Philip's  former  love,  hated  and  feared 
and  maligned  him ;  and  were  ui  the  habit  of  speaking  of  bim  as 
a  truculent  and  reckless  savage  and  monster,  coarse  and  brutal 
in  his  language  and  behavior,  ragged,  dirty,  asd  reckless  in  his 
personal  appearance  ;  reeking  with  smoke,  perpetually  reeling 
in  drink,  indulging  in  oaths,  actions,  laughter,  which  rendered 
him  intolerable  in  civilized  society.  The  Twysdens,  during 
Philip's  absence  abroad,  had  been  very  reapectfuU«nd  assiduous 
in  courting  the  new  head  of  the  Eingwood  family.  They  had 
flattered  Sir  John,  and  paid  court  to  ray  lady.  They  had  been 
welcomed  at  Sir  John's  houses  in  town  and  country.  They  had 
adopted  his  politics  in  a  great  measure,  as  they  had  adopted  the 
politics  of  the  deceased  Ringwood.  They  had  never  lost  an  op- 
portunity of  abusing  poor  Philip  and  of  ingratiating  themselves. 
They  had  never  refused  any  invitation  from  Sir  John  in  town  or 
country,  and  had  ended  by  utterly  boring  him  and  Lady  Eing- 
wood and  the  Ringwood  family  in  general.  Lady  Eingwood 
learned  somewhere  how  pitilessly  Mrs.  Woolcomb  had  jilted  her 
cousin  when  a  richer  suitoi-  appeared  in  the  person  of  the  West 
Indian.  Then  news  came  how  Philip  had  admiuister<^d  a  beat- 
ing to  Woolcomb,  to  Talbot  Twysden-,  to  a  dozen  who  sSion  him. 
The  early  prejudices  began  to  pass  away.  A  friend  or  two  of 
Philip's  told  Ringwood  how  he  was  mistaken  in  the  young  man, 
and  painted  a  portrait  of  him  in  colors  much  more  favorable  than 
those  which  his.kinsfolk  employed.  Indeed,  dear  relations,  if  the 
public  wants  to  know  our  little  faults  and  errors,  I  think  I  know 
who  will  nor,  grudge  the  requisite  infoi  mation.  Dear  Aunt  Can- 
dor, are  you  not  still  alive,  and  don't  you  know  what  we  had  for 
dinner  yesterday,. and  the  amount  (monstrous  extravagance!)  of 
the  washer-woman's  bill  ? 
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Well,  the  TwTsden  family  so  bespattered  poor  Philip  with 

abuse,  and  represented  him  as  a  monster  of  such  hideous  mien, 
that  no  wonder  the  Ringwoods  avoided  him.  Then  they  began 
to  grow  utterly  sick  and  th'ed  of  his  detractors.  And  then  Sir 
John,  happening  to  talk  with  his  brother  member  of  Parliament, 
Tregarvan,  in  the  House  of  Commons,  heard  quite  a  ditferent 
story  regarding  our  fi-iend  to  that  with  which  the  Tw}  sdens  had 
regaled  him ;  and  with  no  little  surprise  on  Sir  John's  part  was 
told  by  Tregarvan  how  honest,  rough,  worthy,  affectionate,  and 
gentle  this  poor  maligned  fellow  was ;  how  he  had  been  sinned 
against  by  his  wretch  of  a  father,  whom  he  had  forgiven  and 
actually  helped  out  of  his  wretched  means :  and  how  he  was  mak- 
ing a  brave  battle  against  poverty,  and  had  a  sweet  little  loving 
wife  and  child,  whom  every  kind  heart  would  willingly  strive  to 
help.  Because  people  are  rich  they  are  not  of  necessity  ogres. 
Because  they  are  born  gentlemen  and  ladies  of  good  degree,  are 
in  easy  circumstances,  and  have  a  generous  education,  it  does  not 
follow  that  they  are  heartless,  and  will  turn  their  back  on  a  friend. 
J/()/  qui  vous  parle- — I  have  been  in  a  great  strait  of  sickness  near 
to  death,  and  the  friends  who  came  to  help  me  with  every  com- 
fort, succor,  sympathy  were  actually  gentlemen,  who  lived  in 
good  houses,  who  had  a  good  education.  They  did  n't  turn  away 
because  I  wks  sii'k,  or  fly  from  me  because  they  thought  I  was 
poor  ;  on  the  contrary,  liaud,  purse,  succor,  symjiathy  were  reatly 
— and  praise  be  to  heaven.  And  so  too  did  Philip  lind  help  when 
he  needed  it,  and  succor  when  he  was  in  poverty.  Tregarvan, 
we  will  own,  l^as  a  pompous  little  man,  his  Hr>use  of  Commons 
speeches  were  dull,  and  his  written  documents  awfully  slow  ;  but 
he  had  a  kind  heart :  he  was  touched  by  that  picture  which  Laura 
drew  of  the  young  man's  poverty,  and  honesty,  and  simple  hope- 
fulness in  the  midst  of  hard  times :  and  we  have  seen  how  the 
European  Scview  was  thus  intru.-ited  to-  ilr.  Philip's  manage- 
ment Then  some  artful  i'riends  of  Philip's  determined  that  he 
should  be  j-econciled  to  his  relations,  who  were  well-to-do  in  the 
world,  and  might  >erve  him.  And  I  wish,  dear  reader,  that  your 
respectable  relatives  and  mine  would  bear  this  little  paragraph 
in  mind,  and  leave  us  both  handsome  legacies.  Then  Tregarvan 
spoke  to  Sir  John  Eingwood,  and  that  meeting  was  brought  about, 
v'here.  t''^'\  once  at  least,  Mr.  Philip  quarrelled  with  nobody. 

And  libw  came  another  little  piece  of  good  luck,  which,  I 
suppose,  must  be  attributed  to  the  same  kind  friend  who  had 
been  scheming  for  Philip's  benefit,  and  who  is  never  so  happy  as 
when  her  little  plots  for  her  friend's  benefit  can  he  made  to 
succeed.  Yes  :  when  that  arch-jobber — don't  tell  me — I  never 
knew  a  woman  worth  a  pin  who  was  n't — when  that  arch-jobber, 
I  say,  has  achieved  a  job  by  which  some  friend  is  made  happy, 
her  eyes  and  cheeks  brighten  with  triumph.  Whether  she  has 
got  a  sick  man  into  a  hospital,  or  got  a  poor  woman  a  family's 
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washing,  or  made  a  sitiner  repent  and  return  to  wife,  husband, 
or  what  not,  that  woman  goes  ofi'  and  pays  her  thanks,  where 
thanks  are  due,  with  such  fervor,  with  such  lightsomeness,  with 
such  happiness,  that  I  assure  you  she  is  a  sight  to  behold.  Hush  ! 
When  one  sinner  is  saved,  who  are  glad  '?  Some  of  us  know  a- 
woman  or  two  pure  as  angels — know,  and  are  thankful. 

When  the  person  about  whom  I  have  been  prattling  has  one 
of  her  benevolent  jobs  in  hand,  or  has  completed  it,  there  is  a 
sort  of  triumph  and  mischief  in  her  manner,  which  I  don't  know 
otherwise  how  to  describe.  She  does  not  understand  my  best 
jokes  at  this  period,  or  answer  them  at  random,  or  laugh  very 
absurdly  and  vacantl}'.  She  embraces  her  children  wildly,  and, 
at  the  most  absurd  moments,  is  utterly  unmindful  when  the}'  are 
saying  their  lessons,  prattling  their  little  cjuestions,  and  so  forth. 
I  recall  all  these  symptoms  (and  put  this  and  that  together,  as 
the  saying  is)  as  happening  on  one  especial  day,  at  the  com- 
mencement of  Easter  term,  eighteen  hundred  and  never  mind 
what — as  happening  on  one  especial  morning  when  this  lady  had 
been  astoundingly  dialraite  aTid  curiously  excited.  I  now  remem- 
ber how,  during  her  children's  dinner-time,  she  sat  looking  into 
the  square  out  of  our  window,  and  scarcely  attending  to  the  little 
innocent  cries  for  mutton  which  the  children  were  offering  up. 

At  last  there  was  a  rapid  clank  over  the  pavement,  a  tall 
figure  passed  the  parlor  windows,  which  our  kind  friends  know 
look  into  Queen  square,  and  then  came  a  loud  ring  at  the  bell, 
and  I  thought  the  mistress  of  the  house  gave  an  ah — a  sigh — as 
though  her  heart  was  relieved. 

The  street-door  was  presently  opened,  and  then  the  dining- 
room  door,  and  Philip  walks  in  with  his  hat  on,  his  blue  eyes 
staring  before  him,  his  hair  flaming  wvbout,  and  "La,  Uncle 
Philip  !"  cry  the  children.  "  What  have  you  done  to  yourself? 
You  have  shaved  off  your  mustache."    And  so  he  had,  i  declare ! 

"  I  say.  Pen,  look  here  1  This  has  been  left  at  chambers  ;  and 
Cassidy  lias  sent  it  on  by  his  clerk,"  our  friend  said.  I  forget 
whether  it  has  been  stated  that  Philip's  name  still  remained  on 
the  door  of  those  chambers  in  Parchment  buildings  where  we 
once  heard  his  song  of  "  Dr.  Luther,"  and  were  present  at  bis 
call-supper. 

The  document  vhich  Philip  produced  was  actually  a  brief. 
The  papci's  were  superscribed,  "  In  Parliament,  Polwheedle  and 
Tredyddlum  Railway.  To  support  bill,  Mr.  Firmin  ;  retainer, 
five  guineas;  brief,  fifty  guineas:  consultation,  five  guineas. 
With  )0U  Mr.  Armstrong,  Sir  J.  Vvliitworth,  Mr.  Pinkerton." 
Here  was  a  wonder  of  v.dndei  s!  A  shower,of  gold  was  poured 
out  on  my  friend.  A  light  dawned  upon  me.  The  proposed 
bill  was  for  %.  Cornish  line.  Our  friend,  Tregarvan,  was  con- 
cerned in  it,  the  line  passing  through  his  property,  and  my  wife 
had  canvassed  him  privately,  and  by  her  wheedling  and  blandish- 
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ments  bad  pi-rsuade'l  Treaarvan  to  u>e  hi>  iaterssr  with  the 
agents  and  gst  Philip  this  welcome  aid. 

Philip  c-yed  the  paper  y--it]i  a  qu^er  expre-ssion.  He  hatidled 
it  as  some  men  handle  a  baby.  He  looked  as  ir'he  did  not  know 
what  to  lio  with  it,  and  as  if  he  should  like  to  drop  it.  I  believe 
I  made  some  satirical  remark  to  this  etFeijt  as  1  iooktu  at  onr 
friend  with  his  paper.  • 

Qe  hold*  a  ehiid  beautifully,"  said  my  wife,  with  mach 
enthusiasm  ;  '■  mncji  better  tiian  5<3me  people  who  laag^'  at  him." 

'•And  he  will  hold  tiii?.  no  doubt,  mach  to  his  credit.  May 
this  be  the  father  of  many  briefs!  M';y  you  have  bag?  fall  of 
them  !"  Philip  had  all  our  good  wishes.  They  did  not  cost 
mur  ii,  or  avail  mu-jh,  but  they  were  sin  'ere.  I  know  men  who 
can't  for  the  lives  of  them  ;rive  evei>  that  cheap  coin  of  "rood- will, 
but  hate  their  neighbors'  pros ner-i'iv,  and  are  angrv  wirli  them 
when  they  cease  to  be  dependent  and  poor. 

We  have  said  ho iv  Cassidy's  h;to;:i-^hed  clerk  bad  bronghc  the 
brief  from  chambers  to  Firmin  at  his  lodjinas  at  Mrs.  Brandon's 
in  Thornhaugh  street.  Had  a  b.auitf  serv  jd  him  with  a  writ 
Philip  could  not  have  been  mc-e  snrpris-d  or  in  a  L'-eater  tremor. 
A  brief?  Grands  D!::us  I  What  was  he  to  do  T<.iTh  a  brief? 
He  thought  of  going  to  b(  d.  and  heinsr  i'l — of  fl'  inj  from  home, 
couctiv,  family.  .Brief?  Criarlotre.  of  course,  seeing  her  hus- 
band alarmed,  began  ro  qiwike  too.  Indeed,  if  Li^  -  worship's 
finger  aches,  does  not  her  wfio  e  body  sutler '.-  But  Charlotte's 
and  Philip's  constant  friernl.  tlie  Little  Si-uer.  feit  no  -ixh  tear. 
"  Xow  ti.ere  s  this  opening,  yoii  tnust  take  it.  mv  dear,"  she  said. 
"  Suppose  yoi!  don't  know  mu;  i  a'lout  la-^ — '' 

'•Much!  -Nothing,"  iq^er-poj-.d  Pailip.  ■■  You  might  ask  me 
to  play  the  piano;  but  as  I  ju  ver  h-3ppc-ned  to  bare  learned—'" 

"  La — don't  tell  me  !  You  mu-t  n't  show  a  faint  heart.  Take 
the  'ousiness  and  do  it  best  you  can.  You  '11  doit  better  ne.xt 
time,  and  next.  The  bar  s  a  gentleman's  busines-.  Don't  I 
attend  a. judge's  ladvv  whi  jh  I  remember  her  with  her  first  in  a 
little  bit  of  a  house  in  Bernard  street.  Russell  so»e,re  :  and  now 
have  n't  I  been  to  her  in  Eaton  square.  -.Tith  a  butler  an  1  two 
footmen,  and  carriages  ever  so  many'?  Yoti  mav  work  on  at 
YOur  uewspipers  and  get  a  cru-it,  and  when  you  're  oM.  and  if 
you  quarrel — and  you  ha  i  e  a  knack  ol  quarreHin;r — be  has.  Mrs, 
Firmin.  I  knew  him  befor  ■  you  dii  Qi;arrei;o;iie  r.e  is.  and 
he  will  he,  though  you  thiok  him  an  angel,  to  be  sure.  Suppose 
you  quarrel  with  your  newspatier  masters.  an"d  vour  revievrs.  and 
that  you  lose  your  place.  A  L'  Jntl-man  like  Iilr.  Philip  ought  n't 
to  have  a  master.  T  could  n't  bear  to  rbiak  of  your  goiuir  down 
of  a  Saturday  to  the  publishing  oifiee  to  get  your  ?-  a.t^s  like  a 
w'orkman." 

'•  But  /  am  a  workman.  "  interposes  Philip. 

*'  La  *    But  do  ^-'on  ri'^-u?  t'^  remain  ore  rnr  eve^' '/    T  ^■'■ijld 


ON  HIS  WAT  THROUGH  THE  WORLD. 


417 


rise,  if  I  was  a  man !"  said  the  intrepid  little  woman;  would 
rise,  or  I 'd  know'  the  reason  why.  Who  knows  how  manv  in 
family  yo'i  're  goinrr  to  be  ?  I 'd  have  more  spirit  than  to  live  ia 
a  second  floor— I  wonld  !'" 

And  the  little  woman  said  thi=.  though  she  clung  round  Pailip's 
child  with  a  rapture  of  fondness  which  she  triod  in  vain  to  con- 
ceal ;  thoun;h  she  felt  thar  to  part  fronti  it  wpuid  be  to  part  from 
her  life's  chief  happiness;  though  she  loved  Pliilip  as  her  own 
son  :  and  Charlotte — well,  Charlotte  for  Piiilip's  sake — as  women 
love  other  women. 

Charlotte  came  to  her  friends  in  Queen  square,  an  1  told  us  of 
the  resolute  Little  Sister's  advice  and  conversation.  She  knew 
that  Mrs.  Brandon  onlv  loved  her  as  something  belonginn;  to 
Philip.  She  admired  this  Little  Sister,  and  trusted  her,  and 
could  afford  to  bear  that  little  somewhat  scornful  domination 
which  Brandon  exercised.  "  She  does  -not  love  me,  because 
Philip  does,"  Charlotte  said.  "  Do  you  think  I  could  like  her,  or 
any  woman,  if  I  thought  Philip  loved  them?  I  could  kill  them, 
Laura,  that  I  could !"  And  at  this  sentiment  I  imagine  daggers 
shooting  out  of  a  pair  of  eyes  that  were  ordiuan'y  very  gentle 
and  bright.  • 

Not  having  been  engaged  in  the  pase  in  whi  vij  Philip  had  the 
honor  of  first  appearing,  I  can  not  enter  into  particulars  regard- 
ing it,  but  am  sure  that  case  must  fiave  been  Uiv.ommonlv  stron'' 
in  itself  which  could  survive  such  an  ads-oc;ate..  He  pissed  a 
frightful  night  of  torture  before  appearing  in  cemmittee  room. 
During  that  night,  he  says,  his  hair  grew  gray.  His  old  colloae 
friend  and  comrade,  Pinkerton,  who  was  with  him  in,  the  case, 
"coached"  him  on  the  day  previous;  and  indeed  it  must  bo 
owned  Jhat  th^work  which  he  had  to  perform  was  not  of  a  nature 
to  impair  the  inside  or  the  outside  of  his  skull.  A  great  man  was 
his  leader;  his  friend,  Pinkerton,  followed;  and  all  Mr.  Philip's 
business  was  to  examin-e  half-a-dozen  witnesses  by  questions 
previously  arranged  between  them  and  the  agents. 

When  you  hear  that,  as  a  reward  of  his  services  in  this  ease, 
Mr.  Firmin  received  a  sum  of  money  sufficient  to  pay  his  modest 
family  expenses  for  some^four  months,  I  am  sure,  dear  and 
respected  literary  friends,  that  you  will  wish  the  lot  of  a  parliamen- 
tary barrister  had  been  yours,  or  that  your  immortal  works  could 
be  paid  with  such  a  liberality  as  rewards  the  labors  of  these 
law^'ers.  "  Nimmer  erscheinen  die  Gotter  allein."  After  one 
agent  had  employed  Philip,  another  came  and  secured  his  valuable 
services ;  him  two-  or  three  others  followed,  and  our  friend  posi- 
tively had  money  in  bank.  Not  only  were  apprehensions  of 
poverty  removed  for  the  present,  but  we  had  everj-  rpason  to 
hope  that  Firmin's  prosperity  would  increase  and  continue.  And 
when  a  little  son  and  heir  was  born,  which  blescing  was  conferred 
upon  Mr.  Philip  about  a  year  after  his  daughter,  our  godchild, 
36 
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saw  the  light,  we  should  have  thought  it  shame  to  have  any 
misgivings  about  the  future,-  so  cheerful  did  Philip's  prospects 
appear.  "Did  I  not  tell  you,"  said  my  wife,  with  her  usual 
kindling  romance,  "  that  comfort  and  succor  would  be  found  for 
these  in  the  hour  of  their  need?"  Amen.  We  were  grateful 
that  comfort  and  succor  should  come.  No  one,  I  am  sure,  was 
more  iiumbly  thankful  than  Philip  himself  for  the  fortunate 
chances  which  befell  him. 

He  was  alarmed  rather  than  elated  by  his  sudden  prosperity. 
"  It  can't  last,"  he  said.  "  Don't  tell  me.  The  attorneys  must 
find  me  out  before  long.  They  can  not  continue  to  give  their 
business  to  such  an  ignoramus ;  and  I  really  think  I  must  remon- 
strate with  them."  You  should  have  seen  the  Little  Sister's 
indignation  when  Philip  uttered  this  sentiment  in  her  presence. 
"  Give  up  your  business?  Yes,  do!"  she  cried,  tossing  up  Philip's 
youngest  born.  "  Fling  this  baby  out  of  window,  why  not  indeed, 
which  heaven  has  i^ent  it  to  you !  You  ought  to  go  down  on 
your  knees  and  ask  pardon  for  having  thought  anything  so 
wicked."  Philip's  heir,  by  the  way,  immediately  on  his  entrance 
into  the  world,  kad  become  the  prime  favorite  of  this  unreasoning 
woman.  The  little  daughter  was  passed  over  as  »  little  person 
of  no  account,  and  so  began  to  entertain  the  passion  of  jealousy 
at  almost  the  very  earliest  age  at  which  even  the  female  breast 
is  capable, of  enjoying  it. 

And  though  this  Little  Sister  loved  all  these  people  with  an 
almost  fei  ocious  passion  of  love,  and  lay  awake,  1  believe,  hear- 
ing their  infantine  cries,  or  crept  on  stealthy  feet  in  darkness  to 
theii;  mother's  chamber-door,  behind  which  they  lay  sleeping; 
though  she  had,  as  it  were,  a  rage  for  these  infants,  and  was 
wretched  out  of  their  sight,  yet,  when  a  third  and  a  fourth  brief 
came  to  Philip,  and  he  was  enabled  to  put  a  little' money 'aside, 
nothing  would  content  Mrs.  Brandon  but  that  he  should  go  into 
a  house  of  his  own.  "  A  gentleman,"  she  said,  "  ought  not  to 
live  in  a  two-pair  lodging;  he  ought  to  have  a  house  of  his  own." 
So,  you  tee,  she  hastened  on  the  preparations  for  her  own  exe- 
cution. She  trudged  to  the  brokers  shops  and  made  wonderful 
bargains  of  furniture.  She  cut  chint^s,  and  covered  sofas,  and 
sewed,  and  patched,  land  fitted.  She  found  a  house  and  took  it — 
Milman  street,  Guildford  street,  opposite  the  Fondling  (as  the 
dear  little  soul  called  it),  a  most  genteel,  quiet  little  street,  "and 
quite  near  for  me  to  come,"  she  said,  "  to  see  my  dears."  Did  she 
speak  with  dry  eyes  ?  Mine  moisten  Sometimes  when  I  think  of 
the  faith,  of  the  generosity,  of  the  sacrifice,  of  that  devoted,  lov- 
ing creature. 

I  am  very  fond  of  Charlotte.  Her  sweetness  and  simplicity 
won  all  our  hearts  at  home.  No  wife  or  mother  ever  was  more 
attached  and  affectionate ;  but  I  own  there  was  a  time^when  I 
hated  her,  though  of  course  that  highly  principled  woman,  the 
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■wife  of  the  author  of  the  present  memoirs,  says  that  the  state- 
ment I  am  makinij  here  is  stuff  and  nonsense,  not  to  say  immoral 
and  irreligious.  Well,  then,  I  hated  Charlotte  for  the  horrible 
eagerness  which  she  showed  in  getting  away  from  this  Little  Sis- 
ter, who  clung  round  those  children,  whose  first  cries  she  had 
heard.  I  hated  Charlotte  for  a  cruel  happiness  which  she  felt  as  • 
she  hilgged  the  children  to  her  heart :  her  own  children  in  their 
own  room,  whom  she  would  dress,  and  watch,  and  wnsh,  an^d 
tend  ;  and  for  whom  she  wanted  no  aid.  No  aid,  entendez  vous  f 
Oh,  it  was  a  shame,  a  shame !  In  the  new  house,  in  the  pleas- 
ant little  trim  new  nursery  (fitted  up  by  whose  fond  hands  we 
will  not  say),  is  the  mother  glaring  over  the'cot,  where  the  little, 
soft,  round  cheeks  are  pillowed  ;  and  yonder  in  the  rooms  in 
Thornhaugh  street,  where  she  has  tended  them  for  two  years, 
the  Little  Sister  sits  lonely  as  the.  moonlight  streams  in.  God 
help  thee,  little,  suffering,  faithful  heart !  Never  but  once  in  ber 
life  before  had  she  known  so  exquisite  a  pain. 

Of  course  we  had  an  entertainment  in  -the  new  house ;  and 
Philip's  friends,  old  and  new,  came  to  the  house-warming.  The 
famij^  coach  of  the  Ringwoods  blocked  up  that  astonished  little 
street.  The  powder  on  their  footmen's  heads  nearly  brushed 
the  ceiling,  as  the  monstere  rose  when  the  guesls  passed  in  and 
out  of  the  hall.  The  Little  Sister  merely  took  charge  of  the  tea- 
room. Philip's  "  library"  was  that  usual  little  cupboard  beyond 
the  dining-room.  The  little  drawing-room  was  dreadfully 
crowded  by  an  ex-nursery  piano,  which  the  Ringwoods  bestowed 
upon  their  friends;  and  somebody  was  in  duty  bound  to  play 
upon  it  on  the  evening  of  this  soiree ;  though  the  Little  Sister 
chafed  down  stairs  at  the  music.  ^In  fact,  her  very  words  Wei'e, 
"  Rat  that  piano  !"  She  "  ratted'"  the  instrument,  because  the 
music  would  wake  her  little  dears  up  stairs.  And  that  music  did 
wake. them  ;  and,,  they  howled  melodiously,  and  the  Little  Sister, 
who  was  about  to  serve  Lady  Jane  Trcgarvan  with  some  tea, 
dashed  up  stairs  to  the  nursery  :  and  Charlotte  had  reached  the 
room  already  :  and  she  looked  angry  when  the  Little  Sister  came 
in :  and  she  said,  "  1  am  sure,  Mrs.  Brandon,  the  people  down 
stairs  will  be  wanting  their  tea ;"  and  she  spoke  with  some  asper- 
ity. And  Mrs.  Brandon  went  down  stairs  without  one  word  ; 
and  happening  to  be  on  the  landing  conversing  with  a  friend, 
and' a  little  out  of  the  way  of  the  duet  which  the  Miss  Ring- 
woods were  performing — riding  their  great  old  horse,  as  it  were, 
and  putting  it  through  its  paces  in  Mrs.  Firmin's  little  paddock 
— happening,  I  say,  to  be  on  the  landing  when  Caroline  passed, 
I  took  a  hand  as  cold  as  stone,  and  never  saw  a  look  of  grief 
more  tragic  than  that  worn  by  her  poor  little  face  as  it  passed. 
"  My  children  cried,"  she  said,  "  and  I  went  up  to  the  nursery. 
But  she  don't  want  me  there  now."  Poor  Little  Sister  !  She 
humbled  herself  and  grovelled  before  Charlotte,    You  could  not 
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be:D  rrsmri-inz  rpon  hrr  then,  Madame:  ard  I  hated  von — and 
a  ^reat  r-nmbrr  c!  other  women.  Ridley  and  I  went  dosm  to 
her  tes-rooni,  where  C-.rc":ne  res-raied  her  pla-e.  She  looked 
T-rv  ni  :e  anJ  prrT'v,  -vrirh  her  pale  sweet  face,  and  ter  neat  cap 
and  blue  ribbon.  Tortares  I  know  she  was  snfferine.  Charlotte 
dad  been  s'abbirig  her.  Women  w:'!  Vije  the  edge  jometimes, 
and  drive  the  sirel  ic.  Charlotte  savj  to  me.  some  time  after- 
vrard.  "1  tra?  jealous  of  her.  and  yea  were  right :  and  a  dearer, 
raore  ib.icbful  -/r-arare  never  lived. B-r  who  Toid  Charlotte  I 
said  &b"  vrfiS  ;ea:0"5  0  tnl'^  h-:s:ia  '  I  toldBidleT,  and  IMr. 
Ba  V-rv  toli  2»ii-5.  Firmin. 

If  Charlotte  s'abbe  i  Caroiir.e.  Ca-olino  could  not  help  coming 
ba:k  asain  and  a?a;n  rj  thr  kni  e.  On  Sandavs.  when  she  was 
free,  there  wai  :b.— ays  apla?e  for  her  at  Philip's  moiest  table; 
ard  wheR  ?.[r5.  Philiy.  wer;-  to  chnrch  Caroline  was  allowed  to 
reiin  in  the  nitrsriy.  >:iiie::c;e5  Charlotte  was  generous  en oogh 
to  irlve  Mrs.  Brandon  this  :han?e.  When  Philip  took  a  honse 
— a  whole  bouse  to  himse.:^ — P.;ilip  s  mother-in-law  proi>osed  to 
core-  and  stay  with  him.  and  said  that,  wiibinj  to  be  beholden 
to  no  one.  she  woaii  pav  for  her  board  and  L>d5in2'-  But  Pij^lip 
declined  this  rrea:,  representing,  instly,  that  his  present  house 
was  no  birjer  than  his  former  iod.ir,;^.  ■■  My  p>or  love  is  dving 
to  have  me.  "  Mrs  Bavn-s  remarkei  on  this.  ■•  Bat  her  hnshand 
is  so  cruel  to  her.  keeps  her  tirider  fa?h  terror,  that  she 
dares  not  call  her  ilfe  her  owrn."  Crael  ro  her !  Charlotte  was 
the  happiest  of  the  happy  in  her  little  house.  In  consequence 
of  his  pa-limi-ntary  su  cess  Piilip  went  rezulariv  to  /hambe'-s 
now,  in  the  fond  h'-pe  tha:  more  briefs  might  coaie.  At  cham- 
bers he -likewise  eonduoted  the ',hief  bcilncss  of  his  Btcifr:  and. 
at  the  aec-uitomed  hour  of  his  rrtnrn.  that  usual  little  pr-ocession 
of  ntother  and  cb;ld  and  n,t:'-5e  would  be  s=en  on  the  watch  for 
him;  and  tne  yoanj  woman — ;the  happiest  yogng  woman  in 
Christendoai — wotiid  wals    3;k  ciinjrlr;?  on  her  husband's  ana. 

All  this  while  letters  carre  from  Philip";  dear  tath'='r  at  New 
York,  where,  it  appeared,  he  was  ecgaged  rot  onlr  in  his  pro- 
fession but  in  varitiis  spiectijations  with  which  he  was  alwars 
ab-ou:  to  ma^e  n:s  formne.  Ore  day  Philip  eot  a  newsrarer 
advertising  a  new  iusriranee  company,  and  saw.  to  his  astonish- 
ment, the  anncur.vementof  ■•  Connseiin  London.  Philip  Firmin, 
Esq  .  Par.jhment  Br.i'dings.  T-mple."  A  paternal  letter  urom- 
ised  Piiiip  great  fees  oat  of  this  insurance  comrisnv.  bnt  I  never 
heard  that  poor  Philip  was  any  the  richer.  Tn  fa;r.  his  friends 
advised  Mm  to  have  nothing  to  do  wirh  -his  insurance  company, 
and  tC!  make  no  pllu-iou  ro  it  in  his  letters  •■  Tbev  feared  the 
Usnai.  and  the  gifts  th.  y  brottght,^'  old  Firmin 'wotild  hare 
said.  They  had  ro  impress  up:n  Philip  an  abiding  mistrust  of 
that  wily  old  'Treek,  his  lather.  ±  irmin  senior  always  wrote 
hopi»tu'ily  and  magTiilicen-ly  and  persisted  in  believins  or  declar- 
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ing  that  ere  very  long  he  should  have  to  announce  to  Philip  that 
bis  fortune  -was"  made.  He  speculated  in  "Wall  street,  I  don't 
know  in  what  shares,  inventioas,  mines,  railways.  One  day, 
some  few  months  after  his  migration  to  Milman  street,  Philip, 
blushing  and  hanging  down  his  head,  had  to  tell  me  that  his 
father  had  drawn  upon  him  again.  Had  he  not  paid  up  his 
sh&i-es  in  a  certain  mme  the)-  woul  i  have  been  forfeited,  and  he 
and  his  soti  after  Aj?n  "would  have  lost  a  certain. fortune,  old  Da- 
naus  said.  I  fear  an  artful,  a  long-bow  pulling  Danaus.  What; 
shall  a  man  have  birth,  wealth,  friends,  high  position,  and  end 
so  that  we  dare  not  leave  him  alone  in  th»room  with  our  spoons  ? 
"  And'you  have  paid  this  bill  which  the  old  man  drew  ?"  we 
asked.  Yes,  Philip  had  paid  the  bill.  He  vowed  he  would  pay 
no  more.  But  it  was  not  difficult  to  see  that  the  doctor  would 
draw  more  bills  npon  this  accommodating  banker.  ■•  I  dre-ad 
the  letters  which  begin  with  a  flourish  about  the  fortune  which 
he  isjust  going  to  make,"  Philip  said.  He  knew  that  the  old 
parent  prefaced  his  demands  for  money  in  that  way. 

Mention  has  been  made  of  a  great  medical  discovery  which  he 
had  announced  to  his  correspondent,  Mrs.  Brandon,  and  by 
which  the  doctor  declared,  as  usual,  that  he  was  about  to  make 
a  fortune.  In  Xew  York  and  Boston  he  had  tried  experiments 
which  had  been  attended  with  the  most  astonishinsr  success.  A 
remedy  was  discovered,  the  mere  sale  of  which  in  Europe  and 
America  must  bring  an  immense  revenue  to  the  fortunate  invent- 
ors.. For  the  ladies  whom  Mrs  Brandon  attended  the  remedy 
was  of  priceless  value.  He  would  send  her  some.  His  friend, 
Captain  Morgan,  of  the  Southampton  packet-ship,  would  bring 
her  some  of  this  astonishing  medicine.  Let  her  try  it.  Let  her 
show  the  accompanying  cases  to  Doctor  Goodenough — to  any  of 
his  brother  physicians  in  London.  Though  himself  an  exile  from 
his  connh-y,  he  loved  it,  and  was  proud  in  being,  able  to  confer 
upon  it  one  of  the  greatest  blessings  with  which  science  had  en- 
dowed mankind. 

Goodenough,  I  am  sorry  to  say.  had  such  a  mistrust  of  his 
confrere  that  he  chose  to  disbelieve  any  statement  Firmin  made. 
''  I  don't  believe,  my  good  Brandon,  the  fellow  has  nous  enougt 
to  light  upon  any  scientific  discovery  more  usel'u]  than  a  new 
sauce  for  cutlets.  He  invent  anything  but  fibs,  never  1'  You  see 
this  Goodenough  is  an  obstinate  old  .heathen  ;  and  when  he  has 
onc^  found  reason  to  mistrust  a  man.  he  for  ever  after  declines  to 
believe  him.  , 

However,  the  doctor  is  a  man  for  ever  on  the  lookout  for  more 
knowledge  of  his  profession,  and  for  more  remedies  to  benefit 
mankind :  he  hummed  and  ha'd  over  the  pamphlet,  as  the  Little 
Sister  sat  watching  him  in  his  study.  He  clapped  it  down  after 
a  while,  and  slapped  his  hands  ou  his  little  legs  as  his  wont  is. 
"  Brandon,"  he  says,    I  think  there  is  a  great  deal  in  it,  and  I 
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think  so  the  more  because  it  turns  out  that  Firmiu  has  nothing 
to  do  with  the  discovery,  which  has  been  made  at  Boston."  In 
fact.  Dr.  Firmin,  late  of  London,  had  only  been  present  in  the 
Boston  hospital  where  the  experiments  were  made  with  the  new 
remedy.  He  had  cried  ''  Halves,"  and  proposed  to  sell  it  as  a 
secret  remedy,  and  the  bottle  which  he  forwarded  to  our  friend 
the  Little  Sister  was  labelled  ■•  Firmin's  Anodyne."  What  Fir- 
min did, 'indeed,  was  what  he  had  been  in  the  habit  of  doing. 
He  had  taken  another  man  s  property,  and  was  endeavoring  to 
make  a  flourish  with  it.  The  Little  Sister  returned  home,  then, 
with  her  bottle  pf  chloroform — for  this  was  what  Dr.  Firmin 
eliose  to  call  his  discovery,  and  he  had  sent  home  a  tpecimeu  of 
it :  as  he  sent  home  a  cask  of  petroleum  from  Virginia ;  as  he 
sent  proposals  for  new  railways  upon  which  he  promised  Philip 
a  munificeut  commission,  if  his  son  couiJ  but  place  the  shares 
among  his  friends. 

And  with  regai-d  to  these  valuables,  the  sanguine  doctor  got 
to  bejieve  that  he  really  was  endowing  his  son  with  large  sums 
of  money.  •'  My  boy  has  set  up  a  hou.«e,  and  has  a  wife  and  two 
children,  the  young  jackanapes  '"  he  would  say  to  people  in  New 
York :  '•  as  if  he  had  not  been  extravagant  enough  in  former 
days  !  TVhen  I  married  I  had  private  means,  and  married  a 
nobleman's  niece  with  a  large  fortune.  Neither  of  these  two 
Toung  folks  has  a  penny.  Well,  well,  the  old  father  must  help 
them  as  well  as  he  can  !"  And  I  am  told  there  were  ladies  who 
dropped  the  tear  of  sensibility,  and  said,  '•  What  a  fond  father 
this  doctor  is  !  How  he  sacrifices  himself  for  that  scapegrace  of 
a  son  !  Think  of  the  dear  doctor,  at  his  age,  toiling  cheerfiilly 
for  that  young  man,  who  helped  to  ruin  him  !"  And  Firmin 
sighed  ;  and  passed  a  beautiful  white  handkerchief  over  his  eyes 
with  a  beautiful  white  hand  ;  and,  I  believe,  really  cried  ;  and 
thought  himself  quite  a  good,  aiFeetionate,  injured  man.  He 
held  the  plate  at  church  ;  he  looked  very  handsome  and  tall,  and 
bowed  with  a  chai-ming  melancholy  grace  to  the  ladies  as  they 
put  in  their  contributions.  The  dear  man  !  His  plate  was  fuller 
than  other  people's — so  a  traveller  told  us  who  sajv  him  in  Xew 
York ;  and  described  a  very  choice  dinner  which  the  doctor  gave 
to  a  few  friends  at  one  of  the  smartest  hotels  just  then  opened. 

With  all  the  Little  Sister's  good  mans^ement  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
PhiUp  were  only  able  to  install  themselves  in  their  new  house  at 
a  considerable  expense,  and  beyond  that  great  Eingwood  piano 
which  swaggered  in  Philip's  little  drajving-room,  I  am  constrained 
to  stiy  that  there  was  scarce  any  furniture  at  all.  One  of  the 
r;iilway  accounts  was  not  paid  as  yet,  and  poor  Philip  could  not 
feed  upon  mere  paper  promises  to  pay.  Xor  was  he  inclined  to 
accept  the  offers  of  .private  friends,  who  were  willing  enough  to 
be  lus  bankei-s.  '•  One  in  a  family  is  enough  for  that  kind  of 
business,"  he  said,  gloomily:  and  it  came  out  that  again  and 
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again  the.  interesting  exile  at^New  York,  who  was  deploring  his 
son's  extravagance  and  foolish  marriage,  had  drawn  bills  upon 
Philip,  whioh  our.  friend  accepted  and  paid — bills,  who  knows  to 
what  amount  ?  Ho  has  never  told ;  and  the  engaging  parent 
who  robbed  him — must  I  use  a  word"  so  unpolite '? — will  never 
now  tell  to  what  extent  he  helped  himself  to  Philip's  small  means. 
This  I  know,  that  when  autumn  came — when  September  was 
past — we  in  our  cozy  little  retreat  at  the  sea-side  received  a  let- 
ter from  the  Little  Sister,  in  her  dear  little  bad  spelling  (about 
which  there  used  to  be  somehow  a  pathos  which  the  very  finest 
writing  does  not  possess) — ^there  came,  I  say,  a  letter  from  the 
Little  Sister,  in  which  she  told  ns,  with  many  dashes,  that  dear 
Mrs.  Philip  and  the  children  were  pining  and  sick  in  London, 
and  that  Philip,  he  had  too  much  pride  and  sperit  to  take  money 
from  any  one  ;  that  Mr.  Tregarvan  was  away  travelling  on  the 
tontinent,  and  that  wretch — that  monster,  you  knoio  wJio — have 
drawn  upon  Philip  again  for  money,  and  again  he  have  paid, 
and  the  dear,  dear  children  can't  have  fresh  air. 

"  DicUshe  tell  you,"  said  Philip,  brushing  his  hands  across  his 
eyes  when  a  friend  came  to  remonstrate  with  him — "did  she 
tell  you  that  she  brought  me  money  herself,  but  we  would  not 
use  it?  Look!  I  have  her  little  marriage-gift  yonder  in  my 
desk,  and  pray  G-od  I  shall  be  able  to  leave  it  to  my  children. 
The  fact  is,  the  doctor  has  drawn  upon  me,  as  usual ;  he  is  going 
to  make  a  fortune  tiext  week.  ,1  have  paid  another  bill  of  his. 
The  parliamentary  agents"  are  out  of  town,  at  their  moors  in 
Scotland,  I  suppose.  The  air  of  Russell  square  is  uncommonly 
wholesome,  and  when  the  babies  have  had  enough  of  that,  why, 
they  must  change  it  for  Brunswick  square.  Talk  about  the 
country !  what  country  can  be  more  quiet  than  Guildford  street 
in  September  'i  I  stretch  out  of  a  morning  and  breathe  the 
mountain  air  on  Ludgate  Hill."  And  with  these  dismal  pleas- 
antries and  jokes  our  friend  chose  to  put  a  good  face  upon  bad 
fortune.  Tue  kinsmen  of  Ringwood  offered  hospitality  kindly 
enoVigh,  but  how  was  poor  Philip  to  pay  railway  expenses  for 
servants,  babies,  and  wife  ?    In  this  strait  Tregarvan  from  abroad, 

having  found  out  some  monstrous  design  of  Russ  of  the 

Great  Power  of  whioh  he  stood  in  daily  terror,  and  which,  as  we 
are  in  strict  aniity  with  that  Power,  no  other  Poorer  shall  induce 
me  to  name — Tregarvan  wrote  to  his  editor,  and  communicated 
to  him  jn  confidence  a  most  prodigious  and  nefarious  plot  against 
tibe  liberties  of  all  tl^  rest  of  Europe,  in  which  the  Power  in 
question  was  engaged,  and  in  a  postscript  added,  "  By  the  way, 
tlie  Michaelm  is  quarter  is  due,  and  I  send  you  a  check,"  etc., 
etc.    O  precious  postscript ! 

"  Did  n't  I  tell  you  it  would  be  so '?"  said  my  wife,  with  a  self- 
satisfied  air.    "  Was  I  not  certain  that  succor  would  come  ?" 

And  succor  did  come,  sure  enough ;  and  a  very  happy  little 
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party  went  down  to  Brighton  in  a  second-class  carriage,  and  got 
an  extraordinarily  cheap  lodging,-  and  the  roses  came  back  to 
the  little  pale  cheeks,  and  mamma  was  ■wonderfully  invigorated 
and  refieshed,  as  all  her  friends  could  have  seen  when  the  little 
family  came  back  to  town,  only  there  was  such  a  thick  dun  fog 
that  it  was  impossible  to  see  complexions  at  all. 

When  the  shooting  season  was  ccme  to  an  end  the  parliamen- 
tary agents  who  had  employed  Philip  came  back  to  London,  and, 
I  sm  happy  to  tay,  gave  him  a  check  for  his  little  account.  My 
wife  cried,  "Did  1  not  tell  )0u  so?"  more  than  ever.  "Is  not 
everything  Tor  the  best?    I  knew  dear  Philip  would  prosper!" 

Everytbing  was  for  the  best,  was  it  ?  Philip  was  sure  to 
prosper,  was  he  ?  What  do  you  think  of  the  next  news  which 
the  poor  fellow  brought  to  us?  One  iiight  in  December  he 
came  to  us,  and  1  saw  by  his  face  that  tome  event  of  importance 
had  befallen  him. 

"1  am  almost  L cart-broken,"  he  said,  thumping  on  the  table 
when  the  young  cnes  had  retreated  from  it.  "I  don't  know 
what  to  do.  1  have  not  told  you  all.  I  have  paid  four  bills  for 
him  already,  and  now  he  has — he  has  signed  my  name." 

"Who  has?" 

"  He  at  New  York.  You  know,"  said  poor  Philip.  "  I  tell 
you  he  has  put  my  ntme  on  a  bill,  and  without  my  authority." 

"  Gracious  heavens!  You  mean  your  father  has  for"  .1 
could  not  say  the  word. 

"  Yes,''  groaned  Philip.  "  Here  is  a  letter  from  him."  And 
he  handed  a  letter  across  the  table  in  the  doctor's  well-known 
handwriting. 

•'  Dearest  Pbii,h=  '' — the  father  wrote — "a  sad  misfortune  has  befallen 
me,  which  I  had  hoped  to  conoeal,  or,  at  any  rate,  to  avert  from  my  dear 
son.  For  you,  Philip,  are  a  participator  in  that  misfortuue  through  the- 
imprudence — must  1  say  it? — of  your  father.  Would  I  had  struck  off 
the  hand  which  ha.?  done  the  deed  ere  it  had  been  done!  But  the  fault 
haj  taken  wings  and  flown  oiit  of  my  reach.  Immeritus,  dear  boy,  you 
have  to  suffer  tor  the  delicta  mujofum.  Ah,  that  a  father  should  have 
to  Own  his  fault — to  kneel  and  ask  pardon  of  his  son  ! 

"  I  am  engaged  in  manj'  speculations.  Some  have  succeeded  beyond 
my  wildest  hopes  :  'cme  have  taken  in  the  most  rational,  the  most  pru- 
dent, the  least  sanguine  of  our  capitalists  in  'WaH  street,  and  ;  romising 
the  greatest  results  have  entied  in  the  mosc  extreme  failure!  To  meet 
a  call  in  an  uudertaking  which  seemed  to  oflEer  the  most  CEir'Aij;  pr.os- 
PECTS  of  success,  which  seemed  to  ])Vomise  a  fi.rtune  for  me  aii<i  my  buy, 
and  your  dear  childven,  I  put  in  an^ong  other  securi'ies  which  I  had  to 
realize  cn  a  sucidcn,  a,bill,  on  which  I  used  yiair  r.,imc.  I  'iated  it  as 
drawn  six  months  back  by  me  at  Iv^ew  York,  on  yuu  at  Purcbment 
Buildings,  Temple  ;  and  1  wrote  your  acceptance  as  Jhough  the  signa- 
ture were  yours.  I  give  myself  up  V.<  you.  I  tell  you  what  I  hv.\e  d°ne. 
Make  the  matter  public.  Give  my  confession  to  the  world,  us  here  I 
write  and  sign  it,  and  your  father  is  branded  for  ever  to  the  world  as 
a  — — .    Spare  me  the  word. 
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"  As  I  live,  as  I  hope  for  your  forgiveness— long  ere  that  bill  became 
due — it  is  at  five  months'  date  for  £386  4s.  3d.,  value  received,  and 
dated  from  the  Temple  on  the  4th  of  July — I  passed  it  to  one  who 
promified  to  keep  it  until  I  myself  should  redeem  it.  The  commission 
which  he  charged  me  was  enormous  rascallij  ;  and  not  content  with  the 
immense  interest  which  he  extorted  from  me,  the  scoundrel  has  passed 
the  bill  away,  and  it  is  in  Europe,  in  the  hands  of  an  enemy. 

'•  You  remember  Tufton  Hunt  ?  Yes.  You  mof^  chastised  him. 

The  wretch  lately  made  his  detested  appearance  in  this  city,  associated 
with  the  Uirest  of  the  base,  and  endeavored  to  resume  his  pld  practice  of 
threats,  cajoleries,  and  extortions!  In  a  fatal  hour  the  villain  heard  of 
the  bill  of  which  I  have  warned  you.  He  purchased  it  from  the  gam- 
bler to  whom  it  had  been  passed.  As  N'ew  York  was  speedily  too  hot 
to  hold  him  (for  the  unhappy  man  has  i  reii  left  me  to  paij  his  hotel  score), 
he  has  tied — and  fled  to  Europe — taking  with  him  iLat  iutal  bill,  which 
he  says  he  knows  you  will  pay.  Ah  !  dear  Philip,  if  that  bill  were  but 
once. out  of  the  wretch's  hands  !  What  sleepless  hours  of  agony  should 
I  be  spared  !  I  pray  you,  I  implore  you,  make  every  saoriiice  to  meet 
it !  You  will  not  disown  it  ?  No.  As  you  have  children  of  your  own — 
as  you  love  them — you  would  not  willingly  let  them  leave  a  dishonored 

"Fathim!." 

"  I  have  a  share  in  a  yreat  medical  discovery,  regarding  which  I  have 
written  to  our  friend  Mrs.  Brandon,  and  v^hich  is  sure  to  realize  an  im- 
mense profit,  as  introduced  into  England  by  a  physician  so  well  known 
■ — may  I  not  say  professionally  ?  resjyecled  as  myself.  The  very  first 
profits  reirulting  from  that  discovery  I  promise,  on  my  hon(;r,  to  devote 
to  you.  They  will  verv  soon  far  more  than  repay  the  loss  which  my 
imprudence  has  brought  on  my  dear  boy.  Farewell !  Love  to  your 
wife  and  little  ones.— G.  E.  F." 


CHAPTER  XXXVir. 

NEC  PLENA  CRUORIS  HIRUDO. 

The  reading  of  this  precious  letter  filled  Philip's  friend  with 
an  inward  indignation  which  it  was  very  hard  to  control  or  dis- 
guise. It  is  no  pleasant  task  to  tell  a  gentkman  that  his  father 
is  a  rogue.  Old  Firmin  would  have  been  hanged  a  few  years 
earlier  for  practices  like  these.  As  you  talk  with  a  very  great 
scoundrel,  or  with  a  madman,  has  not  the  respected  reader  some- 
times rtflccted,  with  a  jiiim  self-humiliation,  how  the  fellow  is  of 
our  own  kind  ;  and  homo  est?  Let  us,  d.early  beloved,  who  are, 
outside— I  mean  outside  the  liulks  or  the  asylum— be  thankful 
that  we  have  to  pay  a  barber  for  snipping  our  hair,  and  are 
intrusted  with  the  choice  of  the  cut  of  our  own  jerkins.  As  poor 
Philip  read  his  father's  letter  my  thought  waa :  "And  1  can 
remember  the  soft  white  hand  of  that  icouiidrel,  which  has  just 
been  forging  his  own  son's  name,  putting  sovereigns  into  my  own 
palm  when  I  was  a  school-boy."  I  always  liked  that  man  :  but 
the  story  is  not  de  me — it  regards  Philip. 
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•■You  won't  pav  this  bill"/"  Philip's  friend  indi^nantlv  said, 
then. 

"  Wnat  ear.  I  do  V"  says  poor  Piiil,  snakinj  a  sad  h^ad. 

••  ToTi  are  no:  worth  fire  liaaired  pounds  in  the  world  ?" 
reniarki  rlie  friend, 

'•  Wlio  ever  said  I  was  ?  I  am  worth  this  bill :  or  my  oredi' 
is."  answers  the  vij-im 

■•  BP  you  pay  tlis.  he  will  draw  more."' 

'•I  dare  say  he  will:"  th'it  Fimiin  adraits. 

■•And  he  will  continue  to  draw,  as  !:a;j  a;  there  Is  a  drop  o:' 
blood  to  be  had  out  of  yo^a  " 

••  Yes."  ovriis  poor  Piiiiip.  p  irtinj  ^  n  i jer  to  his  Hp.  He 
tboiigac  I  mijbc  be  about  to  speak.  His  ar:less  wife  and  mine 
were  conversing  at  that  moment  u;vDn  the  r-spe-tive  merits  of 
so'jae  s^eet  ehinizes  which  they  bad  seen  a:  Snojlbre  I's.  in  Tot- 
teiiha-ji  Court  Boad.  a:;d  which  were  sochc.i]-  a-.j  n.easant,  aud 
lively  to  1  ok  at!  Really  this:-  drawing-room  curtains  would 
cost  sjareely  an%'thing  1  Oar  "R-g'.iiUs,  vj'-I  see.  before  stepping 
into  his  to: rare-riu,  was  s  ni.inj  on  his  iVieacs.  and  ralkiag  np- 
holsteiy  with  a  c"aee-fu!.  s-Jiirkiijg  cju'iteaaaee.  On  chintz,  or 
some  other  household  erraad.  the  ladies  wen;  prattling  on  :  b-ji 
there  >vas  no  care,  save  tor  husband  and  children,  in  Charlotte  ? 
poor  ii:;le  iLiaooeat  heart  jas:  iher.. 

•■Xi  -e  to  hear  her  raikini:  about  s^eet  drawjp.^-ra>m  chintzes, 
isn  c  it  .■' '  says  Phiiip.  ••  Saall  we  try  ^sMlb-ed's.  or  the  o;her 
s^jop  ?"    An  i  then  he  lau;:;s.    I:  was  no:  a  very  lively  la^aiih. 

••  Yo'j  mean  that  yo^j  are  dereraiined.  then,  on — " 

'•  Ori  aciuo-s-leJgi-.ig  my  ix'uref  Of  coarse."  says  Piiilip. 
••  if  ever  it  is  presented  to  m?..  I  woi'.d  own  it."  And  having 
formed  and  announced  this  resobario:;,  I  knew  aiy  sfjbbo rn 
friend  too  well  to  think  that  he  ever  wo.:ld  shirk  it. 

The  most  exasperating  par:  of  tae  matter  was.  thn:  however 
generously  Philip's  friends  mi ^ht  be  disT.jsed  toward  him.  thev 
could  not  in  this  case  give  hi-_a  a  helv:4aj  hand.  Tae  doctor^ 
would  draw  more  bills,  and  -oaore.  As  su.-e  as  Philip  supplied  the 
paren'  would  ask:  and  that  dtvo^ari;ig  dragon  of  a  doctor  had 
stoma.h  enough  for  the  blood  of  all  of  us.  were  ^fe  inclined  to 
give  it.  In  fact.  Pnilip  saw  as  much,  a^a  i  owned  evervthiaj  with 
his  usual  candor.  ••  I  see  w::at  is  noini  on  in  your  miad.  old  bov !"' 
the  poor  fellow  said.  ■•  as  well  as  ii  you  sooke.  You  mean  that  I 
am  helpless  and  irreciaimaole.  and  doomed  to  hopeless  r-ain.  So 
it  would  s-^em  A  m^n  can  t  escape  his  fete,  friend,  and  mv 
father  has  made  mine  for  me  If  I  :t;a,-.a:re  to  strtigjle  rhroti^h 
the  p.iy2ient  of  this  bilL  of  eo.irse  he  will  draw  another.  iMv 
only  chance  of  escape  is.^  that  he  sho  ild  su.veed  in  some  of  his 
speculations.  As  he  is  always  ^rambling,  there  mavbe  some  lack 
for  him  one  day  or  another.  ■  H  e  won't  benefit  me,  then.  That  is 
not  his  way.    If  he  makes  a  coup,  he  wi?l  keep  the  monev  or 
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spend  it.  He  won't  give  me  any.  But  he  will  not  draw  upon 
me  as  he  does  now,  or  send  forth  fancy  imitations  of  the  filial 
autograph.  It  is  a  blessing  to  have  such  a  fatfcer,  isn't  it  ?  I 
say,  Pen,  as  I  think  from  whom  I  am  descended,  and  look  at  your 
spoons,  I  am  astonished  I  have  not  put  any  of  them  in  my  pocket. 
You  leave  me  in  the  room  with  'em  quite  unprotected.'  I  say,  it 
is  quite  aifecting  the  way  in  which  you  and  your  dear  wife  have 
confidence  in  me."  And  with  a  bitter  execration  at  his  fate,  the 
poor  fellow  pauses  for  a  moment  in  his  lament. 

His  father  was  his  fate,  he  seemed  to  think,  and  there  were  no 
means  of  averting  it.   "  You  remember  that  picture  of  Abraham 
and  Isaac  in  the  doctors  study  in  Old  Parr  street  ?"  he  would 
say.    "My  patriarch  has  tied  me  up,  and  had  the  knife  in  me 
repeatedly.    He  does  not  sacrifice  me  at  one  operation ;  but 
there  will  be  a  final  one  some  day,  and  I  shall  bleed  no  more. 
It 's  gay  and  amusing,  isn't  it.    Especially  when  one  has  a  wife 
and  cliildren."  I,  for  my  part,  felt  so  indignant  that  I  was  minded 
to  advertise  in  the  papers  that  all  acceptances  drawn  in  Philip's 
name  were  forgeries ;  and  let  his  father  take  the  consequences  of 
his  own  act.    But  the  consequences  would  have  been  life  impris- 
onment for  the.oldman,anTi  almost  as  much  disgrace  and  ruin  for 
the  young  one  as  were  actually  impending.    He  pointed  out  this 
clearly  enough ;  nor  could  we  altogether  gainsay  his  dismal 
logic.    It  was  better,  at  any  rate,  to  meet  this  bill,  and  give  the 
doctor  warning  for  the  future.    Well,  perhaps  it  was  ;  only  sup- 
pose the  doctor  should  take  the  warning  in  good  part,  accept  the 
rebuke  with  perfect  meekness,  and  at  an  e^irly  opportunity  com- 
mit another  forgery  ?    To  tl^^  Philip  replied.'that  no  man  could 
resist  his  fate  :  that  he  had  always  expected  his  own  doom 
through  his  father:  that  when  the  elder  vvent  to  America  he 
thought  possibly  the  charm  was  brolsfen  ;  "  but  you  see  it  is  not," 
groaned  Philip,  "  and  my  father's  emissaries  reach  me,  and  I  am 
still  under  the  spell."    The  bearer  of  the  how-string,  we  know, 
was  on  his  way,  and  would  deliver  his  grim  message  ere  long. 

Having  frequently  succeeded  in  extorting  money  from  Dr.  Fir- 
min,  Mr.  Tufton  Hunt  thought  he  could  not  do  better  than  follow 
his  banker  across  the  Atlantic  ;  and  we  need  not  describe  the 
annoyance  and  rage  of  the  doctor  on  finding  this  black  care  still 
behind  his  back.  He  had  not  mueh  to  give;  indeed  the  sum 
which  he  took  away  with  him,  and  of  which  he  robbed  his  son 
and  his  other  creditors,  was  but  small ;  but  Hunt  was  bent  upon 
having  a  portion  of  this  ;  and,  of  course,  hinted  that,  if  the  doctor 
refused,  he  would  carry  to  the  New  York  press  the  particulars  of 
Pirmin's  early  ..career  and  latest  defalcations.  Mr.  Hunt  had 
been  under  the  gallery  of  the  House- of  Commons  half  a  dozen 
times,  and  knew  our  public  men  by  sight.  In  the  course  of  a 
pretty  long  and  disreputable  career  he  had  l^rned  anecdotes 
regarding  members  of  the  aristocracy,  turf-men,  and  the  like  ; 
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and  he  offered  to  seil  this  precious  knowledcre  of  his  to  more  than 
one  American  paper,  a;  other  amiable  exiles  from  our  country 
have  done.  But  Hunt  was  too  eld.  and  his  stories  too  stale,  for 
the  ZSTevT  York  p  ublic.  They  dated  from  George  iV,  and  the 
boxing  and  (.oacLing  tiraLS.  He  found  but  little  market  lor  his 
■wares :  and  the  tipsy  parson  reeled  from  tavern  to  bar,  only  the 
object  of  sco'n  to  }cuuger  reprobatts  ■who  despised  his  old- 
fashiont  d  stories,  and  couid  top  themTrith  blackguardism  of  a 
much  more  modern  date. 

After  seme  vtro  years'  sojourn  in  the  United  States,  this  ■worthy 
felt  the  passionate  longing  to  revisit  his  native  country  which 
generous  hearts  often  experience,  and  made  his  ■way  from  Liver- 
pool to  London  :  and  v>  hen  in  London  directed  his  steps  to  the 
house  of  the  Little  Sister,  of  ■which  he  expected  to  find  Philip 
still  an  inmate.  Although  Hunt  had  been  once  kicked  out  of  the 
premises,  he  felt  little  shame  no'w  jtbcut  re-entering  them.  He 
had  that  in  his  pocket  -which  would  insure  him  respectful  behavior 
from  Philip.  What  -were  the  circumstances  under  ■which  that 
forged  bill  was  obtained  '?  Was  it  a  speculation  bet^ween  Hunt 
and  Philip's  father  ?  Did  Hunt  suggest  that,  to  screen  the  elder 
Fiimin  from  disgrace  and  ruin,  Philip  ■would  assuredly  take  the 
bill  up  ■?  That  a  forged  signature  ■was,  in  fact,  a  better  document 
than  a  genuine  acceptjTice  ?  We  shaH  never  kno^w  the  truth 
regarding  this  transaction  now.  We  have  but  the  statements  of 
the  two  parties  concerned ;  and  as  both  of  them,  I  grieve  to  say, 
are  entirely  Tanworthy  of  credit,  we  must  remain  in  ignorance 
regarding  this  matteii  Perhaps  Hunt  forged  Philip  s  acceptance; 
perhaps  his  unhappy  father  wrot^t :  perhaps  the  doctor's  story 
•that  the  paper -was  .extorted  from  him  was  true,  perhaps  false. 
What  matters '?  Both  the  men  have  passed  away  from  among 
us,  and  will  write  and  speaS  no  more  lies. 

Caroline  was  absent  frcm  home  when  Hunt  paid  his  first  visit 
after  his  return  irom  America.  Her  servant  described,  the  man 
and  his  appearance.  Mrs.  Brandon  lelt  siire  that  Hunt  was  her 
visitor,  and  foreboded  no  good  to  Philip  from  the  parson's  arrival. 
In  former  days  we  have  seen  how  the  Little  Sister  had  found 
favor  in  the  eyes  of  this  man.  The  besotted  creature,  shunned 
of  men,  stained  with  crime,  drink,  debt,  had  still  no  little  vanity 
in  his  composition,  and  gave  himself  airs  in  the  parlor  taverns 
■wJiich  he  trequented.  Because  he  had  been  at  the  University 
thirty  years  ago,  his  idea  was  that  he  was  superior  to  crdinary 
men  who  Lad  not  had  the  ter.tfit  of  an  education  at  Oxford  or 
Cambridge;  and  that  the  "  snob;,"  as  he  caDed  them,  respected 
him.  He  would  assume  graiHiicse  airs  in  talking  to  a  tradesman 
ever  so  wealthy  ;  speak  to  such  a  man  by  Lis  surname  ;  and  deem 
that  he  honored  him  by  his  patronage  and  conversation.  The 
Little  Sister  s  gfammar,  I  have  told  ycu,  was  not  good  ;  her  poor 
little  h's  were  sadly  irregular.    A  letter  was  a  painful  task  to  her. 
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She  know  how  ill  she  performed  it,  and  that  she  was  for  ever 
making  blunders. 

She  would  invent  a  thousand  funny  little  pleas  and  excuses  for 
her  faults  of  writing.  With  all  the  blunders  of  spelling,  her  lit- 
tle letters  had  a  pathos  which  somehow  brought  tears  into  the 
aj'es.  The  Rev.  Mr.  Hunt  believed  himself  to  be  this  woman's 
superior.  He  thought  his  University  education  gave  him  a 
claim  upon  her  respect,  and  draped  himself  and  swaggered  before 
her  and  others  in  his  dingy  college  gown.  He  had  paraded  his 
Master  of  Arts  degree  in  many  thousand  tavern  parlors,  where 
liis  Greek  and  learning  had  got  him  a  kind  of  respect.  He 
patronized  landlords,  and  strutted  by  hostosses\bars  with  a 
vinous  leer  or  a  tipsy  solemnity.  He  must  have  been  very  far 
gone  and  debased  indeed. when  he  could  still  think  that  he  was 
any  living  man's  better  ;  he,  who  ought  to  have  waited  on  the 
waiters,  and  blacked  boots'  own  shoes.  When  be  had  reached 
a  certain  stage  of  liquor  he  commonly  began  to  brag  about  tlie 
University,  and  recite  the  titles  of  his  friends  of  early  days. 
Never  was  kicking  more  righteously  administered  than  that 
which  Philip  once  bestowed  on  this  miscreant.  The  fellow  took 
to  the  gutter  as  naturally  as  to  his  bed,  Firmin  used  to  say,  and 
vowed  that  the  washing  there  was  a  novelty  which  did  him  good. 

Brandon  soon  found  that  her  surmises  were  correct  regarding 
her  nameless  visitor.  Next  day,  as  she  was  watering  some  little 
flowers  in  her  window,  she  looked  from  it  into  the  street,  where 
she  saw  the  shambling  parson  leering  up  at  her.  When  she  saw 
him  he  took  oif  his  greasy  hat  and  made  her  a  bow.  At  the 
motnent  she  saw  him  she  felt  that  he  was  come  upon  some  errand 
hostile  to  Philip.  She  knew  he  meant  mischief  as  he  looked  up 
with  that  sodden  face,  those  bloodshot  eyes,  those  unshorn,  grin- 
ning lips. 

She  might  have  been  inclined  to  faint,  or  disposed  to  scream, 
or  to  hide  herself  from  the  man,  the  sight  of  whom  she  loathed. 
She  did  not  faint,  or  bide  herself,  or  cry 'out;  but  she  instantly 
nodded  her  head  and  smiled  in  the  most  engaging  manner  on 
that  unwelcome,  dingy  stranger.  Slie  went  to  her  doof ;  she 
opened  it  (though  her  heart  beat  so  tjjat  you  might  have  heard 
it,  as  she  told  her  friend  afterward).  She  stood  there  a  moment 
archly  smiling  at  him,  and  she  beckoned  him  into  her  liouse  with 
a  little  gesture  of  welcome.  "-Law  bless  us  "  (these,  1  have 
reason  to  believe,  were  her  very  words) — "Law  bless  us,  Mr. 
Hunt,  where  ever  have  you  been  this  aver  sf«  long  ?"  And  a 
smiling  face  look-.-d  at  him  resolutely  from  under  a  neat  cap  and 
fresh  ribbon.  Why,  I. know  some  women  can  smile  and  look  at 
ease  when  they  sit  d,own  in  a  dentist's  chair. 

"  Law  bless"  me,  Mr.  Hunt,"  then  says  the  artless  creature, 
"  who  ever  would  have  thought  of  seeing  you,  I  do  declare." 
And  she  makes  a  nice  clieery  little  courtesy,  and  looks  quite 
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gay,  pleased,  and  pretty;  and  so  did  Judith  look  gay,  no  doubt, 
and  smile,  and  prattle  before  Holofernes ;  and  then  of  course  she 
said,  "  Won't  you  step  in  ?"  "  And  then  Hunt  swaggered  up  the 
steps  of  the  house,  and  entered  the  little  parlor,  into  ■which  the 
kind  reader  has  often  been  conducted,  -with  its  neat  little  orna- 
ments, its  ^listening -corner  cupboard,  and  its  well- scrubbed^ 
shining  furniture. 

"  How  is  the  captain  ?"  asks  the  man  (alone  in  the  company  of 
this  Little  Sister  the  fellow's  own  heart  began  to  beat,  and  his 
bloodshot  eyes  t-o  glisten). 

He  had  not  heard  about  poor  pa  ?  "  That  shows  how  long 
you  have  been  away  !"  Mrs.  Brandon  remarks,  and  mentions  the 
date  of  her  father's  fatal  illness.  Yes :  she  was  alone  now,  and 
had  to  care  for  herself ;  and  straightway,  I  have  no  doubt,  Mrs. 
Brandon  asked  Mr.  Hunt  whtther  he  would  "  take  "  anything. 
Indeed,  that  good  little  woman  was  for  ever  pressing  her  friends 
to  "take"  something,  and  would  have  thought  the  laws  of  hos- 
pitality violated  unless  she  had  made  this  offer. 

Hunt  was  never  known  to  refuse  a  proposal  of  this  sort.  He 
v:ould  take  a  taste  of  something — of  something  warm.  He  had 
had  fever  and  ague  at  Xew  York,  and  the  malady  hung  about 
him.  Mrs.  Brandon  was  straightway  very  much  interested  to 
hear  about  Mr.  Hunt  s  complaint,  and  knew  that  a  comfortable 
glass  was  very  efEcacious  in  removing  threatening  fever.  Her 
nimble,  neat  little  hands  mixed  him  a  cup.  He  could  not  but  see 
what  a  trim  little  housekeeper  she  was.  ''Ah,  Mrs.  Brandon,  if 
I  had  had  such  a  kind  friend  watching  over  me.  I  should  not  be 
such  a  wreck  as  I  am!"  He  must  bave  advanced  to  a  second, 
nay,  a  third  glass,  when  he  sighed  and  became  sentimental 
regarding  his  own  unhappy  condition,  and  Brandon  owned  to 
her  friends  aiterward  that  she  made  those  glasses  vtry  strong. 

Having  "taken  something"  in  considerable  quantities,  then 
Hunt  condescended  to  ask  how  his  hostess  was  getting  on,  and 
how  were  her  lodgers?  How  she  was  getting  on?  Brandoa 
drew  the  most  cheerful  picture  of  herself  and  her  circumstances. 
The  apartments  let  well,  and  were  never  empty.  Thanks  to 
good  Dr.  Goodenough  and  other  friends,  she  had  as  much  pro- 
fessional occupation  as  she  could  desire.  Since  you  know  who 
has  left  the  couiitry,  she  said,  her  mind  had  been  «ver  so  much 
easier.  As  long  as  he  was  near  she  never  felt  secure.  But  he 
was  gone,  and  bad  luck  go  with  him  !  said  this  vindictive  Little 
Sister. 

"  Was  his  son  still  lodging  up  stairs  ?"  asked  Mr.  Hunt. 

On  this,  what  does  Mrs.  Brandon  do  but  begin  a  most  angry 
attack  upon  Philip  and  his  family.  He  lodge  there  ?  Xo,  thank 
goodness  !  She  had  had  enough  of  him  and  his  wife,  with  her 
airs  and  graces,  and  the  childPL-n  crying  all  night,  and  the  furni- 
ture spoiled,  and  the  bills  not  even  paid!    "I  wanted  him  to 
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think  that  me  and  Philip  was  friends  no  longer;  and  heaven 
forrrive  me  for  telling  stories!  I  know  this  fellow  means  no  good 
to  Philip ;  and  before  long  I  will  know  luhat  he  means,  that  I 
will,"  she  vowed. 

For  on  the  very  day  when  Mr.  Hunt  paid  her  a  visit,  Mrs. 
Brandon  came  to  see  Philip's  friends,  and  acquaint  them  with 
Hunt's  arrival.  We  could  not  be  sure  that  be  was  the  bearer 
of  the  forged  bill  with  which  poor  Philip  was  threatened.  As 
yet  Hunt  had  made  no  allusion  to  it.  But,  though  we  are  far 
from  sanctioning  deceit  or  hypocrisy,  we  own  that  we  were  not 
very  angry  with  the  Little  Sister  for  employing  dissimulation  in 
.the  present  instance,  and  inducing  Hunt  to  believe  that  she  was 
by  no  means  an  accomplioe  of  Philip.  If  Philip's  wife  pardoned 
her,  ought  his  friends  to  be  less  forgiving  ?  To  do  right,  you 
know  you  must  not  do  wrong ;  though  I  own  this  was  one  of  the 
cases  in  which  I  am  inclined  not  to  deal  very  hardly  with  the 
well-n>eaDing  little  criminal. 

Now  Charlotte  had  to  pardon  (and  for  th's  fault,  if  not  for 
some  others,  Charlotte  did  most  heartily  pardon)  our  little  friend, 
for  this  reason,  that  Brandon  most  wantonly  maligned  her. 
When  Hunt  asked  what  sort  of  wife  Philip  had  married  ?  Mrs. 
Brandon  declared  that  Mrs.  Philip  was  a  pert,  odious  little  thing ; 
that  she  gave  herself  airs,  negltected  her  children,  bullied  her 
husband,  and  what  not;  and,  finally,  Brandon  vo*fed  that  she 
disliked  Charlotte,  and  was  very  glad  to  get  her  out  of  the  house : 
and  that  Philip  was  not  the  same  Philip  since  he  married  her, 
and  that  he  gave  himself  airs,  and  was  rude,  and  in  all  things 
led  by  his  wife ;  and  to  get  rid  of  them  was  a  good  riddance. 

Hunt  gracefully  suggested-  that  quarrels  between  landladies 
and  tenants  were  not  unusual ;  that  lodgers  sometimes  did  not 
pay  their  rent  punctually;  at  others  were  unreasonably  anxious 
about  the  consumption  of  their  groceries,  liquors,  and  so  forth ; 
and  little  Brandon,  who,  rather  than  steal  a  pennyworth  from 
her  Philip,  would  have  cut  her  hand  off,  laughed  at  her  guest's 
joke,  and  pretended  to  be  amused  with  his  knowing  hints  that 
she  was  a  rogue.  There  was  not  a  word  he  said  but  she  received 
it  with  a  gracious  acquiescence  :  she  might  shudder  inwardly  at 
the  leering  familiarity  of  the  odious  tipsy  wretch,  but  she  gave 
no  outward  sign  of  disgust  or  fear.  She  allowed  him  to  talk  as 
much  as  he  would  in  hopes  that  he  would  come  to  a  subject 
which  deeply  interested  her.  She  asked  about  the  doctor  and 
what  he  was  doing,  and  whether  it  was  likely  that  he  would 
ever  be  able  to  pay  back  any  of  that  money  which  he  had  taken 
from  his  son  ?  And  she  spoke  with  an  indifferent  tone,  pre- 
tending to  be  very  busy  over  some  work  at  which  she  was 
stitching. 

"  Oh,  you  are  still  hankering  after  him !"  says  the  chaplain, 
winking  a  bloodshot  eye. 
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"Hankering  after  that  old  man!  What  should  I  care  for 
him '?  As  if  he  have  n't  done  me  harm  enoaih  already  !"  cries 
poor  Caroline. 

"  Yi^s.  But  women  don't  oiilike  .3,  man  the  wor';»  for  a  little 
ill-usajie,"  sujrgests  Hunt.  No  douVjt  the  fellow  had  made  his 
own  experiments  on  woman  s  fidelit}-. 

"Well,  1  suppose,"  sajs  Brandon,  with  a  toss  of  ht  r  liead, 
"women  may  get  tired  as  well  as  men,  mayn't  tliey  ?  I  found 
out  that  man,  and  wearied  of  him  years  and  years  ago.  Another 
little  drop  out  of  the  green  bottle.  Mr.  Hunt !  It 's  very  good 
for  ague-fever,  and  keeps  the  cold  fit  off  wonderful !"' 

And  Hunt  <]rank,  and  he  talked  a  little  more — much  more: 
and  he  gave  his  opinion  of  the  elder  Firmin,  and  spoke  of  his 
chances  of  success,  and  of  his  rage  for  speculation?,  and  doubted 
whether  he  would  ever  be  able  to  lift  his  head  again — though  he 
might,  he  might  still.  He  was  in  the  country  where,  if  ever  a 
man  could  retrieve  himself,  he  had  a  chance.  And  Philip  was 
giving  himself  airs,  was  he  ?  He  was  always  an  arrogant  chap, 
that  Mr.  Philip.  And  he  had  left  her  house '?  and  was  gone 
ever  so  long  V  and  where  did  he  live  now  ? 

Then  I  am  sorry  to  say  Mrs.  Brandon  asked,  how  should  she 
know  where  Philip  lived  now?  She  believed  it  was  near  Gray's 
Inn,  or  Lincoln's  Inn,  or  somewhere;  and  she  was  for  turning 
the  conversatitjn  away  from  this  subject  altogether:  and  sought 
to  do  so  by  many  lively  remarks  and  ingenious  little  artifices 
which  I  can  imagine,  but  which  *he  only  in  part  acknowledged 
to  me— for  you  must  know  that  as  soon  ag  her  visitor  tcfok  leave — 
to  turn  into  the  "  Admiral  Byng  "  public-house,  and  renew  ac- 
quaintance with  the  worthies  assembled  in  the  parlor  of  that 
tavern,  Mrs.  Brandon  ran  away  to  a  cab,  drove  in  it  to  Philip's 
house  in  Milnian  street,  where  only  Mrs.  Philip  wa?  at  home — 
and  after  a  hanale  conversation  with  her,  which  puzzled  Char- 
lotte not  a  little,  for  Bra'ndon  would  not  say  on  what  errand  she 
came,  and  never  mentioned  Hunt's  arrival  and  visit  to  her — the 
Little  Sister  made  her  way  to  another  cab,  and  presently  made 
her  appearance  at  the  house  of  Philip's  friends  in  Queen  square. 
And  here  she  informed  me  how  Hunt  had  arrived,  and  how  she 
was  sure  ha  meant  no  good  to  Philip,  and  how  she  had  told  cer- 
tain—certain stories  which  were  not  founded  in  fact — to  Mr. 
Hunt;  for  the  telling  of  which  fibs  I  am  not  about  to  endeavor 
to  excuse  her. 

Though  the  interesting  clergyman  had  not  said  one  word 
regaiding  that  bill  of  which  Philip's  father  had  warned  him,  we 
believed  that  the  document  was  in  Hunt's  possession,  and  that  it 
would  be  produced  in  due  sea.son.  We  happened  to  know  where 
Philip  dined,  and  sent  him  word  to  come  to  us. 

"What  can  he  mean?"  the  people  asked  at  the  table— a 
bachelors'  table  at  the  Temple  (for  Philip's  good  wife  actually 
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eacotirSged  him  to  go  abroad  from  time  to  time,  and  make  merry 
with  his  friends).  '•  What  can  this  mean  ?"  and  they  read  out 
the  scrap  of  paper  which  he  had  cast  down  as  he  was  summoned 
away. 

Philip's  correspondent  wrote  :  "  Dear  Philip— I  believe  the 
BEARER  OF  THE  BOW-sTEiNG  has  arrived ;  and  has  t>een  wifh 
the  L.  S.  this  vpry  dayl" 

The  L.  S.  ?  the  bearer  of  the  bow-string  ?  Not  one  of  the 
bachelors  dining  in  Parchment  Buildings  could  read  the  riddle. 
Only  after  receiving  the  scrap  of  paper  Philip  had  jumped  up 
and  left  the  room;  and  a  friend  of  ours,  a  sly  wag,  and  Don 
Juan  of  Pump  Court,  offered  to  take  odds  that  there  w^a  a  lady 
in  the  case. 

At  the  hasty  little  council  which  was  convened  at  our  house 
on  the  receipt  of  the  news,  the  Little  Sister,  whose  instinct  had 
not  betrayed  her,  was  made  acqaainted  with  the  precise  nature 
of  the  danger  which  menaced  Philip ;  and  exhibited  a  fine 
hearty  wrath  when  she  heard  how  he  proposed  to  meet  the 
enemy.  He  had  a  certain  sum  in  hand.  He  would  borrow 
more  of  his  friends  who  knew  that  he  was  an  honest  man. 
This  bill  he  would  meet  whatever  might  comei  and  avert  at 
least  this  disgrace  from  his  father. 

What  ?  Give  in  to  those  rogues  ?  Leave  his  children  to 
starve,  and  his  poor  wife  to  turn  drudge  and  house-servant,  who 
was  not  fit  for  anything  but  a  fine  lady  ?  (There  was'  no  love 
lost,  you  see,  between  these  two  ladies,  who  both  loved  Mr. 
Philip.)  It  was  a  sin  apd  a  shame  !  Mrs.  Brandon  averred, 
and  declared  she  thought  Philip  had  been  a  man  of  more  spirit. 
Philip's  friend  has  before  stated  his  own  private  sentiments  re- 
gatding  the  calamity  which  menaced  Firmin.  To  pay  this  bill 
was  to  brin^  a  dozen  more  down  upon  him.  PhiUp  might  as 
well  resist  now  as  at  a  later  day.  Such,  in  fact,  was  the  opinion 
given  by  the  reader's  very  humble  servant  at  command. 

My'wife,  on  the  other  hand,  took  Philip's  side.  She  was  very 
much  moved  at  his  announcement  that  he  wpuld  forgive  his 
father  this  once  at  least,  and  endeavor  to  cover  his  sin. 

"As  you  hope  to  be  forgiven  yourself,  dear  Philip,  I  am  sure 
you  are  doing  right,"  Laura  said;  "I  am  sure  Charlotte  will 
think  so  " 

"  Oh,  Charlotte,  Charlotte !"  interposes  the  Little  Sister, 
rather  peevishly;  "  of  course  Mrs.  Philip  thinks  whatever  her 
husband  tells  her !" 

"  In  his  own  time  of  trial  Philip  has  been  met  with  wonderful 
succor  and  kindness,"  Laura  urged.  "  See  how  one  thing  after 
another  has  contributed  to  help  him  !  When  he  wanted,  there 
were  friends  aKvays  at  his  need.  If  he  wants  again,  I  am  sure 
my  husband  and  I  will  share  with  him."  (I  may  have  made  a 
wry  face  at  this  ;  for,  with  the  best  feelings  toward  a  man,  and 
87 
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that  kind  of  thing,  you  know  it  is  not  always  convenient  to  be' 
lending  him  five  or  six  hundred  pounds  without  security.)  "  My 
dear  husband  and  I  will  share  with  him."  goes  on  Mrs.  Laura ; 
"  won't  we,  Arthur  ?  Yes,  Brandon,  that  we  will.  Be  sure 
Charlotte  and  the  children  shall  not  want  because  Philip  covers 
his  father's  wrong  and  hides  it  from  the  world.  God  bless  you, 
dear  friend  !"  And  what  does  this  woman  do  next,  and  befor^ 
her  husband's  face  ?  Actually  she  goes  up  to  PWlip  ;  she  takes 
his  hand — and —  Well,  what  took  place  before  my  own  eyes  1 
do  not  choose  to  write  down. 

"  She 's  encouraging  him  to  ruin  the  children  for  the  sake  of 
that — that  wicked  old  brute !"  cries  Mrs.  Brandon.  "  It 's 
enough  to  provoke  a  saint,  it  is  1"  And  she  seizes  up  her  bonnet 
from  the  'able  and  claps  it  on  her  head,  and  walks  out  of  our 
room  in  a  little  tempest  of  wrath. 

My  wife,  clasping  her  hands,  whispers  a  few  words,  which 
say  :  "  Forgive  us  our  trespasses,  as  we  forgive  them  who  trespass 
against  us." 

"  Yes,"  says  Philip,  very  much  moved.  ''  It  is  the  Divine 
order.  You  are  right,  dear  Laura.  I  have  had  a  weary  time  ; 
and  a  terrible  gloom  of  doubt  and  sadness  over  my  mind  while  I 
have  been  debating  this  matter,  and  before  I  had  determined  to 
do  as  you  would  have  me.  But  a  great  weight  is  off  my  heart 
since  I  have  been  enabled  to  see  what  my  conduct  should  be. 
What  hundreds  of  struggling  men  as  well  as  myself  have  met 
with  losses  and  faced  them  !  I  will  pay  this  bill,  and  I  will  warn 
the  drawer  to — to  spare  me  for  the  future." 

Now  that  the  Little  Sister  had  gone  away  in  her  fit  of  indig- 
nation, you  see  I  was  left  in  a  minority  in  the  council  of  war, 
and  the  opposition  was  quite  too  strong  for  me.  I  began  to  ])e 
of  the  majority's  opinion.  I  dare  say  I  am  not  the  only  gentle- 
man who  has  been  led  round  by  a  woman.  We  men  of  great 
strength  of  mind  very  frequently  are.  Yes  ;  my  wife  convinced 
me  with  passages  from  her  text-book,  admitting  of  no  contradic- 
tion according  to  her  judgment,  that  Philip's  duty  was  to  forgive 
his  father. 

"  And  how  lucky  it  was  we  did  not  buy  the  chintzes  that  day!" 
says  Laura,  with  a  laugh.  "  Do  you  know  there  were  two  which 
were  so  pretty  that  Charlotte  could  not  make  up  her  mind  which 
of  the  two  she  would  take  ?" 

Philip  roared  out  one  of  his  laughs  which  made  the  windows 
shake.  Ho  was  in  great  spirits.  For  a  man  who  was  going  to 
ruin  himself  he  was  in  the  most  enviable  good-humor.  Did  Char- 
lotte know  about  this — this  claim  which  was  impending  over 
him  V  No.  It  might  make  her  anxious,  poor  little  thing  !  Philip 
had  not  told  her.  He  had  thought  of  concealing  the  matter 
from  her.  What  need  was  there  to  disturb  her  rest,  poor  inno- 
cent child  ?    You  see,  we  all  treated  Mrs.  Charlotte  more  or 
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less  like  a  child.  Philip  played  with  her.  J.  J.,  the  painter, 
coaxed  and  dandled  her,  so  to  speak.  The  Little  Sister  loved  her, 
but  certainly  with  a  love  that  was  not  respectful ;  and  Charlotte 
took  everybody's  good-will  with  a  pleasant  meekness  and  sweet 
smiling  content.  It  was  not  for  Laura  to  give  advice  to  man  and 
■wife  (as  if  the  woman  was  not  always  giving  lectures  to  Philip 
and  his  young  wife !);  but  in  the  present  instance  she  thought 
Mrs.  Philip  certainly  ought  to  know  what  Philip's  real  situation 
was ;  what  danger  was  menacing ;  "  and  how  admirable,  and 
right,  and  christian — and  you  will  have  your  reward  for  it,  dear 
Philip !"  interjects  the  enthusiastic  lady — "  your  conduct  has 
been  !" 

AVhen  we  came,  as  we  straightway  did  in  a  cab,  to  Charlotte's 
bouse,  to  expound  the  matter  to  her,  goodness  bless  us  1  she  was 
not  shocked,  or  anxious,  or  frightened  at  all.  Mrs.  Brandon  had 
just  been  with  her,  and  told  her  of  what  was  happening,  and  she 
had  said,  "  Of  course,  Philip  ought  to  help  his  father;  and  Brandon 
had  gone  away  quite  in  a  tantrum  of  anger,  and  had  really  been 
quite  rude ;  and  she  should  not  pardon  her,  only  she  knew  how 
dearly  the  Little  Sister  loved  Philip ;  and  of  course  they  must 
help  Dr.  Firmin ;  and  what  dreadful,  dreadful  distress  he  must 
have  been  in  to  do  as  he  did!  But  he  had  warned  Philip,- you 
know,"  and  so  forth.  "  And  as  for  the  chintzes,  Laura,  why  I 
suppose  we  must  go  on  with  the  old  shabby  covers.  You  know 
they  will  do  very  well  till  next  year."  This  was  the  way  in  which 
Mrs.  Charlotte  received  the  news  which  Philip  had  concealed 
from  her,  lest  it  should  terrify  her.  As  if  a  loving  woman  was 
ever  very  much  frightened  at  being  called  upon  to  share  her 
husband's  misfortune  I 

As  for  the  little  case  of  forgery,  I  don't  believe  the  young  per- 
son could  ever  be  got  to  see  the  heinous  nature  of  Dr.  Firmin's 
offence.  The  desperate  little  logician  seemed  rather  to  pity  the 
father  than  the  son  in  the  business.  "  How  dreadfully  pressed 
he  must  have  been  when  he  did  it,  poor  man !"  she  said.  "  To 
be  sure  he  ought  not  to  have  done  it  at  all;  but  think  of  his 
necessity !  That  is  what  I  said  to  Brandon.  Now,  there 's  little 
Philip's  cake  in  the  cupboard  which  you  brought  him.  Now  sup- 
pose papa  was  very  hungry,  and  went  and  took  some  without 
asking  Philly,  he  would  n't  be  so  very  wrong,  I  think,  would  he? 
A  child  is  glad  enough  to  give  for  his  father,  isn't  he  ?  And 
when  I  said  this  to  Brandon,  she  was  so  rude  and  violent,  I  really 
have  no  patience  with  her !  And  she  forgets  that  I  am  a  lady, 
and  "  etc.,  etc.  So  it  appeared  the  Little  Sister  had  made  a 
desperate  attempt  to  bring  over  Charlotte  to-  her  side,  was  still 
minded  to  rescue  Philip  in  spite  of  himself,  and  had  gone  off  in 
wrath  at  her  defeat. 

We  looked  to  the  doctor's  letters  and  ascertained  the  date  of 
the  bill.    It  had  crossed  the  water,  and  would  be  at  Philip's  door 
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in  a  very  few  days.    Had  Hunt  brought  it  ?    The  rascal  would, 

have  it  presented  through  some  regular  channel,  no  doubt;  and 
Philip  and  all  of  us  totted  up  -ways  and  means,  and  strove  to 
make  the  slender  figures  look  as  big  as  possible,  as  the  thrifty 
housewife  puts  a  patch  here  and  a  darn  there,  and  cuts  a  little 
slice  out  of  this  old  garment,  so  as  to  mak^^  the  poor  little  frock 
serve  for  winter  wear.  We  had  so  much  at  the  banker's.  A 
triend  might  help  with  a  little  advance.  We  would  fairly  ask 
a  loan  from  the  Review.  We  were  in  a  scrape,  but  we  would 
meet  it.  And  so  with  resolute  hearts  we  would  prepare  to  receive 
the  Bearer  of  the  Bow-string. 


CHAPTER  XXXVm. 

THE  BEARER  OF  THE  BOW-STRING. 

The  poor  Little  Sister  trud^jed  away  from  Milman  street, 
exasperated  with  Philip,  with  Philrp's.wife,  and  with  the  deter- 
mination of  the  pair  to  accept  the  hopeless  ruin  impending  over 
them.  "  Three  hundred  and  eighty-six  pounds  four  and  three- 
pence,"' she  thought,  "  to  pay  for  that  wicked  old  villain  !  It  is 
more  than  poor  Philip  is  worth,  with  all  his  savings  and  his 
little  sticks  of  furniture.  I  know  what  he -will  doi  he  will  bor- 
row of  ttfe  money-lenders,  and  give  those  bills,  and  renew  them, 
and  end  by  ruin.  When  he  have  paid  this  bill  that  old  villain 
will  forge  another,  and  that  precious  wife  of  his  will  tell  him  to 
pay  that,  I  suppose ;  and  those  little  darlings  will  be  begging  for 
bread,  unless  they  come  and  eat  mioe,  to  which — Grod  bles^  them  I 
— they  are  always  welcome."  She  calculated — it  was  a  sum  not 
difficult  to  reckon — the  amount  of  her  own  little  store  of  saved 
ready  money.  To  pay  four  hundred  pounds  out  of  such  an  in- 
come as  Philip's,  she  felt,  was  an  attempt  vain  and  impos-sible. 
"  And  he  muft  n't  have  my  poor  little  stocking  now,"  she  argued; 
"  theji  will  want  that  presently  when  their  pride  is  broken  down,, 
as  it  will  be,  and  my  darlings  are  hungering  for  their  dinner !" 
Eevolving  this  dismal  matter  in  her  mind,  and  scarce  knowing 
where  to  go  for  comfort  and  counsel,  she  made  her  wav  to  her 
good  friend,  Dr.  Goodenough,  and  found  that  worthy  man,  who 
had  alwa3-s  a  welcome  for  his  Little  Sister. 

She  found  Goodenough  alone  in  his  great  dining-room,  takinor 
a  very  slender  ineal,  after  visiting  his  hospital  an'd  his  fifty  pa^ 
tients,  among  whom  I  think  there  were  more  poor  than  rich  : 
and  the  good  slf^epy  doctor  woke  up  with  a  vengeance  when  he 
heard  his  little  nurse's  news,  and  fired  off  a  volley  of  anory  lan- 
guage against  Philip  and  his  scoundrel  of  a  father ;  "  which  it 
was  a  comfort  to  hear  him,"  little  Brandon  told  us  aft;erward. 
Then  (Joodenough  trotted  out  of  the  dining-room  into  the  adjoin- 
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ing  library  and  consulting-room,  whither  his  old  friend  followed 
him.  Then  he  pulled  out  a  bunch  of  keys  and  opened  a  secre- 
taire, from  which  he  took  a  parchment-covered  volume,  on  which 
J.  Good  enough,  Esq.,  M.D-.  was  written  in  a  fine  legible  hand — 
and  whiel),  in  fact,  was  a  banker's  book.  The  inspection  of  the 
MS.  volume  in  question  must  have  pleased  the  worthy  physician, 
for  a  grin  came  over  his  venerable  features,  and  he  straightway 
drew  out  of  the  desk  a  slim  volume  of  gray  .paper,  on  each  page 
of  which  were  inscribed  the  highly  respectable  names  of  Messrs. 
Stumpy  and  Rowdy  and  Co.,  of  Lombard  street.  Bankers.  On 
a  slip  of  gray  paper  the  doctor  wrote  a  prescription  for  a 
draught,  stetim  sumendus — (a  draught — mark  my  pleasanti'y) — 
which  he  handed  over  to  his  little  friend. 

"  There,  you  little  fool  1"  said  fie.  "  The  father  is  a  rascal,  but 
the  boy  is  a  fine  fellow  ;  and  you,  you  little  silly  thing,  I  must 
help  in  this  business  myself,  or  you  will  go  and  ruin  yourself,  I 
know  you  will  !  Offer  this  to  the  fellow  for  his  bill.  Or,  stay  ! 
How  ipuch  money  is  there  in  the  house  ?  Perhaps  the  sight  of 
notes  and  gold  will  tempt  him  more  fhan  a  check."  And  the 
doctor  emptied  his  pockets  of  all  the  fees  which  happened  to  be 
therein — 1  don't  know  how  many  fees  of  shining  shillings  and 
sovereigns,  neatly  wrapped  up  in  paper;  and  he  emptied  a  drawer 
in  which  there  was  more  silver  and  gold;  and  he  trotted  up  to 
his  bedroom,  and  came  pantins  presently  down  stairs  with  a  fat 
little  pocket-book  containing  a  bundle  of  notes,  and,  with  one 
thing  or  another,  he  made  up  a  sum  of — I  won't  mention  what; 
but  this  sum  of  money,  I  say,  he  thrust  into  the  Little  Sister's 
hand,  and  said,  "  Try  the  fellow  with  this,  Little  Sister,  and  see 
if  you  can  get  the  bill  from  him.  Don't  say  it 's  my  money,  or 
the  scoundrel  will  be  for  having  twenty  shillings  in  the  pound. 
Say  it 's  yours,  and  there 's  no  more  where  that  came  from  ;  and 
coax  him,  and  wheedle  him,  and  tell  him  plenty  of  lies,  my  dear. 
It  won't  break  your  heart  to  do  that.  What  an  immortal  scoun- 
drel Brummell  Firmin  is,  to  be  sure!  Though,  by  the  way,  in 
two  more  cases  at  the  hospital  I  have  tried  that — "  And  here 
the  doctor  went  off  into  a  professional  conversation  with  his  fa- 
voritte  nurse,  which  I  could  not  presume  to  repeat  to  any  non- 
medical man. 

The  Little  Sister  bade  God  bless  Doctor  Goodenough,  and 
wiped  her  glistening  eyes  with  her  handkerchief,  and  put  away 
the  notes  and  gold  with  a  trembling  little  hand,  and  trudged  off 
with  a  lightsome  step  and  a  happy  heart.  Arrived  at  Tottenham 
Court  Road,  she  thought,  shall  I  go  home,  or  shall  I  go  to  po,  r 
Mrs.  Philip  and  take  her  this  money?  No.  Their  talk  that 
very  day  had  not  been  pleasant :  words,  very  like  high  words, 
had"  passed  between  them,  and  our  Little  Sister  had  to  own  to 
herself  that  she  'lad  been  rather  rude  in  her  late  colloquy  with 
Charlotte.    And  she  was  a  proud  Little  Sister :  at  least  she  did 
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not  care  for  to  own  that  she  had  been  hasty  or  disrespectful  in 
her  conduct  to  that  young  woman.  She  had  too  much  spirit  for 
that.  Plave  we  ever  said  that  our  little  friend  was  exempt  from 
the  prejudices  and  vanities  of  this  wicked  world '?  Well,  to 
rescue  Philip,  to  secure  the  fatal  bill,  to  go  with  it  to  Charlotte, 
and  say,  "  There,  Mrs.  Philip,  there 's  your  husband's  liberty." 
It  would  be  a  rare  triumph,  that  it  would !  And  Philip  would 
promise,  on  his  honor,  that  this  should  be  the  last  and  only  bill 
he  would  pay  for  that  wretched  old  father.  With  these  happy 
thoughts  swelling  in  her  little  heart,  Mrs.  Brandon  made  her 
way  to  the  familiar  house  in  Thornhaugh  street,  and  would  have 
a  little  bit  of  supper,  so  she  would.  And  laid  her  own  little 
cloth ;  and  set  forth  her  little  forks  and  spoons,  which  were  as 
bright  as  rubbing  could  make  them  ;  and  I  am  authorized  to  state 
that  her  repast  consisted  of  two  nice  little  lamb-chops,  which  she 
purchased  from  her  neighbor  Mr.  Chump,  in  Tottenham  Court 
Road,  after  a  pleasant  little  conversation  with  that  gentleman 
and  his  good  lady.  And,  with  her  bit  of  supper,  after  a  day's 
work,  our  little  friend  would  sometimes  indulge  in  a  glass — a  lit- 
tle glass — of  something  comfortable.  The  case-bottle  was  in  the 
cupboard,  out  of  which  her  poor  pa  had  been  wont  to  mix  his 
tumblers  for  many  along  day.  So,  having  prepared  it  with  her 
own  hands,  down  she  sat  to  her  little  meal,  tired  and  happy ;  and 
as  she  thought  of  the  occurrences  of  the  day,  and  of  the  rescue 
which  had  come  so  opportunely  to  her  beloved  Philip  and  his 
children,  I  am  sure  she  said  a  grace  before  her  meat. 

Her  candles  being  lighted  and  her  blind  up,  any  one  in  the 
street  could  see  that  her  chamber  was  occupied ;  ar^d  at  about 
ten  o'clock  at  night  there  came  a  heavy  step  chnking  along  the 
pavement,  the  sound  of  which,  I  have  no  doubt,  made  the  Little 
Sister  start  a  little.  The  heavy  foot  paused  before  her  window, 
and  presently  clattered  up  the  steps  of  her  door.  Then,  as  her 
bell  rang,  I  consider  it  is  most  probable  that  her  cheek  flushed  a 
little.  She  went  to  her  hall-door  and  opened  it  herself.  "  Lor, 
is  it  you,  Mr.  Hunt  V  Well,  I  never!  that  is,  I  thought  you 
might  come.  Really,  now" — and^with  the  moonlight  behind 
him,  the  dingy  Hunt  swaggered  in. 

"  How  comfortable  you  looked  at  your  little  table  !"  says  Hunt, 
with  his  hat  over  his  eye. 

"  Won't  you  step  in  and  set  down  to  it,  and  take  something  ?" 
asks  the  smiling  hostess. 

Of  course,  Plunt  would  take  something.  And  the  greasy  hat 
is  taken  off  his  head  with  a  flourish,  and  he  struts  into  the  poor 
Little  Sister's  little  room,  pulling, a  wisp  of  grizzling  hair  and 
endeavoring^  to  assume  a  careless,  fashionable  look.  The, dingy 
hand  had  seized  the  case-bottle  in  a  moment.  ^'  What !  you  do 
a  little  in  this  way,  do  you  ?"  he  says,  and  winks  amiably  at 
Mrs.  Brandon  and  the  bottle.    She  takes  ever  so  little,  she 


ON  HIB   WAY  THPOUGH  THE  WORLD. 


439 


owns  ;  and  reminds  him  of  days  which  he  must  remember,  when 
she  had  a  wir.o-glass  out  of  poor  pa's  tumbler.  A  bright  little 
kettle  is  einijing  on  the  fire — will  not  Mr.  Hunt  mix  a  glass  for 
himself  J?  She  takes  a  bright  beaker  from  the  corner-cupboard, 
which  is  near  her,  with  her  keys  hanging  from  it. 

"  Oh,  ho  !  that 's  where  we  keep  the  ginnums,  is  it  ?"  says  the 
grateful  Hunt,  with  a  laugh. 

'I  My  papa  always  kep  it  there,"  says  Caroliae,  meekly.  And 
while  her  back  is  turned  to  fetch  a  canister  from  the  cupboard, 
she  knows  that  the  astute  Mr.  Hunt  has  taken  the  opportunity  to 
fill  a  good  large  measure  from  the  square  bottle.  Make  your- 
self welcome,"  says  the  Little  Sister  in  her  gay,  artless  way  ; 
"  there  !s  more  where  that  came  from  I"  And  Hunt  drinks  his 
hostess'  healtli ;  and  she  bows  to  him,  and  smiles,  and  sips  a 
little  from  her  own  glass  ;  and  the  little  lady  looks  quite  pretty, 
and  rosy,  and  bright.  Her  cheeks  are  like  apples,  ^er  figure  is 
trim  and  graceful,  and  always  attired  in  the  neatest-fitting'gown. 
By  the  comfortable  light  of  the  candles  on  her  sparkling  tables 
you  scarce  see  the  silver  lines  in  her  light  hair,  or  the  marks 
which  time  has  made  round  her  eyes.  Hunt  gazed  on  her  with 
admiration. 

"  Why,"  says  he,  "  I  vow  you  look  younger  and  prettier  than 
when — when  I  saw  you  first." 

"Ah,  Mr.  Hunt!"  cries  Mrs.  Brandon,  with  a  flush  on  her 
cheek,  which  becomes  it,  "don't  recall  that  time,  or  that— that 
wretch  who  served  me  so  cruel !" 

"  He  was  a  scoundrel,  Caroline,  to  treat  as  he  did  such  a 
woman  as  you  !  The  fellow  has  no  principle  ;  he  was  a  bad  one 
from  the  beginning.  Why,  he  ruined  me  as  well  as  you ;  got 
me  to  play  ;  run  me  into  debt  by  introducing  me  to'  his  fine 
companions.  I  was  a  simple  younn;  fellow  then,  and  thought  it 
was  a  fine  thing  to  live  with  fellow-commoners  and  noblemen 
who  drove  (heir  tandems  and  gave  their  grand  dinners.  It  was 
he  that  kd  me  astray,  I  tell  you.  I  might  have  been  Fellow  of 
nay  college — had  a  living — married  a  good  wife — -risen  to  be  a 
bishop,  by  George  ! — for  I  had  great  talents,  Caroline  ;  onljs  I 
.was  so  confounded  idle,  and  fbnd'of  the  cards  and  the  bones." 

"  The  bones  ?"  cries  Caroline,  with  a  bewildered  look.  * 

"The  dice,  my  dear!  'Seven's  the  main 'was  my  ruin. 
'  Seven 's  the  main"  and  eleven 's  the  nick  to  seven.  That  used 
to  be  the  little  game  1"  And  he  made  a  graceful  gesture  with  his 
empty  wine-glaf-s,  as  though  he  was  tossing  a  pair  of  dice  on  the 
table.  "  The  man  next  to  me  in  lecture  is  a  bishop  now,  and  I 
could  knock  his  head  off  in  Greek  iambics  and  Latin  hexameters, 
too.  In  my  second  year  I  got  the  Latin  declamation  prize,  I 
tell  you — " 

"  Brandon  always. said  you  were  Qne  of  the  cleverest  men  at 
the  college.  He  always  said  that,  I  remember,"  remarks  the  lady, 
very  respectfully. 
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"  Did  he  ?  He  did  say  a  good  word  for  me,  then  ?  Brummell 
Firmin  was  n't  a  clever  man  ;  he  was  n't  a  reading;  man.  Where- 
as I  would  back  myself  for  a  Sipphio  ode  against  any  man  in 
my  college — against  any  man  !  Thank  you.  You  do  mix  it  so 
uncommon  hot  and  well,  there  's  no  saying  no  ;  indei-d  there 
ain't !    Tliouirh  I  have  had  enough — upon  my  honor,  I  have." 

Lor  !  I  thousht  you  men  could  drink  anything  !  And  Mr. 
Brandon — Mr.  Firmin  you  said  ?" 

"  Well,  I  said  Brummell  Firmin  was  a  swell  somehow.  He 
had  a  sort  of  grand  manner  with  him — " 

"  Yes,  he  had,"  sighed  Caroline.  And  I  dare  say  her  thoughts 
wondered  back  to  a  time  long,  long  ago,  when  this  grand  gentle- 
man had  captivated  her. 

"And  it  was  trying  to  keep  up  with  him  that  ruined  me  !  I 
quarrelled  with  my  poor  old  governor  about  money,  of  course ; 
grew  idle,  ai»d  lost  my  Fellowship.  Then  the  bills  came  down 
upon  me.  I  tell  you  there  are  some  of  my  college  ticks  ain't 
paid  now." 

"  College  ticks  ?  Law!"  ejaculates  the  lady.  "And — " 
"  Tailor's  ticks,  tavern  ticks,  livery-stable  ticks— for  there 
were  famous  hacks  in  our  days,  and  I  used  to  hunt  with  the  tip- 
top "men.  I  was  n't  bad  across  country,  I  was  n't.  But  we  can't 
keep  the  pace  with  those  rich  fellows.  We  try,  and  they  go 
ahead — they  ride  us  down.  Do  you  think,  if  I  had  n't  been 
very  hard  up,  I  would  have  done  what  I  did  to  you,  Caroline  'i 
You  poor  little  innocent  suffering  tains;.  It  was  a  shame.  It 
was  a  shame  !" 

"  Yes,  a  shame  it  was !"  cries  Caroline.  "And  that  I  never 
gainsay.    You  did  deal  hard  witii  a  poor  girl,  both  of  you" 

"It  was  rascally.  But  Firmin  was  the  worst.  He  had  me  in 
his  power.  It  was  he  led  me  wrong.  It  was  he  drove  me  into 
debt,  and  then  abroad,  and  then  into  qu —  into  jail,  pechaps: 
and  then  into  this  kind  of  thing."  .("This  kind  of  thing"  has 
before  been  explained  elegantly  to  signify  a  tumbler  of  hot  grog.) 
"  And  my  father  would  n't  see  me  on  bis  death-bed ;  and  my 
brothers  and  sisters  broke  with  me ;  and  I  owe  it  all  to  Brum- 
mell Firmin — all.  Do  you  think,  after  ruining  me,  he  ought  n't 
to  pay-  me '?"  and  again  he  thumps  a  dusky  hand  upon  the  table. 
It  made  dingy  marks  on  the  poor  Little  Sisters  spoth'ss  table- 
cloth.   It  rubbed  its  owner's  forehead  and  lank,  grizzlin»;  hair. 

"  And  me,  Mr.  Hunt'?  What  do  he  owe  me"^?"  ask? Hunt's 
hostess. 

"  Caroline!'  cries  Hunt,  "I  have  made  Brummell  Firmin  pay 
me  a  good  bit  back  already,  but  1  'II  have  more;  '  and  he  thumped 
his  breast,  and  thrust  his  hand  into  his  breast-pocket  as  he  spoke, 
and  clutched  at  something  witnin. 

"  It  is  there  !"  thought  Caroline.  She  might  turn  pale  ;  but 
he  did  not  remark  her  pallor.  He  was  all  intent  on  drink,  on 
vanity,  on  revenge. 
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"  1  have  liim,"  ]  say.  "  He  owes  lue  a  good  bit ;  and  lie  has 
paid  me  a' good  bit; -and  he  shall  pay  me  a  good  bit  more.  Do 
you  thiuk  I  am  a  fellow  who  will  be  ruined  and  insulted,  and 
won't  revenge  myself?  You  should  have  seen  his  face  when  I 
turned  up  at  New  York  at  the  Astor  House,  and  said,  'Brum- 
mell,  old  fellow,  here  I  am,'  I  said ;  and  he  turned  as  white — as 
white  as  this  table-cloth.  '/'//  never  leave  you,  my  boy,'  I  said. 
'  Other  fellows  may  go  from  you,  but  old  Tom  Hunt  will  stick  to 
you.  Let  s  go  into  the  bar  and  have  a  drink  !'  and  he  was 
obliged  to  come.  And  I  have  him  now  in  my  power,  I  tell  you 
And  when  I  say  to  him,  '  Brummell,  have  a  drink,'  drink  he 
must.  His  bald  old  head  must  go  into  the  pail !"  And  Mr. 
Hunt  laughed  a  laugh  which  I  dare  say  was  not  agreeable. 

After  a  pause  lie  went  on  :  "  Caroline  !  Do  you  hate  him,  I 
say  ?  or  do  you  like  a  fellow  who  deserted  you  and  treated  you 
like  a  scoundrel  ?  Some  women  do.  I  could  tell  of  women 
who  do.  I  could  tell  you  of  other  fellows,  perhaps,  but  I  won't.  - 
Do  you  hate  Brummell  Firmin,  that  bald-headed  Brum — hypo- 
crite, and  that — that  insolent  rascal  who  laid  his  hand  on  a  cler- 
gyman, and  an  old  man,  by  George,  and  bit  me — and  hit  me  in 
that  street.  Do  you  hate  him,  I  say  ?  Hoo  !  boo  !  hick  !  I 've 
got  em  both ! — here,  in  my  pocket — both  !" 

"  You  have  got — what  T'  gasped  Caroline. 

'•I  have  got  their — hallo  !  stop,  what 's  that  to  you  what  I 've 
got  V"  And  he  sinks  back  in  his  chair,  and  winks,  and  leers, 
and  triumphantly  tosses  his  glass. 

"  Well,  it  ain't  much  to  me ;  J — I  never  got  any  good  out  of 
either  of  'em  yet,"  says  poor  Caroline,  with  a  sinking  heart. 
"  Let 's  talk  about  somebody  else  than  them  two  plagues.  Be- 
cause you  were  a  little  merry  one,  night — and  I  don't  mind  what 
a  gentleman  says  when  he  has  had  a  glass — for  a  great  big  strong 
man  to  hit  an  old  one — " 

"  To  strike  a  clergyman  !"  yells  Hunt. 

>'  It  was  a  shame — a  cowardly  shame  !  And  I  gave  it  him  for 
it,  I  promise  you  !"  cries  Mrs.  Brandon. 

"  On  your  honor,  now,  do  you  hate  'em?"  cries  Hunt,  starting 
up,  and  clenching  his  fist,  and  dropping  again  into  his  chair. 

"  Have  I  any  reason  to  love  'em,  Mr.  Hunt?  Do  sit  down  and 
have  a  little — " 

"  No :  you  have  no  reason  to  like  em.  You  hate  'em— I  hate 
'em.  Look  here.  Promise — 'pon  your  honor,  now,  Carolme — 
I've  got  'em  both,  I  tell  you.  Strike  a  clergyman,  will  he? 
What  do  you  say  to  that  ?"  ,  .      ,  . 

And  startin<r  from  his  chair  once  more,  and  supporting  him- 
self against  the  wall  (where  hung  one  of  J.  J.'s  pictures  of  Phi- 
lip), Hunt  pulls  out  the  greasy  pocket-book  once  more,  and 
fumbles  among  the  greasy  contents;  and  as  the  papers  flutter  on 
to  the  floor  and  the  table,  he  pounces  down  on  one  with  a  dingy 
88 
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hand,  and  yells  a  laugh,  and  says,  "  I  ve  cotched  yea  !  That  s 
it.  What  do  you  say  to  that  ? — London,  July  4th. — Three 
months  after  date,  I  promise  to  pay  to — No  you  don't." 

"La!  Mr.  Hunt,  won't  you  let  me  look  at  it?"  cries  the 
hostess.  Whatever  is  it  ?  A  bill  ?  My  pa  had  plenty  of 
•em." 

"  What  ?  -with  candles  in  the  room  V    No  you  dou't,  I  say." 
"  What  is  it  ?    Won't  you  tell  me  V" 

"  It 's  the  young  one's  acceptance  of  the  old  man's  draft,"  says 
Hunt,  his^in;.'  and  laughing. 
For  how  much  ?" 

"  Three  hundred  and  eighty-six  four  three — that 's  all ;  and  I 
guess  I  can  get  more  where  that  came  from  !"  says  Hunt,  laugh- 
ing more  and  more  cheerfully. 

"  What  will  you  take  for  it  ?  I  '11  buy  it  of  you,"  cries  the 
Little  Sister.  "  I — I  "ve  seen  plenty  of  my  pa's  bills ;  and  I  '11 — 
I  '11  discount  this,  if  you  like." 

■'What!  are  you  a  little  discounter?  Is  that  the  way  you 
make  your  money,  and  the  silver  spoons,  and  the  nice  supper, 
and  everything  delightful  about  you  ?  A  little  discountess,  are 
you,  you  little  rogue  ?  Little  discountess,  by  George  !  How 
much  will  you  give,  little  discountess  ?"  And  the  reverend  gen- 
tleman laughs,  and  winks,  and  drinks,  and  laughs,  and  tears 
twinkle  out  of  bis  tipsy  old  eyes  as  he  wipes  them  with  one  hand, 
and  again  says.  "  How  much  will  you  give,  little  discountess?" 

W^hen  poor  Caroline  went  to  her  cupboard,  and  from  it  took 
the  notes  and  the  goltl  which  she  had  had  we  know  from  whom, 
and  added  to  these  out  of  a  cunning  box  a  little  heap  of  her  own 
private  savings,  and  with  trembling  hands  poured  the  notes,  and 
the  sovereigns,  and  the  shillings  into  a  dish  on  the  table,  I  never 
beard  accurately  how  much  she  laid  down.  But  she  must  have 
spread  out  everything  she  had  in  the  world ;  for  she  felt  her 
pockets  and  emptied  them?  and,  tapping  her  head,  she  aoain 
applied  to  the  cupboard,  and  took  from  thence  a  little  store 
ot  spoons  and  forks,  and  then  a  brooch,  and  then  a  watch ;  and 
she  piled  these  all  up  in  a  dish,  and  she  said,  "  Now,  Mr.  Hunt, 
J  will  give  yon  all  these  for.  that  bill."  And  she  looked  up  at 
Phihp's  picture,  which  hung  over  the  parson's  bloodstiot,  satyr 
face.  "  Take  these,"  she  said,  «  and  give  me  that !  There 's 
two  hundred  pound,  I  know;  and  there's  thirtv-fcur,  and  two 
eighteen,  thuty-six  eighteen,  and  there 's  the  plate  and  watch, 
and  I  want  that  bill."  ^  ' 

"  What  ?  Have  you  got  all  this,  you  little  dear  ?  '  cried  Hunt, 
dropping  back  into  his  chair  again.  "  Why,  you  ^re  a  little  fort- 
une, by  Jove— a  pretty  little  fortune,  a  little  dis'ountess,  a 
little  wife,  a  little  fortune.  I  say,  I 'm  a  University  man  :  .1  could 
write  alcaics  once  as  well  as  any  man.  I  'in  a  gentleman  I 
say,  how  much  have  you  got  ?    Count  it  over  again,  my  dear  " 
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And  a^ain  she  told  him  the  amount  of  the  gold,  and  the  notes, 
and  the  silver,  and  the  number  of  the  poor  little  spoons. 

A  thought  came  across  the  fellow's  boozy  brain:  "  If  you  offer 
so  much,"  says  he,  "and  you're  a  little  discountess,  the  bill's 
worth  more ;  that  fellow  must  be  making  his  fortune !  Or  do 
you  know  about  it  ?  I  say,  do  yon  know  about  it  ?  No.  I  '11 
have  my  bond."  And  he  gave  a  tips}'  imitation  of  Shylock,  and 
lurched  back  into  his  chair,  and  laughed. 

"  Let 's  have  a  little  more,  and  talk  about  things,"  said  the  poor 
Little  Sister;  and  she  daintily  heaped  her  little  treasures  and 
arranged  them  in  her  dish,  and  smiled  upon  the  parson  laughing 
in  his  chair. 

"  Caroline,"  says  he,  after  a  pause,  "  you  are  still  fond  of  that 
old  bald-headed  scoundrel !  That 's  it '  Just  like  you  women — 
just  like,  but  I  won't  tell !  No,  no,  I  won't  tell.  You  are  fond 
of  that  old  swindler' still,  I  sa}' !  Wherever  did  you  get  that  lot 
of  money  ?  Look  here,  now — with  that,  and  this  little  bill  in  my 
pocket,  there 's  enough  to  carry  us  on  for  ever  so  long.  And 
when  this  money 's  gone,  I  tell  you  I  know  who  "11  give  us  more, 
and  who  can't  refuse  us,  I  tell  you.  Look  here,  Caroline,  dear 
Caroline  !  1  m  an  old  fellow,  I  know  ;  but  I 'm  a  good  fellow : 
I  m  a  classical  scholar :  and  I 'm  a  gentleman." 

The  classical  scholar  and  gentleman  bleared  over  his  words  as 
he  uttered  them,  and  with  his  vinous  eyes  and  sordid  face  gave  a 
leer,  must  have  frightened  the  poor  little  lady  to  whom  he 
proffered  himself  as  a  suitor,  for  she  started  back  with  a  pallid 
iace,  and  an  aspect  of  such  dislike  and  terror  that  even  her  guest 
remarked  it. 

"I  said  I  was  a  scholar  and  gentleman,"  he  shrieked  again. 
"  Do  you  doubt  it  'i  I 'm  as  good  a  man  as  Brummell  Firmin,  I 
say.  I  ain't  so  tall.  But  I '11  do  a  copy  of  Latin  alcaics  or  Greek 
iambics  against  him  or  any  man  of  my  weight.  Do  you  mean 
to  insult  me  V  Don't  1  know  who  you  are  ?  Are  you  bet- 
ter than  a  Master  of  Arts  and  a  clergyman  ?  He  went  out  in 
medicine,  Firmin  did.  Do  you  mean,  when  a  Master  of  Arts 
and  classical  scholar  offers  you  his  hand  and  fortune,  that  you  re 
above  him,  and  refuse  him,  by  George  ?" 

The  Little  Sister  was  growing  bewildered  and  frightened  by 
the  man's  energy  and  horrid  looks.  "  Oh,  Mr.  Hunt."  she  cried, 
"  see  here,  take  this !  See— there  are  two  hundred  and  thirty— 
thirty-four  pounds,  and  all  these  things !  Take  them,  and  give 
me  that  paper." 

"  Sovereigns,  and  notes,  and  spoons,  and  a  watch,  and  what  I 
have  in  my  pocket— and  that  ain't  much— and  Firmia's  bill. 
Three  hundred  and  eighty-six  four  three.  It 's  a  fortune,  my 
dear,  with  economy !  I  won't  have  you  going  on  being  a  nurse 
and  that  kind  of  thing.  I 'm  a  scholar  and  a  gentleman— I  am— 
and  that  place  ain't  fit  for  Mrs.  Hunt.    AVo  '11  first  spend  your 
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money.  No:  we  '11  first  spend  my  moBey— tbree  hundred  and 
eighty-six  and — and  hang  the  chano;e — and  when  that 's  gone, 
■we  '11  have  another  bill  from  that  bald-headed  old  scoundrel :  atld 
his  son  who  struck  a  poor  cler —  We  will,  I  say,  Caroline — we — " 

The  wretch  was  suiting  actions  to  his  words,  and  rose  once 
more,  advancing  toward  his  hostess,  who  shrank  back,  laughing 
half-hysterically,  and  retreating  as  the  other  neared  her.  Behind 
her  was  that  cupboard  which  had  contained  her  poor  little 
treasure  and  other  stores,  and  appended  to  the  lock  of  which  her 
keys  were  still  hanging.  As  the  brute  approached  her  she  flung 
back  the  cupboard-door  smartly  upon  him.  The  kevs  struck 
him  on  the  head  ;  and  bleeding,  and  with  a  curse  and  a  cry,  he 
fell  back  on  his  chair. 

In  the  cupboard  was  that  bottle  which  she  had  received  from 
America  not  long  since,  and  about  which  she  had  talked  with 
Goodenough  on  that  very  day.  It  had  been  used  twice  or  thrice 
by  his  direction,  by  hospital  surgeons,  under  her  eye.  She  sud- 
denly seized  this  .bottle.  As  the  ruffian,  before  her  uttered  his 
imprecations  of  wrath,  she  poured  out  a  quantity  of  the  contents 
of  the  bottle  on  her  handkerchief.  She  said,  "Oh!  Mr.  Hunt, 
have  I  hurt  you  V  I  did  n't  mean  it.  But  you  should  n't — you 
should  n't  frighten  a  lonely  woman  so  !  Here,  let  me  bathe  you  ! 
Smell  this!  It  will — it  will  do  you— good — it  will — it  will,  in- 
deed !'  The  handkerchief  was  over  his  face.  Bewildered  by  drink 
before,  the  fumes  of  the  liquor  which  he  was  absorbing  served 
almost  instantly  to  overcome  him.  He  struggled  for  a  moment 
or  two.  "Stop — stop!  you  '11  be  better  in  a  moment,"  she 
whispered.  "  Oh  yes  !  better,  quite  better!"  She  squeezed 
more  of  the  liquor  from  the  bottle  on  to  the  handkerchief.  In  a 
minute  Hunt  was  quite  inanimate. 

Then  the  little  pale  woman  leaned  over  him  and  took  the 
pocket-book  out  of  his  pocket,  and  from  it  the  bill  which  bore 
Philip's  name.  As  Hunt  lay  in  stupor  before  her,  she  now 
S(iueezed  more  of  the  liquor  over  his  head ;  and  then  thrust  the 
bill  into  the  fire,  and  saw  it  burn  to  ashes.  Then  she  put  back 
the  pocket-book  into  Hunt's  breast.  She  said  afterward  that  she 
never  should  have  thought  about  that  chloroform,  but  for  her 
brief  conversation  with  Dr.  Goodenough  that  evening  regarding 
a  case  in  which  she  had  employed  the  new  remedy  under  his 
orders. 

How  long  did  Hunt  lie  in  that  stupor  ?  It  seemed  a  whole 
long  night  to  Caroline.  She  said  afterward  that  the  thoui^ht  of 
that  act  that  night  made  her  hair  grow  gray.  Poor  little  head  ! 
Indeed  she  would  have  laid  it  down  for  Philip. 
|i  Hunt,  I  suppose,  came  to  himself  when  the  handkerchief  was 
withdrawn,  and  the  fumes  of  the  potent  liquor  ceased  to  work  on 
his  brain.  He  was  very  much  frightened  and  bewildered. 
"What  was  it?    Where  am  I  ?"  he  asked,  in  a  huskv  voice  ■'■ 
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"  It  was  the  keys  struck  you  in  the  cupboard-door  when  you — 
you  ran  ajrainst  it,''  said  pale  Caroline.  "  Look  !  you  are  all 
bleeding  on  the  head.    Let  me  dry  it." 

"  No  ;  keep  off !"  cried  the  terrified  man. 

"  Will  you  have  a  cab  to  go  home  ?  The  poor  gentleman  hit 
himself  against  the  cupboard-door,  Mary.  You  remember  him 
here  before,  don't  you,  one  night  ?"  And  Caroline,  with  a  shrug, 
pointed  out  to  her  maid,  whom  she  had  summoned,  the  great 
square  bottle  of  spirits  still  on  the  table,  and  indicated  that  there 
lay  the  cause  of  Hunt's  bewilderment. 

"Are  you  better  now  ?  Will  you — will  you — take  a  little 
more  refreshment  ?"  asked  Caroline. 

"  No !"  he  cried,  with  an  oath,  and  with 'glaring,  bloodshot 
eyes  he  lurched  toward  his  hat. 

"Lor,  mum!  whatever  is  it?  And  this  smell  in  the  room, 
and  all  this  here  heap  of  money  and  things  on  the  table  ?" 

Caroline  flung  open  'her  window.  "  It 's  medicine  which  Dr. 
Goodenough  has  ordered  for  one  of  his  patients.  I  must  go  and 
see  her  to-night,""  she  said.  And  at  midnight,  looking  as  pale  as 
death,  the  Little  Sister  went  to  the  doctor's  house  and  roused 
him  from  his  bed  andgtold  him  the  story  here  jiarrated.  "  I 
offered  him  all  you  gave  me,"  she  said,  "  and  all  I  had  in  the 
world  besides,  and  he  would  n't — and — "  Here  slR  broke  out 
isto  a  fit  of  hysterics.  The  doctor  had  to  ring  up  his  servants  ; 
to  administer  remedies  to  his  little  nurse ;  to  put  her  to  bed  in 
his  own  house. 

"  By  the  immortal  Jove,"  he^said  afterward,  "  I  had  a  great 
mind  to  beg  her  never  to  leave  it !  But  that  my  housekeeper 
would  tear  Caroline's  eyes  out,  Mrs.  Brandon  should  be  welcome 
to  stay  for  ever.  Except  her  h'a,  that  woman  has  every  virtue  : 
constancy,  gentleness,  generosity,  cheerfulness,  and  the  courage 
of  a  lioness  !  To  think  o^that  fool,  that  dandified  idiot,  that 
triple  ass,  Firmin  "  (there  were  few  men  in  the  world  for  whom 
Goodenough  entertained  a  greater  scorn  than  for  his  late  confrere, 
Firmin,  of  Old  Parr  street) — "  think  of  the  villain  having  pos- 
sessed such  a  treasure — let  alone  his  having  deceived  and  desert- 
ed her — of  his  having  possessed  such  a  treasure  and  flung  it 
away !  Sir,  I  always  admired  Mrs.  Brandon ;  but  I  think  ten 
thousand  times  more  highly  of  her  since  her  glorious  crime  and 
most  righteous  robbery.  If  the  villain  had  died,  dropped  dead 
in  the  street — the  drunken  miscreant,  forger,  house-breaker, 
assassin — so  that  no  punishment  could  have  fallen  upon  poor 
Brandon,  I  think  I  should  have  respected  her  only  the  more  1" 

At  an  early  hour  Dr.  Goodenough  had  thought  proper  to  send 
off  messengers  to  Philip  and  myself,  and  to  make  us  acquainted 
with  the  strange  adventure  of  the  previous  night.  We  both 
hastened  to  him.    I  myself  was  summoned,  no  doubt,  in  conse- 
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qupnce  of  my  profound  legal  knowledge,  which  misht  be  of  use 
in  poor  little  Caroline's  present  tronble.  And  Philip  came 
because  she  longed  to  see  bim.  By  some  instinct  she  knew  when 
be  arrived.  She  crept  down  from  the  chamber  where  the 
doctor's  housekeeper  had  laid  her  on  a  bed.  She  knocked  at 
the  doctor's  study  where  we  were  all  in  consultation.  She  came 
in  quite  pale,  and  tottered  toward  Philip,  and  flung  herself  into 
his  arms,  with  a  burst  of  tears  that  greatly  relieved  her  excite- 
ment and  fever.    Firmin  was  scarcely  less  moYed. 

"  You  '11  pardon  me  for  what  I  have  done,  Philip  ?"  she 
sobbed.    "  If  they — if  they  take  me  up,  you  won't  forsake  me  ?" 

"  Forsake  you  V  Pardon  you  ?  Come  and  live  with  us,  and 
never  leave  ns !"  cried  Philip. 

"  I  don't  think  Mrs.  Philip  would  like  that,  dear,"  said  the 
little  woman,  sobbing  on  his  arm;  "but  ever  since  the  Grey- 
friars  school^  when  you  was  so  ill,  yon  have  been  like  a  son  to 
me,  and  somehow  I  could  n't  help  doing  that  last  night  to  that 
villain — I  could  n't." 

"  Serve  the  scoundrel  right  Never  draerved  to  come  to  life 
again,  my  deai^,"  said  Dr.  Goodenoogh.  "  Don't  you  be  exciting 
yourself,  little  Brandon !  I  must  have  yon  sent  back  to  lie  down 
on  your  bed.  Take  her  up,  Philip,  to  the  little  room  next  mine, 
and  order  hs-  to  lie  down  and  be  as  qniet  as  a  mouse.  Ton  are 
not  to  move  till  I  give  you  leave,  Brandon — mind  that ;  and  come 
back  to  us,  Firmin,  or  we  shall  have  the  patients  coming." 

So  Philip  led  away  this  poor  Little  Sister ;  and  trembling,  and 
clinging  to  his'  arm,  she  returned  to  the  room  assigned  to  her. 

She  wants  to  be  alone  with  him,"  the  doctor  said;  and 
he  spoke  a  biief  word  or  two  of  that  strange  delusion  under 
which  the  little  woman  labored,  that  this  was  her  dead  child 
come  back  to  her. 

"  I  know  that  is  in  her  mind,"  G<}8denongh  said ;  "  she  never 
got  over  that  brain-fever  in  which  I  found  her.  If  I  were  to 
swear  her  on  the  book,  and  say,  '  Brandon,  don't  yon  believe  he 
is  your  son  alive  again  ?'  she  would  not  dare  to  say  no.  She 
will  leave  him  everything  she  has  got  I  only  gave  her  so  much 
less  than  that  scoundrel's  bill  yesterday,  because  I  knew  she 
would  like  to  contribute  her  own  share.  It  would  have  offended 
her  mortally  to  have  been|left  out  of  the  subscription.  They 
like  to  sacrifice  themselves.  Why,  there  are  women  in  India 
who,  if  not  allowed  to  roast  with  their  dead  husbands,  would  die 
of  vexation."  And  by  this  time  Mr.  Philip  came  stiicfing  back 
into  the  room  again,  rubbing  a  pair  of  very  red  eyes. 

"  Long  ere  this,  no  doubt,  that  <^rnnken  ruffian  is  sobered,  and 
knows  that  the  bill  is  gone.  He  is  likely  enough  to  accuse  her 
of  the  robbery,"  says  the  doctw. 

"  Suppose,"  says  Philip's  other  friend,  "  I  had  pnt  a  pistol  to 
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your  head,  and  was  jroing  to  shoot  you,  and  the  doctor  took  the 
pistol  out  of  my  hand  and  flung  it  into  the  sea  would  you  help 
me  to  prosecute  the  doctor  for  robbinji  me  of  the  pistol '?" 

"  You  don't  suppose  it  will  be  a  pleasure  to  me  to  pay  that 
bill !"  said  Philip.  "  1  said  if  a  certain  bill  was  presented  to  me, 
purportino;  to  bo  accepted  by  Philip  Firmin,  1  would  pay  it. 
But  if  that  scoundrel,  Hunt,  only  says  that  he  had  such  a  bill, 
and  has  lost  it,  I  will  cheerfully  take  my  oath  that  I  have  never 
sio;ned  any  bill  at  all — and  they  can't  find  Brandon  guilty  of 
stealing  a  thing  which  never  existed." 

"Let  us  hope,  then,  that  the  bill  was  not  in  duplicate." 

And  to  this  wish  all  three  gentlemen  heartily  said  Amen  I 

And  now  the  doctor's  door-bell  began  to  be  agitated  by  arriv- 
ing patients.  His  dining-room  was  already  fall  of  them.  The 
Little  Sister  must  lie  still,  and  the  discussion  of  her  affairs  must 
be  deferred  to  a  more  convenient  hour ;  and  Philip  and  his 
I'riend  agreed  to  reconnoitre  the  house  in  Thornhaugh  street  and 
see  if  anything  had  happened  since  its  mistress  had  left  it. 

Yes;  something  had  happened.  Mrs.  Brandon's  maid,  who 
ushered  us  into  her  mLstress'  little  room,  told  us  that  in  the  early 
raornins;  that  horrible  man  who  had  come  overniixlit,  and  been 
so  tipsy,  and  behaved  so  ill — the  very  same  man  who  had  come 
there  tipsy  afore  once,  and  whom  Mr.  Philip  had  flung  into  the 
street — had  come  battering  at  the  knocker,  and  pulling  at  the 
bell,  and  swearing  and  cur'sinj;  most  dreadful,  and  calling  for 
"Mrs.  Brandon!  Mrs.  Brandon!  Mrs.  Brandon  !"  and  frighten- 
ing the  whole  street.  At'ier  he  had  rung  he  knocked  and  bat- 
tered ever  so  long.  Mary  looked  out  at  him  from  her  upper 
window,  and  told  him  to  go  along  home,  or  she  would  call  the 
police.  On  this  the  man  roared  ou5  that  he  would  call  the 
police  himself  if  Mary  did  not  let  him  in  ;  and  as  he  went  on 
calling  "  Police  1"  and  yelling  from  the  door,  Mary  came  down 
stairs  and  opened  the  hall-door,  keeping  the  chain  fastened,  and 
asked  him  what  he  wanted  'i 

Hunt,  from  the  steps  without,  began  to  swear  and  rage  more 
loudly,  and  to  demand  to  be  let  in.  He  must  and  would  see 
Mr.s.  Brandon. 

Mary,  from  behind  her  chain  barricade,  said  that  her  mistress 
was  not  at  home,  but  that  she  had  been  called  out  that  night  to 
a  patient  of  Ur.  Goodenough's. 

Hunt,  with  more  shrieks  and  curses,  said  it  was  a.  lie  ;  and 
that  she  was  at  home  ;  and  that  he  would  see  her ;  and  that  he 
must  go  into  her  room  ;  and  that  he  bad  lofc  something  there  ; 
that  he  had  lost  something ;  and  that  he  would  have  it. 

"  Lost  something  here  V"  cried  Mary.  "  Why  here  ?  when 
you  reeled  out  of  tiw  house  you  could  n't  scarce  walk,  and  you 
almost  fell  into  the  gutter,  which  1  have  seen  you  there  before. 
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Get  away,  and  go  home !  You  are  not  sober  yet,  you  horrible 
man  !" 

On  this,  clinging  on  to  the  area-railings,  and  demeaning 
himself  like  a  madman,  Hunt  continued  to  call  out,  "Police! 
police  !  I  have  been  robbed,  I 've  been  robbed  !  Police  !"  until 
astonished  heads  appeared  at  various  windows  in  the  quiet  street, 
and  a  policeman  actually  came  up. 

When  the  policeman  appeared  Hunt  began  to  sway  and  pull 
at  the  door  confined  by  its  chain,  and  he  frantically  reiterated 
his  charge  that  he  had  been  robbed  and  hocussed  in  that  house, 
that  night,  by  Mrs.  Brandon. 

The  policeman,  by  a  familiar  expression,  conveyed  his  utter 
disbelief  of  the  statement,  and  told  the  dirty,  disreputable  man 
to  move  on,  and  go  to  bed.  Mrs.  Brandon  was  known  and 
respected  all  round  the  neighborhood.  She  had  befriended 
numerous  poor  round  about,  and  was  known  for  a  hundred 
charities.  She  attended  many  respectable  families.  In  that 
parish  there  was  no  woman  more  esteemed.  And  by  the  word' 
"  Gammon "  the  policeuian  expressed  liis  sense  of  (he  utter 
absurdity  of  the  charge  against  the  good  lady. 

Hunt  still  continued  to  yell  out  that  he  had  been  robbed  and 
hocussed,  and  Mary  from  behind  lier  door  repeated  to  the  officer 
(with  whom  she  perhaps  had  relations  not  unfriendly)  Iter  state- 
ment that  the  beast  had  gone  reeling  away  from  the  house  the 
night  before,  and  if  he  had  lost  anything,  who  knows  where  he 
might  not  have  lost  it  ? 

"  It  was  taken  out  of  this  pocket,  and  out  of  this  pocket- 
book,"  howled  Hunt,  clinging  to  ;he  rail.  "  I  give  her  in  charge. 
I  give  the  house  in  charge  !    It  s  a  den  of  thieves  !" 

During  this  shouting  and  turmoil  the  sash  of  a  window  in 
Kidley's  studio  was  thrown  up.  The  painter  was  going  to  his 
morning  work.  He  had  appointed  an  early  model.  The  sun 
could  not  rise  too  soon  for  Ridley,  and  as  soon  as  ever  it  gave 
its  light  fotind  him  happy  at  his  labor.  He  had  heard  from  his 
bedroom  the  brawl  going  on  about  t!ie  door. 

"  Mr.  Ridley  !"  says  the  polit  eman,  touching  the  glazed  hat 
with  much  respect — (in  fact,  and  out  of  uniform,  Z  25  has 
figured  in  more  th^n  one  of  J.  J.'s  pictures)—"  here 's  a  fellow 
disturbing  the  whole  street,  and  shouting  out  that  Mrs.  Brandon 
have  robbed  and  hocussed  him  !" 

Ridley  jan  down  stairs  in  a  high  state  of  indignation.  He  is 
nervous,  like  men  of  his  tribe  ;  quick  to  feel,  to  pity,  to  love,  to 
be  angry.    He  undid  the  chain  and  ran  into  the  street. 

"  I  remember  that  fellow  drunk  here  before,"  said  the  painter, 
"  and  l}ing  in  that  very  gutter." 

"  Diunk  and  disorderly  !  Come  along  !"  cries  Z  25  ;  and  his 
hand  was  quickly  fastened  on  the  parson's  greasy  collar,  and 
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under  its  strona;  grasp  Hunt  is  forced  to  move  on.  He  goes, 
still  yelling  out  that,  he  has  been  robbed. 

"  Tell  that  to  his  worship,''  says  the  incredulous  Z.  And  this 
was  the  news  which  Mrs.  Brandon's  friends  received  from  her 
maid  when  they  called  at  her  house. 


CHAPTER  XXXIX. 

IX  WHICH  SEVKRAL  PEOPLE    HAVE  THEIR  TRIALS. 

If  Philip  and  bis  friend  had  happened  to  pass  through  High 
street,  Marylebone,  on  their  way  to  Thornhaugh  street  to  recon- 
noitre the  Little  Sister's  house,  they  would  have  seen  the  Rev- 
erend Mr.  Hunt,  in  a  very  dirty,  battered,  crestfallen,  and 
unsatisfactory  stale,  marching  to  Marylebone  from  the  station, 
where  the  reverend  gentleman  had  passed  the  night,  and  under 
the  custody  of  the  police.  A  convoy  of  street  boys  followed  the 
prisoner  and  his  guard,  making  sarcastic  remarks  on  both.  Hunt's 
appearance  was  not  improved  since  we  had  the  pleasure  of 
meeting  him  on  the  previous  evening.  AVith  a  grizzled  beard 
and  hair,  a  dingy  face,  a  dingy  shirt,  and  a  countenance  mottled 
with  dirt  and  drink,  we  may  fancy  the  reverend  man  passing  in 
tattered  raiment  through  the  street  to  make  his  appearance  be- 
fore the  magistrate. 

You  have  no  doubt  forgotten  the  narrative  which  appeared  in 
the  morning  papers  two  days  after  the  Thornhaugh  street  inci- 
dent, but  my  clerk  has  been  at  the  pains  to  hunt  up  and  copy 
the  police  report,  in  which  events  connected  with  our  history  are 
briefly  recorded. 

"Marylebone,  M''ed)iesday. — Thomas  Tufton  Hunt,  professing  to 
be  a  clergyman,  but  wearing  an  .appearance  of  extreme  squalor,  was 
brought  before  Mr.  Beaksby  at  this  cffice,  charged  by  Z  25  with  being 
drunk. and  very  disorderly  on  Tuesday  se'nnight,  and  endeavoring  by 
force  and  threats  to  effect  his  re-entrance  into  a  house  in  Thurnhaugh 
street,  from  which  he  had  been  previously  ejected  in  a  most  unclerical 
and  infebriatcd  state. 

"  On  being  taken  to  the  station-hou.'^e  the  reverend  gentleman  lodged 
a  complaint  on  his  own  side,  and  averred  that  he  had  been  stupefied 
and  hocussed  in  the  house  in  Thornhaugh  street  by  means  of  some  drug, 
and  ihat  while  in  this  state  he  had  been  robbed  of  a  bill  for  £38.'?, 
drawn  by  a  person  in  Kew  York,  and  accepted  by  Mr.  P.  I'irmin,  Bar- 
rister, ol  Parchment  Buildings,  Temple. 

"  Sirs.  Brandon,  the  landlady  of  the  Louse,  No.  —  Thornhaugh  street, 
has  been  in  the  habit  of  letting  lodgings  ior  many  years  past,  and  sev- 
eral of  her  friends,  including  Jlr.  Firmin,  Mr.  Kidley,  the  Rl.  Acad., 
and  other  gentlemen  were  in  ntlendance  to  speak  to  her  character, 
which  is  most  respectable.  After  Z  25  had  given  evidence  the  servant 
deposed  that  Hunt  had  been  more  than  once  disorderly  and  drunk 
before  that  house,  and  had  been  forcibly  ejected  from_it.    On  the  night 
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whoa  the  alleored  robbery  was  said  to  hare  taken  place  he  bad  iHsited 
the  liouse  in  Thornhaugh  street,  ha'l  left  it  in  aa  inebriated  state,  and 
returned  some  hours  afterward  vowing  that  he  had  been  robbed  of  the 
document  in  question. 

'■  Mr.  P.  Pirmin  said :  '  I  a.m  a  barrister,  and  have  chambers  at 
Parchment  Buildings,  Temple,  and  know  the  persoU  calling  himself 
Hunt.  I  have  not  accepted  any  bill  of  exchange,  nor  is  my  signature 
affixed  to  any  such  document.' 

"  At  this  stage  the  worthy  magistrate  interposed,  and  said  that  this 
only  went  to  prove  that  the  bill  was  not  completed  by  Mr.  P.'s  accept- 
ance, and  would  by  no  means  conclude  the  case  sot  up  before  him. 
Dealing  with  it,  however,  on  the  merits,  and  looking  at  the  way  in 
which  {he  charge  had  been  preferred,  and  the  entire  absence  of  suffi- 
cient testimony  to  warrant  him  ia  deciding  that  even  a  piece  of  paper 
had  been  abstracted  in  that  house,  or  by  the  person  accused,  and  believ- 
ing that  if  he  were  to  commit  a  conviotioQ  would  be  impossible,  he  dis- 
missed the  charge. 

'■  The  lady  left  the  court  with  her  friends,  and  the  accuser,  when 
called  upon  to  pay  a  fine  for  drunkenness,  broke  out  in  very  uaclerical 
laagviage,  in  the  midst  of  which  he  was  forcibly  removed." 

Philip  Firmin's  statement  that  he  had  given  no  bill  of  exchange 
was  made  not  without  hesitation  on  his  part,  and  indeed  at  his 
friends'  strong  entreaty.  It  was  addressed  not  so  much  to  the 
sitting  magistrate  as  to  that  elderly  individual  at  New  York,  who 
was  warned  no  more  to  forge  his  son's  name.  1  fear  a  coolness 
ensued  between  Philip  and  his  parent  in  consequence  of  the 
younger  man's  behavior.  The  doctor  had  thought  better  of  his 
boy  than  to  suppose  that,  at  a  moment  of  necessity,  Philip  would 
desert  him.  He  foi-gave  Philip,  nevertheless.  Perhaps  since  liis 
marriage  othei-  influences  were  at  work  upon  him,  etc.  The  par- 
ent made  further  remarks  in  this  strain.  A  man  who  takes  your 
money  is  naturally  offended  if  you  remonstrate ;  you  wouod  his 
sense- of  delicacy  by  protesting  against  his  putting  his  band  in 
your  pocket.  The  elegant  doctor  in  New  York  continued  to 
sptMik  of  his  unhappy  son  with  a  mournful  shake  of  the  head  ; 
be  said,  perhaps  believed,  that  Philip's  imprudence  was  in  part 
the  cause  of  his  own  exile.  "  This  is  not  the  kind  of  entertain- 
ment to  which  I  would  have  invited  you  at  my  own  house  in 
England,"  he  would  say.  "  I  thought  to  have  ended  my  days 
there,  and  to  have  left  -my  son  in  comfort,  nay  splendor.  I  am 
an  exile  in  poverty :  and  he — but  I  will  use  no  hard  words." 
And  to  bis  female  patients  he  would  say  :  "  No,  my  dear  madam  \ 
Not  a  syllable  of  reproach  shall  escape  these  lips  regarding  that 
misguided  boy  !  But  you  can  feel  for  me  ;  I  know  you  caii  feel 
for  me."  In  the  old  days  a  high-spirited  highwayman,  who  took 
a  coach-passenger's  purse,  thought  himself  injured,  and  the 
traveller  a  shabby  fellow,  if  he  secreted  a  guinea  or  two  under 
the  cushions.  In  the  doctor's  now  rare  letters  be  breathed  a 
manly,  sigh  here  and  there,  to  think  that  he  had  lost  the  confi- 
dence of  his  boy^  I  do  believe  that  certain  ladies  of  our  acquaint- 
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ance  were  inclined  to  tliink  that  the  elder  Firmin  had  been  not 
altogether  well  used,  however  muth  they  loved  and  admired  the 
Litth'  Sister  for  her  lawless  act  in  her  boy's  defence.  But  this 
main  point  we" had  won.  The  doctor  at  New  York  took  the 
warning,  and  wrote  his  son's  signature  upon  no  more  bills  of  ex- 
change. The  good  Goodenough's  loan  was  carried  back  to  him 
in  the  very  coin  which  he  had  supplied.  He  said  that  his  little 
nurse  Brandon  was  splendide  mendax,  and  that  her  robbery  was 
a  sublime  and  courageous  act  of  war. 

In  so  far,  since  his  marriage,  Mr.  Philip  had  been  pretty  fort- 
unate. At  need,  friends  had  come  to.  him.  In  moments  of  peril 
he  had  had  succor  and  relief.  Though  he  had  married  without 
money,  fate  had  sent  him  a  sufficiency.  His  flask  had  never  been 
empty,  and  there  was  always  meal  in  his  bin.  But  now  hard 
trjals  were  in  store  him :  hard  trials,  which  "We  have  said  were 
endurable,  and  which  he  has  long  since  lived  through.  Any  man 
who  has  played  the  game  of  lite  or  whist,  knows  how  for  one 
while  he  will  have  a  series  of  good  cards  dealt  him,  and  again 
will  get  no  trumps  at  all.  After  he  got  into  his  house  in  Milman 
street  and  quitted  the  Little  Sister's  kind  roof,  our  friend's  good 
fortune  seemed  to  desert  him.  "Perhaps  it  was  a  punishment 
for  my  pride,  because  I  was  haughty  with  her  and — and  jealous  of 
that  dear  good  little  creature,"  poor  Charlotte  afterward  owned 
in  conversation  with  other  friends  :  "  but  our  fortune  seemed  to 
^hange  when  we  were  away  from  her,  and  that  I  must  own." 

Perhaps,  when  she  was  yet  under  Mrs.  Brandons  roof,  the 
Little  Sister's  provident  care  had  done  a  great  deal  more  for 
Charlotte  than  Charlotte  knew.  Mrs.  Philip  had  the  most  sim- 
ple tastes  in  the  world,  and  upon  herself  never  spent  an  unnec- 
essary shilling.  Indeed,  it  was  a  wonder,  considering  her  small 
expenses,  how  neat  and  nice  Mrs.  Philip  over  looked.  But  she 
never  could  deny  herself  when  the  children  were  in  question  ; 
and  had  them  arrayed  in  all  sorts  of  fine  clothes ;  and  stitched, 
and  hemmed  all  day  and  night  to  decorate  their  little  persons; 
and  in  reply  to  the  jemonstrances  of  the  matrons  her  friends, 
showed  how  it  was  impossible  children  could  be  dressed  for  less 
cost.  If  anything  ailed  them,  quick,  the  doctor  must  be  sent 
for.  Not  worthy  Goodenough,  who  came  without  a  fee,  and  pooh- 
poohed  her  alarms  and  anxieties ;  but  dear  Mr.  Bland,  who  had 
a  feeling  heart,  and  was  himself  a  father  of  children,  and  who 
supported  those  children  by  the  produce  of  the  pills,  draughts, 
powders,  visits,  which  he  bestowed  on  all  families  into^ whose 
doors  he  entered.  Bland's  sympathy  was  very  consolatefy ;  but 
it  was  found  to  be  very  costly  at  the  end  of  the  year.  "And, 
what  then  ?"  says  Charlotte,  with  kindling  cheeks.  Do  you  sup- 
pose we  should  grudge  that  money  which  was  to  give  health  to 
our  dearest,  dearest  babies  ?  No.  You  can't  have  such  a  bad 
opinion  of  me  as  that !"    And  accordingly  Mr.  Bland  received 
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a  nice  little  annuity  frtmi  oar  friends.  Philip  had  a  joke  abmit 
Lii  wife's  hotisekeepins  which  perhaps  may  apply  to  otbex  yoniig 
womea  who  are  kepr  by  OTerwarehtbi  mothers  too  much  wj  siatu 
p  upUlari.  When  they  were  marrie  d.  or  abont  to  be  married,  Philip 
asked  Charlotte  what  she  woold  order  for  dinner '?  She  promptly 
said  she  tronld  order  leir  of  mntton.  Ard  after  leg  of  mntton?" 
'•Le2  of  beef,  to  be  sure""  says  Mrs.  Charlotte,  lookincr  veiy 
pleast-d  ar.d  knowing.  And  the  fact  is,  as  this  little  housekeeper 
was  obliged  demurely  to  admit,  their  honsebold  bills  increased 
precariously  after  they  left  Thomhaugh  street.  "And  I  can't 
understand,  my  dear,  how  the  grocer's  bo<^  should  monnt  op  so; 
amd  the  butterman's.  and  the  beer,"  etc..  etc.  We  have  often 
seen  the  pretty  Uttle  head  bent  over  the  dingy  Tolumes,  pnzzliag, 
puzzling :  and  the  eldest  child  would  hold  up  a  warning  fingaer 
to  OUT?,  and  tell  them  to  be  rery  quiet,  as  mamma  was  at  S^r 
atounts." 

And  now,  I  grieve  to  say.  money, became  scarce  for  the  pay- 
ment of  these  accounts ;  and  though  Philip  fancied  he  hid  lua 
anxieties  from  his  wife,  be  sure  she  loved  him  too  much  to  be  de- 
ceived by  one  of  the  elimisiest  hypocrites  in  the  wwld.  Only, 
being  a  much  cleverer  hypocrite  ihan  her  husband,  she  pretended 
to  be  deceived,  and  acted  her  part  so  well  that  poor  Philip  was 
mortified  with  her  gayety,  and  cfiose  to  fancy  his  wit'e  was  indif- 
ferent to  their  misfortunes.  She  ought  not  to  be  so  smiling  and 
happy,  he  thought ;  and,  as  usual,  bemoaned  his  lot  tb  his  friend^ 
"  I  come  home  racked  with  care,  and  thinking  of  those  inevita- 
ble bills :  I  shudder,  sir,  at  every  note  tjjat  lies  on  the  baH-table, 
and  would  tremble  as  I  dashed  them  open  as  thev  do  on  the  stage. 
Bat  I  laugh  and  put  on  a  jaunty  air,  and  humbug  Char.  And 
I  hear  her  singing  about  the  bouse  and  laughing  and  cooing  witfe 
the  children,  by  Jove.  She 's  not  aware  of  anything.  She  does 
not  know  how  dreadfully  the  res  drmi  is  squeezing  me.  Bat  be- 
fore marriage  she  did,  I  tell  yon.  Then,  if  anything  annoyed  me, 
she  divined  it.  If  I  felt  ever  so  little  unwell,  yon  sfaoukl  have 
seen  the  alarm  in  her  face  !  It  was  '  Philip,  dear,  how  pale  you 
are  !'  or,  Philip,  how  flushed  yon  are  "  or,  '  I  am  sure  yon  have 
had  a  letter  from  your  father.  Why  do  you  conceal  anything 
fitnn  me,  sir  ?  Tcu  never  should — never  I'  And  now,  when  the 
fox  is  gnawing  at  my  side  under  my  cloak,  I  laugh  and  grin  » 
naturally  that  she  believes  I  am  all  right,  and  she  comes  to-meet 
me  flouncing  the  children  about  in  my  face,  and  wearing  an  air 
of  consummate  happiness  I  I  would '  not  deceive  her  "for  the 
world,  you  know.  But  it  s  m^rtiiying.  Don't  tell  me  I  It  is 
mortifying  to  be  tossing  awake  all  nigl  t.  and  racked  with  care 
all  day,  and  have  the  wife  of  your  bo«)m  chatterins  and  sincring 
and  laughing,  as  if  there  were  no  cares,  or  doubts,  or  duns  in'^the 
world.  If  1  had  the  gout  and  she  were  to  lancb  and  sing,  I 
8hoald  not  call  that  sympathy.    If  I  were  arrested  for  debt,  and 
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she  were  to  come  grinning  and  laughing  to  the  sponging-house, 
I  should  not  call  that  consolation.  Why  does  n't  she  feel  ?  She 
ought  to  feel.  There 's  Betsy,  our  parlor-maid.  There  s  the  old 
fellow  who  comes  to  clean  the  boots  and  knives.  They  know  how 
hard  up  I  am.  And  my  wife  sings  and  dances  while  I  am  on  the 
verge  of  ruin,  by  Jove ;  and  giggles  and  laughs  as  if  life  was  a 
pantomime  !" 

Then  the  man  and  woman  into  whose'cars  poor  Philip  roared 
out  his  confessions  and  griefs  hung  down  their  blushing  heads  in 
humble  silence.  They  are  tolerably  prosperous  in  life,  and,  I 
fear,  are  pretty  well  satisfied  with  themselves  and  each  other. 
A  woman  who  scarcely  ever  does  any  wrong,  and  rules  and  gov- 
erns her  own  house  and  family,  as  my — ,  as  the  wife  of  the 
reader's  humble  servant  most  notoriously  does,  often  becomes — 
must  it  be  saidV — too  certain  of  her  own  virtue,  and  is  too  sure  of 
the  correctness  of  her  own  opinion.  We  virtuous  people  give 
advice  a  good  deal,  and  .set  a  considerable  value  upon  that 
advice.  We  meet  a  certain  man  who  has  fallen  among  thieves, 
let  us  say.  We  succor  him  readily  enough.  We  take  him 
kindly  to  the  inn  and  pay  his  score  there ;  but  we  say  to  the 
landlord,  •'  You  must  give  this  poor  man  his  bed  ;  his  medicine  at 
such  a  time,  and  his  broth  at  such  another.  But,  mind  you,  he 
must  have  that  physic,  and  no  other ;  that  broth  when  we  order 
it.  We  take  his  case  in  hand,  you  understand.  Don't  listen  to 
him  or  anybody  else.  We  know  all  about  everything.  Good- 
by.  Take  care  of  him.  Mind  the  medicine  and  the  broth  !"  and 
Mr.  Benefactor  or  Lady  Bountiful  goes  away  perfectly  selt- 
satisfied. 

Do  you  take  this  allegory  ?  When  Philip  complained  to  us  of 
his  wife's  friskiness  and  gayety  ;  when  he  bitterly  contrasted  her 
levity  and  carelessness  with  his  own  despondency  and  doubt, 
Charlotte's  two  principal  friends  were  smitten  by  shame.  "  Oh, 
Philip  !  dear  Philip  !"  his  iemale  adviser  said  (having  looked  at 
her  husband  once  or  twice  as  Firmin  spoke,  and  in- vain  endeav- 
ored to  keep  her  guilty  eyes  down  on  her  work),  "  Gharlotte  has 
done  this  because  she  is  humble,  and  because  she  takes  the  advice 
of  friends  who  are  not.  She  knows  everything,  and  more  than 
everything ;  for  her  dear,  tender  heart  is  filled  with  apprehen- 
sion. But  we  told  her  to  show  no  sign  of  care,  lest  her  husband 
should  be  disturbed.  And  she  trusted  in  us ;  and  she  puts  her 
trust  elsewhere,  Philip ;  and  she  has  hidden  her  own  anxieties, 
lest  yours  should  be  increased  ;  and  has  met  you  gaily  when  her 
heart, was  full  of  dread.  We  think  she  has  done  wrong  now; 
but  she  did  so  because  she  was  so  simple,  and  trusted  in  us  who 
advised  her  wrongly.  Xow  we  see  that  there  ought  to  have  been 
perfect  confidence  always  between  you,  and  that  it  is  her  sim- 
plicity and  faith  in  us  which  have  misled  her." 

Philip  hung  down  his  head  for  a  moment  and  hid  his  eyes ; 
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and  we  knew,  during  that  minute  when- his  face  was  concealed 
from  us,  how  his  grateful  heart  was  employed. 

'■And  you  know,  dear  Philip — "  says  Laura,  looking  at  her 
husband,  and  nodding  to  that  person,  who  certainly  understood 
the  hint. 

"Ami  I  say,  firmin,"  breaks  in  the  lady's  hu«band,  "you 
understand,  if  you  are  at  all — that  is,  if  you — that  is,  if  we 
can — " 

"  Hold  your  tongue  I"  shouts  Firmin,  with  a  face  beaming  over 
witli  happiness.  "  I  know  what  you  mean.  You  beggar,  you 
are  going  to  offer  me  money  !  I  see  it  in  your  face;  bless  you 
both  !  But  we  '11  try  and  do  without,  please  heaven.  And — and 
it 's  worth  feeling  a  pinch  of  poverty  to  find  such  friends  as  I 
have  had,  and  to  share  it  with  such  a — such  a — dash — dear  little 
thing  as  I  have  at  home.  And  I  won't  try  and  humbug  Char 
any  more.  I 'm  bad  at  that  sort  of  business.  And  good-night, 
and  1  '11  never  forget  your  kindness — never!"  And  hf>  is  off  a 
moment  afterward,  and  jumping  down  the  steps  of  our  door,  and 
so  into  the  park.  And  though  there  were  not  five  pounds  in  the 
poor  little  house  in  Milman  street,  there  were  not  two  happier 
people  in  London  that  night  than  Charlotte  and  Philip  Firmin. 
if  he  had  his  troubles,  our  Tritnd  had  his  immense  consolatioas. 
Fortunate  he,  however  poor,  who  has  friends  to  help,  and  love 
to  eon  sole  him  in  his  trials. 


CHAPTER  XL. 

IX  WHICH  THE  LUCK  GOES  VEKT  MUCH  AGAIXS  1  US. 

Every  man  and  woman  among  us  has  made  his  vovage  to 
Liliput,  and  his  tour  in  the  kingdom  of  Brobdingnag.  When  I 
ga  to  my  native  country  town  the  local  paper  announces  our 
arrival;  the  laborers  touch  their  hats  as  the  pony-chaise  passes; 
the  girls  and  old  women  drop  courtesies;  Mr.  Hicks,  the  grocer 
and  hatter,  comes  to  his  door,  and  makes  a  bow,  and  smirks  and 
smiles.  When  our  neighbor.  Sir  John,  arrives  at  the  Hall  he  is  a 
still  greater  personage;  the  bell-ringers  greet  the  Hall  family 
with  a  peal ;  the  rector  walks  over  on  an  early  day  and  pays  his 
visit ;  and  tlie  farmers  at  market  press  round  for  a  nod  of  recog- 
nition. Sir  John  at  home  is  in  Liliput:  in  Belgrave  square  he 
is  in  Brobdingnag,  where  almost  everybody  we  meet  is  ever  so 
much  taller  than  ourselves.  "  Which"  do  you  like  best,  to  be  a 
giant  among  the  pigmies,  or  a  pigmy  among  the  giants '?"  I 
know  what  sort  of  company  I  prefer  myself;  but  that  is  not  the 
•  point.  What  I  would  hint  is,  that  we  possibly  give  ourselves 
patronizing  airs  before  small  people,  as  folks  higher  placed  than 
ourselves  give  themselves  airs  before  us.    Patronising  airs? 
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01(1  Miss  Mumbles,  the  balf-p,\v  lieutenant's  daughter,  who  lives 
over  the  plumber"?,  with  her  maid,  gives  herself  in  her  degree 
more  airs  than  any  duchess  in  Belgravia,  and  would  leave  the 
room  if  a  tradesman  s  wife  sat  down  in  it. 

Now  it  has  been  said  that  few  men  in  this  City  of  London  are 
so  simple  in  their  manners  as  Philip  Firmin,  and  that  he  treated 
the  patron  who/e  bread  he  ate,  and  the  wealthy  relative  who 
condesuended  to  visit  him,  with  a  like  freedom.  He  is  blunt  but 
not  familiar,  and  is  not  a  whit  more  polite  to  my  lord  than  to 
Jaek  or  Tom  at  the  coffee-house.  He  resents  familiarity  from 
vulgar  persons,  and  those  who  venture  on  it  retire  maimed  and 
mortified, after  coming  into  collision  with  him.  As  for  the  people 
he  loves,  he  grovels  before  them,  worships  their  boot-tips  and 
their  gown-hems.  But  he  submits  to  them,  not  for  their  wealth 
or  rank,  but  for  love's  sake.  He  submitted  very  magnanimously 
at  first  to  the  kindnesses  and  caresses  of  Lady  Ringwood  and  her 
daughters,  being  softened  and  won  by  the  regard  which  they 
showed  for  his  wife  and  children. 

Although  Sir  John  was  for  the  rights  of  man  everywhere  all 
over  the  world,  ar.d  had  pictures  of  Franklin,  Lafayette,  and 
Washington  in  his  library,  he  likewise  had  portraits  of  his  own 
ancestors  in  that  apartment,  and  entertained  a  very  high  opinion 
of  the  present  representative  of  the  Ringwood  family.  The 
character  of  th<'  late  chief  of  the  house  was  notorious.  Lord 
Ringwood's  life  had  been  irregular  and  his  morals  loo-se.  His 
talents  were  ccn.^iderable,  no  doubt,  but  they  had  not  been 
devoted  to  serious  study  or  directed  to  useful  ends.  A  wild  man 
in  e-arly  life,  he  had  only  changed  his  practices  in  later  life  in 
consequence  of  ill  health,  and  became  a  hermit  as  a  certain 
person  became  a  monk.  He  was  a  frivolous  person  lo  the  end, 
and  was  not  to  be  considered  as  a  public  m^n  and  statesman  ; 
and  this  light-minded  man  of  pleasure  had  been  advanced  to  the 
third  rank  of  the  peerage,  while  his  successor,  his  superior  in 
intellect  and  morality,  remained  a  baronet  still.  How  blind  the 
ministry  was  which  refused  to  recognize  so  much  talent  and 
worth!  Had  there  been  public  virtue  or  common  sense  in  the 
governors  of  the  nation,  merits  like  Sir  John's  nfver  could  have 
been  overlooked.  But  mini^ters  were  notoriously  a  family  clique, 
and  only  helped  each  other.  Promotion  and  patronage  were 
disgracefully  monopelized  by  the  members  of  a  very  few  families 
who  were  not  better  men  of  business,  men  of  better  character, 
men  of  more  ancient  lineage  (though  birth,  of  course,  was  a  mere 
accident),  than  Sir  John  himself.  In  a  word,  until  they  gave 
him  a  peerage,  he  saw  very  little  hope  for  the  cabinet  or  the 
country.  • 

Jn  a  very  early  pa<xe  of  this  history  mention  was  made  of  a 
certain  Philip  Ringwood,  to  whose  protection  Philip  Firmin's 
mother  confided  her  boy  when  he  was  first  sent  to  school.  Philip 
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Ringwood  was  Firmin's  senior  by  seven  3 ears;  he  came  to  Old 
Parr  street  twice  or  thrice  during  his  stay  at  school,  condescended 
to  take  the  "tips,"  ot'  which  the  poor  doctor  was  liberal  enough, 
but  never  deigned  to  take  any  notice  of  young  Firmin,  who 
looked  up  to  his  kinsman  with  awe  and  trembling.  From  school 
Philip  Ringwood  speedil\'  departed  to  college,  and  then  entered 
upon  public  life.  He  was  the  eldest  sou  of  Sir*John  Ringwood, 
with  whom  our  friend  has  of  late  made  acquaintance. 

Mr.  Ringwood  was  a  much  greater  personage  than  the  baronet 
his  father.  Even  when  the  latter  succeeded  to  Lord  Ringwood's 
estates  and  came  to  London,  he  could  scarcely  be  said  to  equ^il 
his  son  in  social  rank ;  and  the  younger  patronized  his  parent. 
What  is  the  secret  of  great  social  success  ?  It  is  not  to'be  gained 
by  beauty,  or  wealth,  or  birth,  or  wit,  or  valor,  or  eminence  of 
any  kind.  It  is  a  gift  of  Fortune,  bestowed,  like  that  goddess' 
favors,  capriciously.  Look,  dear  madam,  at  the  most  fashionable 
ladies  at  present  reigning  in  London.  Are  they  better  bred,  or 
more  amiable,  or  richer,  or  more  beautiful,  than  yourself?  See, 
good  sir,  the  men  who  lead  the  fashion,  and  stand  in  the  bow-- 
window  at  Black's ;  are  they  wiser,  or  wittier,  or  more  agreeable 
people  than  you?  And  yet  you  know  what  your  fate  would  be 
if  you  were  put  up  at  that  club.  Sir  John  Ringwood  never  dared 
to  be  proposed  there,  even  after  his  great  accession  of  fortune  on 
the  earl's  death  His  son  did  not  encourage  him.  People  even 
said  that  Ringwood  would  blackball  his  father  if  he  dared  to  offer 
himself  as  a  candidate. 

I  never,  I  say,  could  unders*^and  the  reason  of  Philip  Ring- 
wood's  success  in  life,  though  you  must  acknowledge  that  he  is  one 
of  our  most  eminent  dandies.  He  is  affable  to  dukes.  He  patron- 
izes marquises.  He  is  not  witty.  He  is  not  clever.  He  does 
not  give  good  dinners.  How  many  baronets  are  there  in  the 
British  empire  ?  Look  to  your  book  and  see.  I  tell  you  there 
are  many  of  these  whom  Philip  Ringwood  would  scarcely  admit 
to  wait  at  one  of  his  bad  dinners.  By  calmly  asserting  himself  in 
life,  this  man  has  achieved  his  social  eminence.  We  may  hate 
him ;  but  we  acknowledge  his  superiority.  For  instance,  I  should 
as  soon  think  of  asking  him  to  dine  with  me  as  I  should  of  slap- 
ping the  Archbishop  of  Canterbury  on  the  back. 

Mr.  Ringwood  has  a  meagre  little  house  in  May  Fair,  and  be- 
longs to  a  public  office,  where  he  patronizes  his  chef.  His  own 
family  bow  down  before  him ;  his  mother  is  humble  in  his  com- 
pany;  his  sisters  are  respectful ;  his  father  does  not  brag  of  his 
own  liberal  principles,  and  never  alludes  to  the  rights  of  man  in 
the  son's  presence.  He  is  called  "  Mr.  Ringwood  "  in  the  fauiilv. 
The  person  who  is  least  in  awe  of  him  is  his  younger  brother, 
who  has  been  known  to  make  faces  behind  the  elder's  back,  But 
he  is  a  dreadfully  headstrong  and  ignorant  child,  and  respects 
nothing.    Lady  Ringwood,  by  the  way,  is  Mr.  Ringwood's  step- 
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mother.  His  own  mother  was  the  daughter  of  a  noble  house,  and 
died  in  giving  birth  to  this  paragon. 

Philip  Firmin,  who  had  not  set  eyes  upon  his  kinsman  since 
they  -were  at  school  together,  remembered  some  stories  which 
were  curreni  about  RingwoQd,  and  by  no  means  to  that  eminent 
dandy's  credit — stories  of  intrigue,  of  play,  of  various  libertine 
exploits  on  Mr.  Ringwood's  part.  One  day  Philip  and  Charlotte 
dined  wiih  Sir  John,  who  was  talking,  and  chirping,  and  laying 
down  t'.ic  law,  and  bragging  away  according  to  his  wont,  when 
his  son  entered  and  asked  for  dinner.  lie  had  accepted  an  invi- 
tation to  dine  at  Garterton  Plouse.  The  duke  had  one  of  his 
attacks  of  gout  just  before  dinner.  The  dinner  was  off.  If  Lady 
liingwood  would  give  him  a  slice  of  mutton  he  would  be  very 
much  obliged  to  her.  A  place  was  soon  found  for  him.  "  And, 
Philip,  this  is  your  namesake  and  our  cousin,  Mr.  Philip  Firmin," 
said  the  baronet,  presenting  his  son  to  his  kinsman. 

"  Your  father  used  to  give  me  sovereigns  when  I  was  at  school.' 
I  have  a  faint  recollection  of  you,  too.  LItile  white-headed  boy, 
were  n't  you  'I   How  is  the  doctor  and  Mrs.  Firmin  ?  All  right  ?" 

."  Wh}',  don't  }  ou»know  iiis  father  ran  away  V"  calls  out  the 
youngest  member  of  the  family.  "Don't  kick  me,  Emily.  He 
'did  ran  away  !" 

Then  Mr.  Ringwood  remembered,  and  a  faint  blush  tinged  his 
face.  "  Lapse  of  time.  I  know.  Should  n't  have  asked  after 
such  a  lapse  of  time."'  And  he  mentioned  a  case  in  which  a 
duke,  who  was  very  forgetful,  had  asked  a  marquis  about  his  wife, 
who  had  run  away  with  an  earl,  and  made  inquiries  about  tho 
duke's  son,  who,  as  everybod)'  knew,  was  not  on  terms  with  his 
father. 

"  This  is  Mrs.  Firmin — Mrs.-Pliilip  Firmin  !"  cried  Lady  Ring- 
wood,  rather  nervously;  and  I  suppose  Mrs.  Philip  blushed,  and 
the  blush  became  her;  for  Mn  Ringwood  afterward  condescended 
to  say  to  one  of  his  sisters  that  their  new-found  relative  seemed 
one  of.j^our  rougli-and-ready  sort  of  gentlemen,  but  his  wife  was 
really  very  well  bred,  and  quite  a  pretty  young  woman,  and 
presentable  anywhere — really  anywhere.  Charlotte  was  aslced 
to  sing  one  or  two  of  her  little  songs  after  dinner.  Mr.  Ring- 
wood  was  delighted.  Ilcr  voice  was  perfectly  true.  What  she 
sang  she  sang  admirably.  And  he  was  good  enough  to  hum  over 
one  of  her  songs  (durin.g- which  performance  he  showed  that  lih 
voice  was  not»e,xempt  from  little  frailties),  and  to  say  he  had 
heard  Lady  Philomela  Shakerley  sing  that  very  ?ong  at  Glen- 
mavis  last  autumn ;  and  it  was  such  a  favorite  that  the  duchess 
asked  for  it  every  night— actually  every  night.  When  our  friends 
were  going  home  Mr.  Ringwoo.d  "rave  Philip  almost  the  whole  of 
one  finger^to  shake  ;  and  while  Philip  was  inwardly  raging  at  his 
impertinence,  believed  that  he  had  entirely  fascinated  hisjiumble 
relatives,  and  that  ho -bad  been  most  good-natured  and  friendly. 
3l> 
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i  can  not  tell  why  this  man's  patronage  chafed  and  goaded  our 
worthy  friend  so  as  to  drive  him  beyond  the  bounds  of  all  polite- 
ness and  reason.  The'artless  remarks  of  the  little  boy,  and  the 
occasional  simple  speeches  of  tlie  young  ladies,  had  only  tickled 
Philip's  humor  and  served  to  amuse  him  when  he  metohis  relatives. 
I  suspect  it  was  a  certain  free-and-e'ksy  m  inner  which  Mr.  Ring- 
wood  chose  to  adopt  toward  Mrs.  Philip  which  annoyed  her  hus- 
band. He  had  said  nothing  at  which  offence  could  be  taken  : 
perhaps  he  was  quite  unconscious  of  offending;  nay,  thought 
himself  eminently  pleasing  :  perhaps  he  was  not  more  impertinent 
toward  her  than  toward  other  women :  but  in  talking  about  biai 
Mr.  Firmin's  eyes  flashed  very  fiercely,  and  he  spoke  of  his  new 
acquaintance  and  relative  with  his  usual  extreme  candor,  as  an 
upstart,  and  an  arrogant  conceited  puppy  whose  ears  he  would 
lik^to  pull. 

How  do  good  women  learn  to  discover  men  who  are  not  good  ? 
•Is  it  by  instinct  ?  How  do  they  learn  those  stories  about  men  ? 
I  protest  I  never  told  my  -wife  anything  good  or  bad  regarding 
this  Mr.  Ringwood,  though,  of  course,  as  a  man  about  town,  I 
have  heard — who  has  not? — little  anecdote^ regarding  his  career. 
His  conduct  in  that  affair  with  iMiss  Willowby  was  heartle.=s  and 
cruel ;  his  behavior  to  that  unhappy  Blanche  Painter  nobocfy  can 
defend.  My  wife  conveys  her  opinion  regardinjr  Philip  Ringwod, 
his  life,  principles,  and  morality,  by  looks  and  silences  which  are 
more  awful  and  killing  than  the  bitterest  words  of  sarcascn  or 
reproof  Philip  Firmin,  who  knows  her  ways,  watches  her  feat- 
ures, and,  as  I  have  said,  humbles  himself  at  her  feet,  marked 
the  lady's  awful  looks  when  he  came  to  describe  to  us  his  meet- 
ing with  his  cousin,  and  the  magnificent  patronizing  airs  which 
Mr.  Ringwood  assumed. 

"  What  ?"  he  said,  "  you  don't  like  him  any  more  than  I  do  ? 
I  thought  you  would  not ;  and  I  aij^  so  glad." 

Philip's  friend  said  she  did  not  know  Mr.  Ringwood,  and  had 
never  spoken  a  word  to  him  in  her  liie. 

"  Yes ;  but  you  know  of  him,"  cries  the  impetuous  Firmin. 
"  What  do  you  know  of  him,  with  his  monstrous  puppyism  and 
arrogance  V"  Oh,  Mrs.  Laura  knew  very  little  of  him.  She  did 
not  believe— she  had  much  rather  not  believe — what  the  world 
said  about  Mr.  Ringwood. 

"  Suppose  we  were  to  ask  the  Woolcombs  their  opinion  of 
your  character,  Philip  ?"  cries  that  gentleman's  biographer,  with 
a  laugh. 

"  My  dear,"  says  Laura,  with  a  yet  severer  look,  the  severity 
of  which  glance  I  must  explain.  The  diff'erences  of  Woolcomb 
and  his  wife  were  notorious.  Their  unhappinoss  was  known  to 
all  the  world.  Society  was  beginninn;  to  look  with  a  very,  very 
cold  face  upon  Mrs.  Woolcomb.  After  quarrels,  jealousies,  bat- 
tles, reconciliations,  scenes  of  renewed  violence  and  furious 
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language,  had  come  indifference  and  the  most  reckless  gayety  on 
the  woman's  part.  Her  home  was  splendid,  but  mean  and  miser- 
able :  all  sorts  of  stories  were  rife  regarding  her  husband's  brutal 
treatment  of  poor  Agnes,  and  her  own  imprudent  behavior. 
Mrs.  Laura  was  indignant  when  this  unhappy  woman's  name 
was  ever  mentioned,  except  when  she  thought  how  our  warm, 
true-hearted  Philip  had  escaped  from  the  heartless  creature. 
"  What  a  blessing  it  was  that  you  were  ruined,  Philip,  and  that 
she  deserted  youT'  Laura  would  say.  "What  fortune  would 
repay  you  for  marrying  such  a  woman  ?" 

"  Indeed  it  was  worth  all  I  had  to  lose  her,"  says  Philip,  "  and 
so  the  doctor  and  1  are  quit^.  If  he  had  not  spent  my  fortune, 
Agnes  would  have  married  me.  'If  she  had  married  me,  I  might- 
have  turned  Othello,  and  have  been  hung  for  smothering  her. 
Wh}',  if  I  had  not  been  poor,  I  should  never  have  been  married 
to  little  Char— and  fancy  not  being  married  to  Char!"  The 
worthy  fellow  here  lapses  into  silence,  and  indulges  in  an  inward 
rapture  at  the  idea  of  his  own  excessive  happiness.  Then  he  is 
scared  again  at  the  thought  which  his  own  imagination  ha.s 
raised. 

"  I  say!  Fancy  being  without  the  kids  and  Char  !"  he  cries, 
with  a  blank  look. 

"That  horrible  father — that  dreadful  mother — pardon  me, 
Philip  ;  but  when  I  think  of  the  worldliness  of  those  unhappy 
p(%ple,  and  how  that  poor  unhappy  woman  has  been  bred  in  it, 
and  ruined  by  it — 1  am  so,  so,  so— enraged  that  I  can't  keep  my 
temper !"  cries  the  lady.  "  Is  the  woman  answerable,  or  the 
parents,  who  hardened  her  heart,  and  sold  her — sold  her  to  that 
— O  !"  Our  illustrious  friend  Woolcomb  was  signified  by  "  that 
O,"  and  the  lady  once  more  paused,  choked  with  wrath  as  she 
•thought  about  that  O,  and  that  O's  wife. 

"  I  wonder  he  has  not  Othello'd  her,"  remarks  Philfp,  with  his 
bands  in  his  pockets.  "  I  should,  if  she  had  been  mine,  and  gone 
on  rs  they  say  she  is  going  on." 

"  It  is  dreadful,  dreadful  to  contemplate  !"  continues  the  lady. 
"  To  think  she  was  sold  by  her  own  parents,  poor  thing,  poor 
thing  !    The  guilt  is  with  them  who  led  ber  wrong." 

"  jSlay,"  .says  one  of  the  tliree  intei;locutors.  "  Vv^hy  stop  at 
poor  Mr.  and"  Mrs.  Twysden  '?  Why  not  let  them  off,  and  accuse 
rteir  parents  V  who  lived  worldly  too  in  their  generation.  Or, 
stay ;  they  descend  from  William  the  Conqueror.  Let  us  absolve 
poor  Wcldone  Twysdpne,  and  his  heartless  wife,  and  have  the 
ivforman  into  court." 

"Ah,  Arthur  !  Did  not  our  sin  begin  with  the  beginning," 
cries  the  lady,  "arid  have  wi;  not  its  remedy  ?  Oh,  this  poor 
creature,  this  poor  creature  T  May  she  know  where  to  take 
r.  fi;ge  from  it,  and  learn  to  repent  in  time." 

The  Georgian  and  Circassian  girls,  they  say,  used  to  submit 
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to  their  lot  very  complacently,  and  were  quite  eager  to  gtt 
to  market  at  Constantinople  and  be  sold.  Mrs.  Woolcomb 
■wanted  nobody  to  tempt  her  away  from  poor  Philip.  She  hopped 
away  from  the  old  love  as  soon  as  ever  the  new  one  appeared 
with  his  bag  of  money.  She  knew  quite,  well  to  whom  she  was 
selling  herself,  and  for  what.  The  tempter  needed  no  skill,  or 
artifice,  or  eloquence.  He  had  none.  But  he  shov/ed  her  a 
purse  and  three  fine  -houses— and  she  came.  Innocent  cliild, 
forsooth  !  She  knew  quite  as  much  about  the'world  as  papa  and 
mamma ;  and  the  lawyers  did  not  look  to  her  settlement  more 
warily  and  coolly  than  she  herself  did.  Did  shc'not  live  on  it 
afterward  ?  I  do  not  say  she  lived  reputably,  but  most  comfort- 
ably :  as  Paris,  and  Rome,  and  Naples,  and  Florence  can  tell 
you,  where  she  is  well  known  ;  where  she  receives  a  great  deal 
of  a  certain  kind  of  company  ;  where  she  is  scorned,  and  flat- 
tered,'and  splendid,  and  lonely,  and  miserable.  She  is  not 
miserable  when  she  sees  children  :  she  does  not  care  for  other 
persons'  children,  as  she  never  did  for  her  own,  even  when  they 
were  taken  from  her.  She  is,  of  course,  hurt  and  angry,  when 
quite  common,  vulgar  people,  not  in  society,  yon  understand, 
turn  away  from  her,  and  avoid  her,  and  won't  come  to  her  par- 
ties.* She  gives  excellent  dinners  which  jolly  fbsrys,  rattling 
bachelors,  and  doubtful  ladies  frequent ;  but  she  is  alone  and  un- 
•happy — unhappy  because  she  does  not  see  parents,  sister,  or 
brother  ?  AUons,  mon  Ion  Afonsiew !  She  never  caved  for 
parents,  sister,  or  brother  ;  or  for  baby ;  or  for  man  (except  once 
for  Philip  a  little,  little  bit,  when  her  pulse  would  sometimes  go 
up  two  beats  in  a  minute  at  his  appearance).  But  she  is  unhappy, 
because  she  is  losing  her  figure,  and  from  tight  lacing  her  nose 
has  become  very  red,  and  the  pearl  powder  won't  lie  on  it 
somehow.  And  though  you  may  have  thougBt  Woolcomb  an 
odious,  ignorant,  and  underbred  little  wretch,  you  must  own  that 
at  least  he  had  red  blood  in  his  veins.  Did  he  not  spend  a  great 
part  of  his  fortune  for  the  possession  of  this  cold  wife  V  For  whom 
did  she  ever  make  a  sacrifice  or  feel  a  pang  ?  I  am  sure  a  greater 
misfortune  than  any  which  has  befallen  friend  Philip  might  have 
happened  to  him,  and«o  congratulate  him  on  his  escape. 

Having  vented  his  wrath  upon  the  arrogance  and  impertinence 
of  this  solemn  puppy  of  a  Philip  Eincrwood,  our  friend  went  away 
somewhat  soothed  to  his  club  in  St.  James'  street.  The  Me- 
gatherium club  is  only  a  very  few  doors  from  the  much  more 
aristocratic  establishment  of  Black's.  Mr.  Philip  Rinirwood  and 
Mr.  Vv^oolcomb  were  standing  on  the  steps  of  Black's.  "Mr.  Ring- 
wood  waved  a  graceful  little  kid-gloved  hand  to  Philip  and  smiled 
on  him.  Mr.  Woolcomb  glared  at  our  friend  out  of  his  opal  eye- 
balls. Philip  had  once  proposed  to  kick  Woolcomb  into  the  sea. 
He  somehow  felt  as  if  he  would  like  to  treat  Kingwo.od  to  the 
same  bath.    Meanwhile  Mr.  Ringwood  labored  under  the  notion 


ON  HIS  WAY  THROUGH  THE  WORLD. 


461 


that  he  and  his  new-found  acquaintance  were  on  the  very  best 
possible  teTms. 

At  one  tinae  poor  little  Woolcomb  loved  to  be  seen  with  Phi- 
lip Ring-wood.  H(3  thousht  he  acquired  distinction  from  the 
companionship  of  that  man  of  fashion,  and  would  hang  on  Ring- 
wood  as  they  walked  the  Pall  Mall  pavement. 

"  Do  you  know  that  gre:it  hulking,  overbearing  brute  '?"  says 
Woolcomb  to  his  Gompaiiion  on  the  steps  of  Black's.  Perhaps 
somebody  overheard  tliem  from  the  bow-window.  (T  tell  you 
everything  is  overheard'in  London,  and  a  great  deal  more  too.) 

"  Brute,  is  lie  ?"  »ays  Ring  wood  ;  "  seems  a  rough,  overbearing 
sort  of  chap." 

"Blackguard  doctor's  son.  Bankrupt.  Father  ran  away," 
says  the  dusky  man  with  the  opal  eyeballs. 

''I  have  heard  he  was  a  rogue — the  doctor;  but  I  like  him. 
Remember  he  gav«  me  three  sovereigns  when  I  was  at  school. 
Always  like  a  fellow  who  tips  yo»  when  you  are  at  school." 
And  here  Ringwood  beckoned  his  broughara,  which  was  in 
waiting. 

"Shall  we  see  you  at  dinner?  Where  are  you  going?"  asked 
Mr.  Woolcomb.    "  If  you  are  going  toward — " 

"Toward  Gray's-Inn,  to  see  my  lawyer;  have  an  appointment 
there;  be  with  you  at  eight!"  And  Mr.  Ringwood  skipped  into 
his  little  brougham  and  was  gone. 

Tom  Eaves  told  Philip.  Tom  Eaves  belongs  to  Black's  club, 
to  Bays',  to  tte  Megatherium,  I  don't  know  to  how  many  clubs 
in  St.  James'  street.  Tom  Eaves  knows  everybody's  business, 
and  all  the  scandal  of  all  the  clubs  for  the  last  forty  years.  He 
knows  who  has  lost  money,  and  to  whom;  what  is  the  talk  of  the 
opera-bo.x,  and  what  the  scandal  of  the  coulisses  :  who  is  making 
love  to  whose  daughter.  Whatever  men  and  women  are  doing 
in  May  Fair  is  the  farrago  of  Tom's  libel.  lie  knows  so  many 
stories  that,  of  course,  he  makes  mistakes  in  names  sometiaes, 
and  says  that  Jones  is  on  the  verge  of  ruin  when  ho  is  thriving 
and  prosperous,  and  it  is  poor  Brown  who  is  in  difficulties  ;  or 
informs  us  that  Sirs.  Fanny  is  flirting  with  Captain  Ogle  whtn 
both  are  as  innocent  of  a  flirtation  as  you  and  I  are.  Tom  cer- 
tainly is  mischievous,  and  often  is  wrpng ;  but  when  he  speaks  of 
our  neighbors  he  is  amusing. 

"  It  is  as  good  as  a  play  to  see  Ringwood  and  Othello  together," 
says  Tom  to  Philip.  "How  proud  the  black  mamis  to  be  seen 
with  him  !  Heard  him  abuse  you  to  Ringwood.  Ringwood  stuck 
up  for  you  and  for  your  poor  governor — spoke  up  lilse  a  man — 
like  a  man  who  sticks  up  for  a  fellow  who  is  down.  How  the 
black  man  brags  about  having  Ringwood  to  dinner  !  Always 
havino-  him  to  ditmer.  You  should  have  seen  Ringwood  shake 
him  off!  Said  he  was  going  to  Gray's  Inn.  Heard  him  say 
Gray's  Inn  lane  to  his  man.    Don't  believe  a  word  of  it." 
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jSTow  I  (lai'e  say  you  are  much  too  fashionable  to  know  that 
Milman  street  is  a  little  cul-de-sac.  of  a  street  which  leads  into 
Guildford  street,  %viiich  leads  into  Gray's  Inn  lane.  Philip  went 
his  way  homeward,  shaking  off  Tom  Eaves,  who,  for  his  part, 
trolled  olFto  his  other  clubs,  telling  people  how  he  had  just  been 
talking  with  that  bankrupt  doctor's  son,  and  wondering  how 
Philip  should  yet  money  enough  to  pay  his  club  subscription. 
Philip  then  went  on  his  way,  striding  homeward  at  his  usual 
manly  pace. 

Whose  black  brougham  was  that  ? — the  black  brougham  with 
the  chestnut  horse  walking  up  and  down  Gujldford  street.  Mr. 
Ringwood's  crest  was  on  the  brougham.  When  Philip  entered 
his  drawing-room,  having  opened  the  door  with  his  own  key, 
there  sat  Mr.  Ringwood,  talking  to  Airs.  Charlotte,  who  was 
taking  a  cup  of  tea  at  five  o'clock.  She  and  the  children  liked 
that  cup  of  tea.  Sometimes  it  served  Mrs.  Char  for  dinner  when 
Philip  dined  fi-om  home.  « 

"  If  I  had  known  you  were  coming  here,  you  might  have 
brought  me  home  and  saved  me  a  long  walk,"  said  Philip,  wiping 
a  burning  forehead. 

"  So  I  might — so  I  might !"  said  the  other.  "I  never  thought 
of  it.  I  had  to  see  niy  law.yer  in  Gray's  Inn  ;  and  it  was  then  I 
thouglit  of  coming  on  to  see  you,  as  I  was  telling  Mrs.  Firmin  ; 
and  a  vjjry  nice  quiet  place  you  live  in  !" 

This  was  very  well.  But  for  the  first  and  only  time  of  his  life 
Philip  was  jealous.  • 

"  Don't  drub  so  with  your  feet !  Donilf  like  to  ride  when  you 
jog  so  on  the  floor,"  said  Philip's  eldest  darling,  who  bad  clam- 
bered on  papa's  knee.  "  Why  do  you  look  so  V  Don't  squeeze 
my  arm,  papa !" 

Mamma  was  utterly  unaware  that  Philip  bad  any  cause  for 
agitation.  "  You  havg  walked  all  the  way  from  Westminster 
and  the  club,  and  you  are  quite  hot  and  tired  !"  she  said.  "  Some 
tea,  my  dear  V" 

Philip  nearly  choked  with  the  tea.  From  under  his  hair, 
which  fell  over  his  forehead,  lie  looked  into  his  wife's  face.  It 
wore  such  a  sweet  look  of  innocence  and  wonder  that,  as  he 
regarded  her,  the  spasm, of  jealousy  passed  off.  No:  there  was 
no  look  of  guilt  in  those  tender  eyes.  Philip  could  only  read  in 
them  the  wife's  fender  love  and  anxiety  for  liimself. 

But  what  of  Mr.  Ringwood's  face  ?  When  the  first  little  blush 
and  hesitation  had  passed  away  Mr.  Ringwood's  pale  countenance 
reassumed  that  calm,  self-satibfitd  smile  which  it  customarily 
wore.  "  The  coolness  of  the  man  m,adden(,'d  me,"  said  Philip, 
talking  about  the  occurrence  afterward,  and  to  his  usual  con- 
fidant. 

"  Gracious  Powers'!"  cries  the  other.  "  If  I  went  to  see  Charlotte 
and  tite  children  would  you  be  jealous  of  me,  you  bearded  Turk  ? 
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Are  you  prepared  Tvith  sack  and  bow-string  for  every  man  who 
visits  Mrs.  Firmin  ?  If  you  are  to  come  out  in  this  character, 
you  will  lead  yourself  and  your  wife  pretty  lives.  Of  course  you 
quarrelled  with  Lovelace  then  and  there,  and  threatened  to 
throw  him  out  of  window  then  and  there  ?  Your  custom  is  to 
strike  when  you  are  hot;  witness — " 

"  Oh,  dear  no  !"  cried  Philip,  interruptinfr  me.  "  I  have  net 
quarrelled  with  him  yet."  And  he  ground  his  teeth,  and  gave  a 
very  fierce  glare  with  his  eyes.  "  I  sat  him  out  quite  civilly.  I 
went  with  him  to  the  door;  and  I  have  left  directions  that  he  is 
never  to  pass  it  again — that 's  all.  But  1  have  not  quarrellcil 
with  him  in  the  least.  Two  men  never  behaved  more  politely 
than  we  did.  We  bowed  and  grinned  at  each  other  quite  amia- 
bly. But  I  own,  wiien  he  helil  out  his  hand  I  was  obliged  to  keep 
mine  behind  ray  back,  for  tJiey  felt  very  mischievous,  and  inclined 
to—  Well,  never  mind.  Perhaps  it  is  as  you  say,  and  he 
means  no  sort  of  harm."  t 

Where,  I  say  again,  do  womeirlearn  all  the  mischief  they 
know  ?  Why  should  my  wife  have  such  a  mistrust  and  horror  of 
this  gentleman  ?  She  took  Philip's  sidtj  entirely.  She  sairl  s!io 
thonght  he  was  quite  right  in  keeping  that  person  out  of  his 
house.  What  did  she  know  about  that  pei'son  V  Did  1  not  know 
myself?  He  was  a  libertine,  and  led  a  bad  life.  lie  had  led 
young  men  astray,  and  taught  them  to  gamble,  and  helped  them 
to  ruin  themselves.  We  have  all  heard  stories  about  the  late  Sir 
Pliilip  Ringwood;  that  last  scandal  in  which  he  was  engaged 
three  years  ago,  and  which  brought  his  career  to  an  end  at 
Naples,  I  need  not,  of  course,  allude  to.  Bat  fourteen  or  fifteen 
years  ago,  about-which  time  this  present  ])ortion  of  our  little  stoiy 
is  enacted,  what  did  she  know  about  Ilingwood's  misdoings? 

No:  Philip  Firmin  did  not  quarrel  with  Philip  King. rood  on 
this  occasion.  But  he  shut  his  door  on  Mr.  Ringwood.  He 
refused  all  invitations  to  Sir  John 's  house,  which,  of  course,  Cruue 
less' frequently,  and  which  then  i  cased  to  come  at  all.  Rich  folks 
do  not  like  to  be  so  treated  by  the  poor.  Had  Lady  Riiitrwood  a 
notion  of  the  reason  why  Philip  kept  away  from  her  house  V  I 
think  it  is  more  than  possible.  Some  of  Philip's  friends  knew  her ; 
and  she  seemed  only  pained,  not  surprised  or  an;ai-y,  at  a  quarrel 
which  somehow  did  take  place  between  the  two  gentlemen,not 
very  long  after  that  visit  of  Mr.  Ringwood  to  his  kinsman  in 
Milman  street. 

"  Your  friend  seems  very  hot-headed  and  violent-tempered," 
Lady  Ringwood  said,  speaking  of  that  very  quarrel.  "  I  am 
sorry  he  keeps  that  kind  of  company.  I  am  sure  it  must  be  too 
expensive  for  him." 

As  luck  would  have  it,  Philip's  old  school- friend,  Lord  /Vscot, 
met  us  a  verv  few  days  after  I  lie  meeting  Snd  parting  of  Philip 
and  his  cousin  in  Milman  street,  and  invited  us  to  a  bachelor's 
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dinner  on  the  river.  Our  wives  (without  whose  sanction  no  good 
man  woul:l  purely  ever  look  a  whitebait'  in  the  face)  gave  us 
permission  to  attend  this  entertainment,  fSr.d  remained  at  home, 
and  partook  of  a  tea-dinner  (blessinirs  on  them!)  with  the  dear 
clilldren.  Men  grow  young  again  when  they  meet  at  these  par- 
ties. We  talk  of  flogging,  proctors,  old  cronies ;  we  recite  old 
school  and  college  jokes.  I  hope  that  some  of  us  may  carry  on 
these  pleasant  entertainments  until  we  are  fourscore,  and  that 
our  toothless  old  gums  will  mumble  the  old  stories,  and  will  laugh 
over  the  old  jokes  with  ever-renewed  gusto.  Does  the  kind 
reader  remember  the  account  of  such  a  dinner  at  the  commence- 
ment of  this  history  ?  On  this  afternoon.  Ascot,  Maynard,  Bur- 
roughs (several  of  the  men  formerly  mentioned)  reassembled. 
I  think  we  actually  like  each  other  well  enough  to  be  pleased  to 
hear  of  each  other's  successes.  1  know  that  one  or  two  good 
fellows,  upon  whom  fortune  has  frowned,  have  found  other  good 
fellows  in  that  company  to^elp  and  aid  them  ;  and  that  all  are 
better  for  that  ^rindly  freemasonry. 

Before  the  dinner  was  served  the  guests  met  on  the  green  of 
the  hotel,  and  examined  thSt  fair  landscape,  which  surely  does 
not  lose  its  charm  in  our  eyes  because  it  is  commonly  seen  before 
a  good  dinner.  The  crested  elms,  the  shining  river,  the  emerald 
meadows,  the  painted  parterres  of  flowers  around,  all  wafting  an 
agreeable  smell  frilure,  of  flowers  and  flounders  e.-iqufeitely 
commingled.  Who  has  not  enjoyed  these  delights  ?  May  some 
of  us,  I  say,  live  to  drink  the  '58  claret  in  the  year  1900  !  I  Have 
no  doubt  that  the  survivors  of  our  society  will  still  laugh  eit  the 
jokes  which  v/e  used  to  relish  when  the  present  century  was  still 
only  middle-aged.  Ascotr  was  going  to  be  mai-ried.  Would  he 
be  allowed  to  dine  next  year?  Frank  Berry's  wife  would  not 
let  him  come.  Do  you  remember  his  tremendous  fight  with 
BigHS?  Remember?  who  did  n't?  Marston  was  Berry's  bottle- 
holder  ;  poor  Mar.=ton,  who  was  killed  in  India.  And  Biggs  jind 
Berr}^  were  the  closest  friends  in  life  ever  after.  Who  would 
ever  have  thought  of  Brackley  becoming  serious,  and  being  made 
an  archdeacon  ?  Do  you  remember  his  fight  with  RingwocSi  ? 
What  an  infernal  bully  he  was,  and  how  glad  we  all  were  when 
Brackley  thrashed  him!  What  different  fates  await  men  !  Who 
would-ever  have  imagined  Nosey  Brackley  a  curate  in  the  mining 
disti  icts,  and  ending  by  wearing  a  rosette  in  his  hat  V  Who 
would  ever  have  thought  of  Eingwood  becoming  such  a  prodigious 
swell  and  leader  of  fashion  ;  he  was  a  very  shy  fellow ;  not  at  all 
a  good-looking  fellow:  and  what  a  wild  fellow  he  had  become, 
and  what  a  lad  v-killer !  Is  n't  he  some  connection  of  yours, 
Firmi  1  ?  Philip  said  yes,  but  that  he  had  scarcely  met  Ringwood 
at  all. .  And  one  man  after  another  told  anecdotes  of  Ringwood; 
how  he  had  young  cSen  toiplay  in  his  house  ;  how  he  had  played 
in  that  very  "  Star  and  Garter ;"'  and  how  he  always  won.  You 
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must  please  to  remember  that  our  story  dates  back  some  sixteen 
years,  when  the  dice-box  still  rattled  occasionally,  and  the  king 
was  turned. 

As. this  old  school-gossip  is  going  on,  Lord  Ascot. arrives,  and 
with  him  this  very  Ri^jgwood  about  whom  the  old  school-fellows 
had  just  been  talking.  He  came  down  in  Ascot's  phaeton.  Of 
course,  the  greatest  man  of  the  party  always  waits  for  Rlngwood. 
"  If  we  had  had  a  duke  at  Grey  Friars,"  says  some  grumbler,' 
"Ringwood  would  have  made  the  duke  bring  him  down." 
^  Philip's  fiiend,  when  he  beheld  the  arrival  of  Mr.  Rtngwood,. 
seized  Firmin's  big  arm  and  whispered — 

"  Hold  your  tongue.  No  fighting.  No  quarrels.  Let  by- 
gones be  by-gones.  Remember,  there  can  be  no  earthly  use  in  a 
scandal." 

"  Leave  me  alone,"  says  Philip,  "  and  don't  be  afraid." 

I  thought  Ringwood  seemed  to  start  back  for  a  moment,  and 
perhaps  fancied  that  he  looked  a  little  pale ;  but  he  advanced 
with  a  gracious  smile  towai-d  Philip,  and  remarked,  "It  is  a  long 
time  since  we  have  seen  you  at  my  father's." 

Philip  grinned  and  smiled  too.  "  It  icas  a  long  time  since  he 
had  been  in  Hill  street."  But  Philip's  smile  was  not  at  all 
pleasing  to  behold.  Indeed,  a  worse  performer  of  comedy  than 
our  friend  does  not  walk  the  stage  of  this  life. 

On  this  the  other  gayly  remarked  he  was  glad  Philip  had  leave 
to  join  the  bachelor's  party.  Meeting  of  old  , school-fellows  very- 
pleasant.  Had  n't  been  to  one  of  them  for  a  long  time  :  thougb 
the  "  Friars  '  was  an  abominable  hole :  that  was  the  truth.  Who 
was  that  in  the  shovel-hat  ?  a  bishop  ?  what  bishop? 

It  "was  Brackley,  the  archdeacon,  who  turned  very  red  on 
seeing  Ringwood.  For  the  fact  is,  Brackley  was  talking  to  Pen- 
nystone,  the  little  boy  about  whom  the  quarrel  and  fight  had 
taken  place  at  school,  when  Ringwood  had  proposed  forcibly  to 
take  Pennystone's  money  from  him.  "  I  think,  Mr.  Ringwood, 
that  Pennystone  is  big  enough  to  hold  his  own  now,  don't  you  ?" 
said  the  archdeacon  ;  and  with  this  the  venerable  man  turned  on 
his  heel,  leaving  Ringwood  to  face  the  little  Pennystone  of 
former  years,  now  a  gigantic  country  squire,  with  health  ringing 
in  his  voice,  and  a  pair  of  great  arms  and  fists  that  would.have 
demolished  six  Ringwoods  in  the  field. 

The  sight  of  these  quondam  enemies  rather  disturbed  Mr. 
Ringwood's  tranquillity. 

"I  was  dreadfully  bullied  at  that  school,"  he  said,  in  an 
appealing  manner,  to  Mr.  Pennystone.  "  I  did  as  others  did.  It 
was  a  horrible  place,  and  I  hate  the  name  of  it.  I  say,  Ascot, 
don't  you  think  that  Barna'oy's  motion  last  night  was  very  ill- 
timed,  and  that  the  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer  answered  him 
very  neatly  Y" 

'This  became  a  cant  phrase  among  some  of  us  wags  afterward 
40 
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Whenever  we  wished  to  change  a  conversation,  it  was,  "I  say. 
Ascot,  don't  you  think  Barnaby's  motion  was  very  ill-timed,  and 
the  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer  answered  him  very  neatly  ?" 
YoM  know  Mr.  Ringwood  would  scarcely  have  thought  of  coming 
among  such  common  people  as  his  old  school-fellows,  but  seeing 
Lord  Ascot's  phaeton  at  Black's,  he  condescended  to  drive  down 
to  Richmond  with  his  lordship,  and  1  hope  a  great  number  of  his 
friends  in  St.  James'  street  saw  him  in  that  noble  company. 

Windham  was  the  chairman  of  the  evenirg — elected  to  that 
post  because  he  is  very  fond  of  making  speeches  to  which  he  does 
not  in  the  least  expect  you  to  listen.  All  men  of  sense  are  glad 
to  hand  over  this  office  to  him  :  and  I  hope,  for  my  part,  a  day 
will  soon  arrive  (but  I  own,  mind  you,  that  I  do  not  carve  well) 
when  we  shall  have  the  speeches  done  by  a  skilled  waiter  at  the 
side-table,  as  we  now  have  the  carving.  Don't  you  find  that  you 
splash  the  gravy,  that  you  mangle  the  meat,  that  you  can't  nick 
the  joint  in  helping  the  company  to  a  dinner-speech  ?  I,  for  my 
part,  own  that  I  am  in  a  state  of  tremor  and  absence  of  mind 
before  the  operation ;  in  a  condition  of  imbecility  during  the 
business;  and  that  I  am  sure  of  a  headache  and  indigestion 
the  next  morning.  What  then  ?  Have  I  not  seen  one  of 
the  bravest  men  in  the  world,  at  a  city-dinner  last  year,  in  a 
state  of  equal  panic  ?.  .1  feel  that  I  am  wandering  from  Philip's^ 
adventures  to  his  biographer's,  and  confess  I  am  thinking  of  the 
dismal  fiasco  I  myself  made  on  this  occasion  at  the  Richmond 
dinner. 

You  see,  the  order  of  the  day  at  these  meetings  is  to  joke  at 
everything — to  joke  at  the  chairman,  at  all  the  speakers,  at  the 
army  and  navy,  at  the  venerable  the  legislature,  at  the  bar  and 
bench,  and  so  forth.  If  we  toast  a  barrister,  we  show  how  admi- 
rably he  would  have  figured  in  the  dock  :  if  a  sailor,  how  lamen- 
tably sea-sick  he  was:  if  a  soldier,  how  nimbly  he  ran  away. 
For  example,  we  drank  the  venerable  Archdeacon  Brackley  and 
the  army.  We  deplored  the  perverseness  which  had  led  him  to 
adopt  a  black  coat  instead  of  a  red.  War  had  evidently  been 
his  vocation,  as  he  had  shown  by  the  frequent  battles  in  which 
he  had  been  engaged  at  school.  For  what  was  the  other  great 
warrior  of  the  age  famous '?  for  that  Roman  feature  in  his  face, 
which  distinguished,  which  gave  a  name  to,  our  Brackley — a 
name  by  which  we  fondly  clung.  (Cries  of  "Nosey,  Nosey!") 
Might  that  feature  ornament  ere  long  the  face  of— of  one  of  the 
chitefs  of  that  army  of  which  he  was  a  distinguished  field-officer! 
Might —  Here  I  confess  I  fairly  broke  down,  lost  the  thread  of 
my  joke — at  which  Brackley  seemed  to  look  rather  severe — and 
finished  the  speech  wi  h  a  gobble  about  regard,  esteem,  every- 
body respect  you,  and  good  health,  old  boy — which  answered 
quite  as  well  as  a  finished  oration,  however  the  author  might  be 
''^contented  with  it. 
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The  archdeacon's  little  sermon  was  very  brief,  as  the  discourses 
of  sensible  divines  sometimes  will  be.  He  was  glad  to  meet  old 
friends — to  make  friends  with  old  foes.  (Loud  cries  of  "  Bravo, 
Nosey !")  In  the  battle  of  life,  every  man  must  meet  with  a 
blow  or  two ;  and  every  brave  one  would  take  his  facer  with  good- 
humor.  Had  he  quarrelled  with  any  old  school-fellow  in  old 
times  ?  He  wore  peace  not  only  on  his  coat  but  in  his  heart. 
Peace  and  good-will  were  the  words  of  the  day  in  the  arm/"  to 
which  he  belonged;  and  he  hoped  that  all  officers  in  it  were 
animated  by  one  esprit  de  corps. 

A  silence  ensued,  during  which  men  looked  toward  Mr.  Ring- 
wood  as  the  "old  foe"  toward  whom  the  archdeacon  had  held  out 
the  hand  of  amity :  but  Ringwood,  who  had  listened  to  the  arch- 
deacon's speech  with  an  expression  of  great  disgust,  did  not  rise 
from  his  chair — only  remarking  to  his  neighbor.  Ascot,  "  Why 
should  I  get  up  ?  Hang  him,  I  have  nothing  to  say.  I  say. 
Ascot,  why  did  you  induce  me  to  come  into  this  kind  of  thing'?" 

Fearing  that  a  collision  might  take  place  between  Philip  and 
his  kinsman,  I  had  drawn  Philip  away  from  the  place  in  the 
room  to  which  Lord  Ascot  beckoned  him,  saying,  "  Never  mind, 
Philip,  about  sitting  by  the  lord,"  by  whose  side  I  knew  per- 
fectly well  that  Mr.  Ringwood  would  find  a  place.  But  it  was 
our  lot  to  be  separated  from  his  lordship  by  merely  the  table's 
breadth,  and  some  intervening  vases  of  flowers  and  fruits  through 
which  we  could  see  and  hear  our  opposite  neighbors.  When 
Ringwood  spoke  "of  this  kind  of  thing"  Philip  glared  across  the 
table,  and  started  as  if  he  was  going  to  speak  ;  but  his  neighbor 
pinched  him  on  the  knee,  and  whispered  to  him,  "  Silence — no 
scandal.  Remember!"  The  other  fell  back,  swallowed  , a  glass 
of  wine,  and  made  me  far  from  comfortable  by  performing  a  tat- 
too on  my  chair. 

The  speeches  went  on.  If  they  were  not  more  eloquent  they 
were  more  noisy  and  lively  than  before.  Then  the  aid  of  song 
was  called  in  to  enliven  the  banquet.  The  archdeacon,  who 
had  looked  a  little  uneasy  for  the  last  half  hour,  rose  up  at  the 
call  for  a  song,  and  quitted  the  room.  "  Let  us  go,  too,  Philip," 
said  Philip's  neighbor.  "  You  don't  want  to  hear  those  dreadful 
old  college  songs  over  again  ?"  But  Philip  sulkily  said,  "  You 
go  ;  I  should  like  to  stay." 

Lord  Ascot  was  seeing  the  last  of  his  bachelor  life.  He  liked 
those  last  evenings  to  be  merry  ;  he  lingered  over  them,  and  did 
not  wish  them  to  end  too  quickly.  His  neighbor  was  long  since 
tired  of  the  entertainment,  and  sick  of  our  company.  Mr.  Ring- 
wood  had  lived  of  late  in  a  world  of  such  fashion  that  ordinary 
mortals  were  despicable  to  him.  He  had  no  affectionate  remem- 
brance of  his  early  days,  or  of  anybody  belonging  to  them. 
While  Philip  was  singing  his  song  of  Doctor  Luther  I  was  glad 
that  he  could  not  see  the  face  of  surprise  and  disgust  which  his 
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kinsman  bore.  Other  vocal  performances  followed,  including  a 
song  by  Lord  Agcot,  which,  I  am  bound  to  say,  was  hideously  out 
of  tune ;  but  was  received  by  his  near  neighbor  complacently 
enough. 

The  noiee  now  began  to  increase,  the  choruses  were  fuller,  the 
speeches  were  louder  and  more  incoherent.  I  don't  think  the 
company  heard  a  speech  by  little  Mr.  Vanjohn,  whose  health 
was*  drunk  as  representative  of  the  British  Turf,  and  who  said 
that  he  had  never  known  anything  about  the  turf  or  about  play, 
until  their  old  school-fellow,  his  dear  friend — his  swell  friend,  if 
he  might  be  permitted  the  expression — Mr.  liingwood,  taught 
him  the  use  of  cards  ;  and  once,  in  his  own  house,  in  May  Fair,' 
and  once  in  this  very  house,  Wie  "  Star  and  Garter,"  showed  him 
how  to  play  the  noble  game  of  Blind  Hookey.  "  The  men  are 
drunk.  Let  us  go  away,  Ascot.  I  did  n't  come  for  this  kind  of 
-thing!"  cried  Ringwood,  furious,  by  Lord  Ascot's  tide. 

This  was  the  expression  which  Mr.  Ringwood  had  used  a  short 
time  before,  when  Philip  was  about  to  interrupt  him.  He  had 
lifted  his  gun  to  fire  then,  but  his  hand  had  been  held  back.  The 
bird  passed  him  once  more,  and  he  could  not  help  taking  aim. 
"  This  kind  of  thing  is  very  dull,  isn't  it,  Ringwood  ?"  he  called 
across  the  table,  pulling  away  a  flower,  and  glaring  at  the  other 
through  the  Httle  open  space. 

"  Dull,  old  boy  ?  I  call  it  doosed  good  fun,"  cries  Lord  Ascot, 
in  the  height  of  good-humor. 

"  Dull  ?    What  do  you  mean  V"  asked  my  lord's  neighbor. 

"  I  mean,  you  would  prefer  having  a  couple  of  packs  of  cards, 
and  a  little  room,  where  you  could  win  three  or  four  hundred 
from  a,  young  fellow  ?  It 's  more  profitable  and  more  quiet  than 
'  this  kind  of  thing.' " 

"  I  say,  I  don't  know  what  you  mean  !"  cries  the  other. 

"  What !  You  have  forgotten  already  ?  Has  not  Vanjohn 
just  told  you,  how  you  and  Mr.  Deuceace  brought  him  down 
here,  and  won  his  money  from  him  ;  and  then  how  you  gave  him 
his  revenge  at  your  own  house  in — " 

"Did  I  come  here  to  be  insulted  by  that  fellow?"  cries  Mr. 
Ringwood,  appealing  to  his  neighbor. 

"  If  that  is  £tn  insult  you  may  put  it  in  your  pipe  and  smoke  it, 
Mr.  Ringwood  !"  cried  Philip. 

"  Come  away,  come  away.  Ascot !  Don't  keep  me  here  listen- 
ing to  this  bla — " 

"  If  you  say  another  word,"  says  Philip,  "  I  '11  send  this  de- 
canter at  your  head !" 

"  Come,  come— nonsense !  No  quarrelling !  Make  it  up  ! 
Everybody  has  had  too  much !  Get  the  bill,  and  order  the 
omnibus  round  !"  A  crowd  was  on  one  side  of  the  table  and  the 
other.  One  of  the  cousins  had  not  the  least  wish  that  the 
quarrel  should  proceed  any  farther. 
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"When,  beinji  in  a  quarrel,  Philip  Firmin  assumes  the  calm  and 
staitel*  manner,  lie  is  perhaps  in  his  most  dangerous  state.  Lord 
Ascot's  phaeton  (in  which  Mr.  Ringwood  showed  a  great  unwil- 
lingness to  take  a  seat  by  rhe  driver)  was  at  the  hotel-gate  ;  an 
omnibus  and  a  private  carriage  or  two  were  in  readiness  to  take 
Lome  the  other  i,;uests  of  the  feast.  Ascot  went  into  the  hotel  to 
light  a  final  cigar,  and  now  Philip,  springing  forward,  caught  by 
the  arm  the  gentleman  sitting  on  the  front  seat  of  the  phaeton. 

"  Stop  1"  he  said.    "  You  used  a  word  just  now — " 

"  What  word '?  I  don't  know  anything  about  words  !"  cries 
the  other,  in  a  loud  voice.  * 

"  You  said  '  insulted,' "  murmured  Philip,  in  the  gentlest  tone. 

"  I  don't  know  what  1  said,"  said  liingwood,  peevishly. 

"  I  said,  in  reply  to  the  words  which  you  forget, '  that  I  would 
knock  you  down,'  or  words  to  that  effect.  If  you  feel  in  the 
least  aggrieved,  you  know  where  my  chambers  are — with  Mr. 
Vanjobn,  whom  you  and  your  mistress  inveigled  to  play  cards 
when  he  was  a  boy.  You  are  not  fit  to  come  into  an,  honest 
man's  house.  It  was  only  because  I  v/ished  to  spare  a  lady's 
feelings  that  I  refrained  from  turning  you  out  of  mine.  Good- 
night, Ascot !"  and  with  great  majesty  Mr.  Philip  returned  to  his 
companion  and  the  Hansom  cab  which  was  iu  waiting  to  convey 
these  two  gentlemen  to  London. 

I  was  quite  correct  in  my  surmise  that  Philip's  antagonist  would 
take  no  further  notice  of  the  quarrel  to  Philip,  personally.  In- 
deed, he  affected  to  treat  it  as  a  drunken  brawl,  regai  ding  which 
no  man  of  sense  would  allow  him.self  to  be  seriously  disturbed. 
A  quarrel  between  two  men  of  the  same  family — between  Philip 
and  his  own  relative  who  had  only  wished  him  well  ?  It  was 
absurd  and  impossible.  What  Mr.  liingwood  deplored  was  the 
obstinate  ill-temper  and  known  violence  of  Philip,  which  were 
for  ever  leading  him  into  these  brawls,  and  estranging  his  family 
from  him.  A  man  seized  by  the  coat,  insulted,  threatened  with 
a  decanter  !  A  man  of  station  so  treated  by  a  person  whose  own 
position  was  meet  questionable,  whose  father  was  a  fugitive,  and 
who  himself  was  struggling  for  precarious  subsistence  !  The 
arrogance  was  too  great.  With  the  best  wishes  for  the  unhappy 
young  man,  and  his  amiable  (but  empty-headed)  little  wife,  it 
was  impo-Bihle  to  take  further  notice  of  them.  Let  the  visits 
cease.  Let  the  carriage  no  more  drive  from  Berkeley  square  to 
Miiman  street.  Let  there  be  no  presents  of  game,  poultry,  legs 
of  mutton,  old  clothes,  and  what  not.  Henceforth,  therefore, 
the  Ringwood  carriage  was  unknown  in  the  neighborhood  o.f  the 
Foundling,  and  the  Ringwood  footman  no  more  scented  with 
their  powdered  heads  the  Firmins'  little  hall-ceiling.  Sir  John 
said  to  the  end  that  he  was  about  to  procure  a  comfortable  place 
for  Philip  when  his  deplorable  violence  obliged  Sir  John  to  break 
off  all  relations  with  the  most  misguided  young  man. 
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Xor  was  the  end  of  the  mischief  here.  We  have  all  read  how 
the  gods  never  appear  alone — -the  gods  bringing  good  or  pyil 
fortune.  When  two  or  three  little  pieces  of  good  luck  had  be- 
fallen our  poor  friend,  my  wife  triumphantly  cried  out,  "I  told 
you  so  !  Did  I  not  always  say  that  heaven  would  befriend  that 
dear,  innocent  wife  and  children;  that  brave,  generous,  impru- 
dent father  ?"  And  now  when  the  evil  days  came,  this  monstrous 
logician  insisted  that  poverty,  sickness,  dreadfiil  doubt  and  terror, 
hunger  and  want  almost,  were  all  equally  intended  for  Philip's 
advantage,  and  would  work  for  gpod  in  the  end.  So  that  rain 
•was  good,  and  sunshine  was  go^  :  so  that  sickness  was  good,  and 
health  was  good :  that  Philip  ill  was  to  be  as  happy  as  Philip  weU, 
and  as  thankful  for  a  sick  house  and  an  empty  pocket  as  for  a  warm 
fireside  and  a  comfortable  larder.  Mind,  I  ask  no  christian  philoso- 
pher to  revile  at  his  ill-fortunes,  or  to  despair.  I  will  accept  a 
toothache  (or  any  evil  of  life),  and  bear  it  without  too  much 
grumbling.  But  I  can  not  say  that  to  hare  a  tooth  pnlledioat 
is  a  blessing,  or  fondle  the  hand  which  wrenches  at  my  jaw. 

"  They  can  live  without  their  fine  relations,  and  their  donations 
of  mutton  and  turnips,"  cries  my  wife,  with  a  toss  of  her  head. 
"  The  way  in  which  those  people  patronized  Philip  and  dear 
Charlotte  was  perfectly  intoleraWe.  Lady  Kingwood  knows  bow 
dreadful  the  conduct  of  that  Mr.  Bingwood  is,  and — and  I  have  no 
patience  with  her !"  How,  I  repeat,  do  women  know  about  men  ? 
How  do  they  telegraph  to  each  other  their  jiotices  of  alarm  and 
mistrust  ?  and  fly  as  birds  rise  up  with  a  rush  and  a  sknrry  when 
danger  appears  to  be  near  ?  -  All  this  was  very  well.  But  Mr. 
Tregarvan  heard  some  account  of  the  dispute  between  Philip 
and  Mr.  Eingwood,  and  applied  to  Sir  John  for  furth«i«particB- 
lars;  and  Sir  John — liberal  man  as  he  was, and  ever  had  been, 
and  priding  himself  little,  heaven  knew,  on  the  privilege  of  rank, 
which  was  merely  adventitious — was  constrained  to  confess  that 
this  young  man's  conduct  showed  a  great  deal  too  much  laissez 
ctUer.  He  had  constantly,  at  Sir  John's  own  bouse,  manifested 
an  independence  which  had  bordered  on  rndenese;  he  was  always 
notorious  for  his  quarrelsome  disposition,  and  lately  had  so  dis- 
graced himself  in  a  scene  with  Sir  John's  eldest  son,  Mr.  lUng- 
*ood — ^had  exhibited  such  brutality,  ingratitude,  and — and  ine- 
briation, that  Sir  John  was  fi^e  to  confess  he  had  forbidden  the 
gentleman  his  door. 

"  An  insubordinate,  ill-conditioned  fellow,  certainly !"  thinks 
Tregarvan.  (And  I  do  not  say,  though  Philip  is  my  friend,  that 
Tregarvan  and  Sir  John  were  altogefher  wrong  regarding  their 
pT(Hege.y  Twice  Tregarvan  had  invited  him  to  breakfast,  and 
Philip  had  not  appeared.  More  than  once  he  had  contradicted 
Tregarvan  about  the  Review.  He  had  said  that  the  Review  was 
not  getting  on,  and  if  you  asked  Philip  his  candid  opinion,  it 
would  not  get  on.    Sis  numbers  had  appeared,  and  it  did  not 
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meet  with  that  attention  which  the  public  ought  to  pay  to  it. 
The  pi^blic  was  careless  as  to  the  designs  of  that  Great  Power 
which  it  was  Tregarvan's  aim  to  defy  and  confound.  He  took 
counsel  with  himself.  He  walked  over  to  the  publisher's  and  in- 
spected the  books;  and  the  result  of  that  inspection  was  so  dis- 
agreeable that  he  went  home  straightway  and  wrote  a  letter  to 
Philip  Firmin,  Esq.,Xew  Milman  street,  Guildford  street,  which 
that  poor  fellow  brought  to  his  usual  advisers. 

That  letter  contained  a  check  for  a  quarter's  salary,  and  bade 
adieu  to  Mr.  Firmin.  The  writer  would  not  recajjitulate  the 
causes  of  dissatisfaction  which  he  felt  respecting  the  conduct  of 
the  Revie-tv.  He  was  much  disappointed  in  its  progress,  and  dis- 
satisfied with  its  general  management.  He  thought  an  opportu^ 
nity  was  lost  which  never  could  be  recovered  for  exposing  the 
designs  of  a  Power  whrch  menaced  the  liberty  and  tranquillity  of 
(Europe.  Had  it  been  directed  with  proper  energy  that  Review 
might  have  been  an  aegis  to  that  threatened  liberty,  a  lamp  to 
lighten  the  darkness  of  that  menaced  freedom.  It  might  have 
pointed  the  way  to  the  cultivation  bonarum  literaram ;  it  might 
ba,ve  fostered  rising  talent;  it  might  have  chastised  the  arrogance 
of  so-called  critics;  it  might  have  served  the  cause  of  truth. 
Tregarvan's  hopes  were  disappointed:  he  would  not  say  by  whose 
remissness  or  fault.  He  had  done  his  utmost  in  the  good  work ; 
and,  finally,  would  thank  Mr.  Firmin  to  print  off  the  articles 
already  purchased  and  paid  for,  and  to  prepare  a  brief  notice  for 
the  next  number,  announcing  the  discontinuance  of  the  Review  ; 
and  Tregarvan  showed  my  wife  a  cold  shoulder  for  a  considera- 
ble time  afterward,  nor  were  we  asked  to  his  tea-parties,  1  forget 
for  how  many  seasons. 

This  to  us  was  no  great  loss  or  subject  of  annoyance :  but  to 
poor  Philip  ?  It  was  a  matter  of  life  and  almost  death  to  him. 
He  never  could  save  much  out  of  his  little  pittance.  Here  were 
fifty  pounds  in  his  hand,  it  is  true ;  but  bills,  taxes,  rent,  the 
hundred  little  obligations  of  a  house,  were  due  and  pressing 
upon  him ;  and  in  the  midst  of  his  anxiety  our  dear  little  Mrs. 
Philip  was  about  to  present  him  with  a  third  ornament  to  his 
nurserJ^  Poor  little  Tertius  arrived  duly  enough;  and  such 
hypocrites  were  we,  that  the  poor  mother  was  absolutely  think- 
ing of  calling  the  child  Tregarvan  Firmin,  as  a  compliment  to 
Mr.  Ti-egarvan,  who  had  been  so  kind  to  them,  and  Tregarvan 
Firmin  would  be  such  a  pretty  name,  she  thought.  We  imagin- 
ed  the  Little  Sister  knew  nothing  about  Philip's  anxieties.  Of 
course,  she  attended  Mrs.  Philip  through  her  troubles,  and  we 
vow  that  we  never  said  a  word  to  her  regarding  Philip's  own. 
But  Mrs.  Brandon  went  in  to  Philip  one  day,  as  he  was  sittting 
very  grave  and  sad  with  his  two  first-born  children,  and  she  took 
both  his  hands  and"  said,  "You  know,  dear,  I  have  saved  ever 
so  much  :  and  I  always  intended  it  for — you  know  who."  And- 
here  she  loosened  one  hand  from  him,  and  felt  in  her  pocket  for 
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a  pnrse,  and  put  it  into  Philip's  hand,  and  wept  on  his  shonlder. 
And  Philip  kissed  htr,  and  thanked  God  for  sendin?  titn  siich  a 
dear  friend,  and  grave  her  back  ber  purse,  tlwiugh  indeed  he  had 
but  five  poQuds  left  in  his  own  when  this  benefactress  came  to 
him. 

Yes;  but  there  -were  debts  owing  to  him.  There  was  his 
■wife's  little  portion  of  fifty  pounds  a  year,  -which  had  never  been 
paid  since  the  second  quarter  after  their  mamajre,  whifeh  .had 
happened  now  more  than  three  years  ago.  As  Philip  had  scarce 
a  jruinea  4n  the  -world,  he  -wrote  to  Mrs.  Baynes,  his  wife's 
mother,  to  explain  his  extreme  want,  and  to  remind  her  that 
this  money  was  due.  Mrs.  General  Baynes  was  living  at  Jersey 
at  this  time  in  a  choice  society  of  half-pay  ladies,  clerg-ymen, 
captains,  and  the  like,  among  whom,  1  have  no  doubt,  she  moved 
as  a  great  lady.  She  wore  a  large  medallion  of  the  deceased 
general  on  ber  neck.  She  wept  dry  tears  over  that  interesting 
cameo  at  frequent  tea-parties.  She  never  could  forgive  Philip  for 
taking  away  her  child  from  her,  and  if  any  one  would  take  away 
others  of  her  girls  she  would  be  equally  unforgiving.  Endowed 
with  that  wonderful  logic  -with  which  women  are  blesseff,  I 
believe  she  never  admitted,  or  has  been  able  to  admit  in  her 
own  mind,  that  she  did  Philip  and  her  daughter  a  -wrong.  In 
the  tea-parties  of  her  acquaintance  she  groaned  over  the 
extravagance  of  her  son-in-law  and  his  brutal  treatment  of  her 
blessed  child.  Many  good  people  agreed  with  her,  and  shook 
their  respectable  noddles  when  the  name  of  that  prodigal  Philip 
was  -mentioned  over  her  muffins  and  Bohea.  He  was  prayed 
for ;  his  dear  widowed  mother-in-law  was  pitied,  and  blessed 
with  all  the  comfort  reverend  gentlemen  could  supply  on  ,the 
spot.  "  TTpon  liiy  honor,  Firmin,  Emily  and  I  were' made  to 
believe  that  you  were  a  monster,  sir — with  cloven  feet  and  a 
forked  tail,  by  George ! — and  'now  I  have  heard  your  story,  by 
Jove,  I  thiiik  it  is  you  and  not  Eliza  Baynes  who  were  wronged. 
She  has  a  deuce  of  a  tongue,  Eliza  has ;  and  a  temper — ^poof 
Charles  kne-w  what  iTiat  -was!"  In  fine,  when  Philip,  reduced 
to  his  last  gnihek,  asked  Charlotte's  mother  to  pay  her  debts  to 
he*  sick  daughter,  Mrs.  General  B.  sent  Philip  a  ten-pound 
note,'  open,  by  HIJaptain  Swang,  of  the  Indian  army,  who  hap- 
pened to  %  coming  to  England.  And  that,  Philip  says,  of  all 
the  hard' knocks  of  fate,  has  been  the  very  hardest  which  he  has 
had  to  endure.  . 

But  the  poor  little  wife  knew  nothing  of  this  crueryj'nor, 
'ladeed,  of  the  poverty  which  was  hemming  round  her  curtain  ; 
'and  in  the  midst  of  his  griefs  Philip  Firmin  was  immensely  con- 
soled "by  the  tender  fidelity  of  the  friends  whom  God  had  sent 
him.  'Xheir  griefs  were  drawing  to  an  end  now.  Kipd  readers 
all,  may  your  sorrows,  may  mine,  leave  us  -with  hearts  not 
embittered,  and  humb'y  acquiescent  to  the  Great  Will. 
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CHAPTER  XLL 

IX   WHICH  WE  llKACfl  TilE   LAST    STAGE  BUT   ONE  OF  Tills 

JOUBXEY. 

Althougli  poverty  was  knocking  at  Philip's  humble  door,  little 
Charlotte  in  all  her  trouble  never  knew  how  menacing  the  grim 
visitor  had  been.  She  did  not  quite  understand  that  her 
husband  in  his  last  necessity  sent  to  her  mother  for  his  due,  and 
that  the-fliother  turned  away  and  refused  him.  "  Ah,"  thought 
poor  Philip,  groaning  in  his  despair,  "  I  wonder  whether  the 
thieves  who  attacked  the  man  in  the  parable  were  robbers  of  his 
own  family,  who  knew  that  he  carried  money  with  him  to  Jeru- 
salem, and  waylaid  him  on  the  journey  ?"  But  again  and  again 
he  has  thanked  God,  with  grateful  heart,  for  the  Samaritans 
whom  he  has  met  on  life's  road ;  and  if  he  has  not  forgiven,  it 
must  be  owned  he  has  never  done  any  wrong  to  those  who 
robbed  him. 

Charlotte  did  not  know  that  her  husband  was  at  his  last 
guinea,  and  a  prey  to  dreadful  anxiety  for  her  dear  sake,  for 
after  the  birlh  of  her  child  a  fever  came  upon  her ;  in  the 
delirium  consequent  upon  which  the  poor  thing  was  ignorant 
of  all  that  happened  round  her.  A  fortnight  with  a  -wife  in 
extremity,  with  crying  infants,  with  hunger  menacing  at  the 
door,  passed  for  Philip  somehow.  The  young  man  became  an 
old  man  in  this  time.  Indeed,  his  fair  hair  was  streaked  with 
white  at  the  temples  afterward.  But  it  must  not  be  imagined 
that  he  had  not  friends  during  his  affliction,  and  he  always  can 
gratefully  count  up  the  names  of  many  persons  to  whouj  he 
might  have  applied  had  he  been  in  need.  He  did  not  look  or 
ask  iof  these  succors  from  his  relatives.  Aunt  and  uncle  Twys- 
den  shrieked  and  cried  out  at  his  extravagance,  imprudence, 
and  folly.  Sir  John  Ringwood  said  he  must  really  wash  his 
hands  of  a  young  man  who  menaced  the  life  of  his  own  son. 
Grenville  Woolcomb,  with  many  oaths,  in  which  brother-in- 
law  Ringwood  joined  chorus,  cursed  Philip,  and  said  he  did  n't 
care,  and  the  beggar  ought  to  be  hung,  and  his  father  ought  to 
be  hung.  But  I'thiuk  I'kiiow  half  a  dozen  good  men  and  true 
who  tofd  a  diSerent  tale,  and  who  were  ready  with  their  sympa- 
thy and  succor.  Did  not  Mrs.  Flanagan,  the  Irish  laundress,  in 
a  voice  broken  by  sobs  and  gin,  offer  to  go  and  chare  at  Philip's 
house  for  nothing,  and  nurse" the  dear  children'?  Did  not  Good- 
enough  say,  "  If  you  are  in  need,  my  dear  fellow,  of  course  you 
know  where  to  corue ;"  and  did  he  not  actually  give  two  pre- 
scriptions, one  for  poor  Charlotte,  one  for  fifty  pounds  to  be 
taken  immediately,  which  he  handed  to  the  nurse  by  mistake  ? 
You  may  be  sure  she  did  not  appropriate  the  money,  for,  of 
course,  your  know  that  the  nurse  was  Mrs.  Brandon.  Charlotte 
has  one  remorse  in  her  life.    She  owns  she  was  jealous  of  tlie 
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Little  Sister.  And  now,  when  that  gentle  life  is  over,  when 
Philip's  poverty  trials  are  ended,  when  the  children  jro  some- 
times and  look  wistfully  at  the  grave  of  their  dear  Caroline, 
friend  Charlotte  leans  her  head  against  her  husban  i's  shoulder, 
and  owns  humbly  how  good,  how  brave,  how  generous  a  friend 
heaven  sent  them  in  that  humble  defender. 

Have  you  ever  felt  the  pinch  of  poverty  ?  In  many  cases  it 
is  like  the  dentist's  chair,  more  dreadful  in  the  contemplation 
than  in  the  actual  suffering.  Philip  says  he  never  was  fairly 
beaten  but  on  that  day  when,  in  reply  to  his  solicitation  to  have 
his  due,  Mrs.  Baynes'  friend,  Captain  Swang,  brought  him  the 
open  ten-pound  note.  It  was  not  much  of  a  blow ;  the  hand 
which  dealt  it  made  the  hurt  so  keen.  "  I  remember,"  says  he, 
"  bursting  out  crying  at  school  because  a  big  boy  hit  me  a  slight 
tap,  and  other  boys  said,  '  Oh,  you  coward  !'  It  was  that  I 
knew  the  boy  at  home,  and  my  parents  had  been  kind  to  him. 
It  seemed  to  me  a  wrong  that  Bumps  should  strike  me,"  said 
Philip;  and  he  looked,  while  telling  the  storJ^  as  if  he  could 
cry  about  this  injury  now.  I  hope  he  has  revenged  liimself  by 
presenting  coals  of  fire  to  bis  wife's  relations.  But  this  day, 
when  he  is  enjoying  good  health  and  competence,  it  is  not  safe 
to  mention  mothers-in-law  in  his  presence.  He  fumes,  shouts, 
and  rages  against  them  as  if  all  were  like  his ;  and  his,  I  have 
been  told,  is  a  lady  perfectly  well  satisfied  with  herself  and  her 
conduct  in  this  world ;  and  as  for  the  next — but  our  story  does 
not  dare  to  point  so  far.  It  only  interests  itself  about  a  little 
clique  of  people  here  below-^their  griefs,  their  trials,  their 
weaknesses,  their  kindly  hearts. 

People  there  are  in  our  history  who  do  not  seem  to  me  to 
have  kindly  hearts  at  all ;  and  yet,  perhaps,  if  a  biography 
could  be  written  from  their  point  of  view,  some  other  novelist 
might  show  how  Philip  and  his  biographer  were  a  pair  of  selfish 
worldhngs,  unworthy  of  credit;  how  uncle. and  aunt  Twysden 
were  most  exemplary  people,  and  so  forth.  Have  I  not  told  you 
how  many  people  at  New  York  shook  their  heads  when  Philip's 
name  was  mentioned,  and  intimated  a  strong  opinion  that  he 
used  his  fathei;  very  ill  ?  When  he  fell  wounded  and  bleeding, 
patron  JTregarvan  dropped  him  off  his  horse,  and  cousin  King- 
wood  did  not  look  behind  to  see  how  he  fared.  But  these,  again, 
may-have  had  their  opinion  regarding  our  friend,  who  may  have 
been  misrepresented  to  them.  I  protest,  as  1  look  back  at  the 
nineteen  past  portions  of  this  history,  1  begin  to  have  qualms, 
and  ask  myself  whether  the  folks  of  whom  we  have  been  prat- 
tling have  had  justice  done  to  them;  whether  Agnes  Twysden 
is  not  a  suffering  martyr  justly  offended  by  Philip's  turbulent 
behavior ;  and  whether  Philip  deserves  any  particular  attention 
or  kindness  at  all.  He  is  not  transcendently  clever;  he  is  not 
gloriously  beautiful.  He  is  not  about  to  illuminate  the  darkness 
in  which  the  peoples  grovel  with  the  flashing  emanations  of  his 
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truth.  He  sometimes  owes  money  which  he' can  not  pay.  He 
slips,  stumbles,  blunders,  brags.  Ah  !  he  sins  and  repents — pray 
heaven — of  faults,  of  vanities,  of  pride,  of  a  thousand  short- 
comings! This  I  say — ^^lo— as  my  friend's  biographer.  Per- 
haps I  do  not  understand  the  other  charac^rs  round  about  him 
so  well,  and  have  overlooked  a  number  of  their  merits,  and 
caricatured  and  exaggerated  their  little  defects. 

Among  the  Samaritans  who  came  to  Philip's  help  in  these  his 
straits  he  loves  to  remember  the  name  of  J.  J.,  the  painter,  whom 
he  found  sitting  with  the  children  one  day  making  drawings  for 
them,  which  the  good  painter  never  tired  to  sketch. 

2fow  if  those  children  would  but  have  kept  Ridley's  sketches, 
and  waited  for  a  good  season  at  Christy's,  I  have  no  doubt  they 
might  have  got  scores  of  pounds  for  the  drawings;  but  then, 
you  see,  they  chose  to  improve  the  drawings  with  their  own 
hands.  They  painted  the  soldiers  yellow,  the  horses  blue,  and  so 
Yorth.  On  the  horses  they  put  soldiers  of  their  own  constrne- 
tion.  Ridley's  landscapes  were  enriched  with  representations  of 
"omnibuses"  which  the  children  saw  ^d  admired  in  the 
neighboring  New  Road.  I  dare  say,  as  the  fever  left  her,  and  as 
she  came  to  see  things  as  they  were,  Charlotte's  eyes  dwelt  fondly 
on  the  pictures  of  the  omuibuses  inserted  in  Mr.  Ridley's 
sketches,  and  she  put  some  aside  and  shotved  them  to  her  friends, 
and  said,  "  Does  n't  our  darling  show  extraordinary  talent  for 
drawing?  Mr.  Ridley  says  he  does.  He  did  a  great  part  of 
this  etching." 

But  besides  the  drawings,  what  do  you  think  Master  Ridley 
offered  to  draw  for  his  friends?  Besides  the  prescriptions  of 
medicine,  what  drafts  did  Dr.  Groodenough  prescribtf?  When 
nurae  Brandon  came  to  Mrs.  Philip  in  her  anxious  time,  we  know 
what  sort  of  payment  she  proposed  for  her  services.  Who  sa}-s 
the  wt)rld  is  aU  cold  ?  There  is  the  sun  and  the  shadows.  And 
the  heaven  which  ordains  poverty  and  sickness  sends  pity,  and  ' 
love,  and  succor. 

During  Charlotte's  fever  and  illness,  the  Little  Sistar  had  left 
her  but  for  one  day,  when  her  patient  was  quiet,  and  pronounced 
to  be  mending.  It  appears  that  Mrs.  Charlotte  was  very  ill  in- 
deed on  this  occasion ;  so  ill  that  Dr.  Goodenough  thought  she 
might  have  given  us  all  the  slip  :  so  ill  that,  but  for  Brandon,  she 
would,  in  all  probability,  have  escaped  out  of  this  troublous 
world  and  left  Philip  and  her  orphaned  little  ones.  Charlotte 
mended  then ;  could  take  food,  and  liked  it,  and  was  specially 
pleased  with  some  chickens  which  her  nurse  informed  her  were 
"  from  the  country."  "  From  Sir  John  Ringwood,  no  doubt  ?" 
said  Mrs.  Firmin,  remembering  the  presents  sent  from  Berkeley 
square,  and  the  mutton  and  the  turnips. 

"  Well,  eat  and  be  thankful !"  says  the  Little  Sister,  who  was 
as  tray  as  a  little  sister  could  be,  and  who  had  prepared  a  beauti- 
ful^bread  sauce  for  the  fowl ;  and  who  had  tossed  Che  baby,  and 
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who  showed  it  to  its  admirinfr  brother  and  sister  ever  so  many- 
times  ;  and  who  saw  that  Mr.  Philip  had  his  dinner  comfortable  ; 
and  who  never  took  so  much  as  a  drop  of  porter— ^at  home  a 
little  glass  sometimes  was  comfortable,  but  on  duty,  never,  never  ! 
No,  not  if  Dr.  Goodenough  ordered  it !  she  vowed.  Alid  the 
doctor  wished  he  could  say  as  much,  or  believe  as  much,  of  all 
his  nurses.  f 

Milman  street  is  such  a  quiet  little  street  that  our  friends  had 
not  carpeted  it  in  the  usual  way ;  and  three  days  after  her 
temporary  absence,  as  nurse  Brandon  sits  by  her  patient's  bed, 
powdering  the  back  of  a  small  pink  infant  that  makes  believe  to 
swim  upon  her  apron,  a  rattle  of  wheels  is  heard  in  the  quiet 
street — of  four  wheels,  of  one  horse,  of  a  jingling  carnage,  which 
stops  before  Philip's  door.  "  It 's  the  trap,"  sa)8  nurse  Brad- 
don,  delighted.  "  It  must  be  those  kind  Ringwoods,"  says  Mrs. 
Philip.  "  But  stop,  Brandon.  Did  not  they,  did  not  we  ? — oh, 
how  kind  of  them  !"  She  was  trying  to  recall  the  past.  Past 
and  present  for  days  had  been  strangely  mingled  in  her  fevered 
brain.  "  Hush,  my^dear  !  you  are  to  be  kep'  quite  still/'  says  the 
nurse — and  then  proceeded  to  finish  the  polishing  and  powder- 
ing of  the  pink  frog  on  her  lap. 

The  bedroom  window  was  open  toward  the  sunny  street :  but 
Mrs.  Philip  did  not  hear  a  female  voice  say,  "  'Old  the  'orse's  'ead, 
Jim,"  or  she  might  have  been  agitated.  The  horse's  head  was 
held,  and  a  gentleman  and  a  lady  with  a  great  basket  containing 
peas,  butter,  greens,  flowers,  and  other  rural  produce,  descended 
from  the  vehicle  a'nd  rang  at  the  bell. 

Philip  opened  it:  with  his  little  ones,  as  usual,  trotting  at  his 
knees. 

Why,  my  darlings,  how  j'ou  air  grown  !"  cries  the  lady. 

"  By-gones  be  by-gones.  Give  us  your  'and,  Firmiu  :  here 's 
mine.  My  missus  has  brought  some  country  butter  and 'things 
for  your  dear  good  lady.  And  we  hope  you  liked  the  chickens. 
And  God  bless  you,  old  fellow,  how  are  you  ?"  The  tears  were 
rolling  down  the  good  man's  cheeks  as  he  spoke.  And  Mrs. 
Mugford  was  likewise  exceedingly  hot,  and  very  much  aflected. 
And  the  children  said  to  her,  "  Mamma  is  better  now ;  and  we 
have  a  little  brother,  and  he  is  crying  now  up  stairs." 

"  Bless  you,  my  darlings !"  Mrs.  Mugford  was  oiF  by  this 
time.  She  put  down  her  peace-offering  of  carrots,  ciilckens, 
bacon,  butter.  She  cried  plentifully.  "  It  was  Brandon  came 
and  told  us,"  she  said  ;  "  and  when  she  told  us  how  all  your  great 
people  had  flung  you  over,  and  you 'd  been  quarrelling  again, 
you  naughty  fellar,  I  says  to  Mugford,  '  let 's  go  and  see  after 
that  dear  thing,  Mugford,'  I  says.  And  here  we  are.  And  year 's 
two  nice  cakes  for  your  children  "  (after  a  forage  in  the  cornu- 
copia), "  and,  'lor,  how  they  are  grown  !" 

A  little  nurse  I'rom  the  up  stairs  regions  here  makes  ber 
appearance, "holding  a  bundle  of  cathmere  shawls,  part  of  which 


ON  HIS  WAY  THROUGH  THE  WORLD. 


477 


is  removed,  and  discloses  a  being  pronounced  to  be  ravishingly 
beautiful,  and  "jest  like  Mrs.  Mugford's  Emaly  !" 

'■  I  say,"  says  Mugford,  "  tlie  old  shop 's  still  open  to  you.  T' 
other  dhap  would  nt  do  at  all.  He  was  wild  when  he  got  the 
drink  on  board.  Hirish.  Pitf'feed  into  Biekerton,  and'  Wack'd 
'is  eye.  It  was  Biekerton  who  told  you  lies  about  that  poor 
lady.  Don't  see  'im  no  more  now.  Borrowed  some  money  of 
me;  have  'nt  seen  him  since.  We  were  both  wrong,  and  we 
must  make  it  up — the  missus  says  we  must." 

"Amen  !"  said  Philip,  with  a  grasp  of  the  honest  fellow's 
hand.  And  next  Sunday  he  and  a  trim  little  sister,  and  two 
childi-en,  went  to  an  old  church  in  Queen  square,  Blpomsbury, 
which  was  fashionable  in  the  reign  of  Queen  Anne,  when  Richard 
Steele  kept  house,  and  did  not  pay  rent,  hard  by.  And  when 
the  clergyman  in  the  Thanksgiving  particularized  those  who 
desired  now  to  •'  offer  up  their  praises  and  thanksgiving  for  late 
mercies  vouchsafed  to  them,"  once  more  Philip  Firmin  said 
"Amen,"  on  his  knees,  and  with  all  his  heart. 


CHAPTER  XLIT. 

THE  IIEALMS  OF  BLISS. 

You  know— all  good  boys  and  giris  at  Christmas  know — that, 
before  the  last  scene  of  the  pantomime,  when  the  Good  Fairy  as- 
cesds  in  a  blaze  of  glory,  Harlequin  and  Columbine  take 
hands,  having  danced  thi'ough  all  their  tricks  and  troubles  and 
tumbles,  there  is  a  dark,  brief,  seemingly  meaningless  penulti 
mate  scene,  in  which  the  performers  appear  to  grope  about 
perplexed,  while  the  muiic  of  bassoons  and  trombones,  and  the- 
like,  groans  tragically.  As  the  actors,  with  gestures  of  dismay 
and  outstretched  arms,  move  hither  and  thither,  the  wary  fre- 
quenter of  pantomimes  sees  the  illuminators  of  the  Abode  of 
Bliss  and  Hall  of  Prismatic  Splendor  moving  nimbly  behind  the 
canvas,  and  streaking  the  darkness  with  twinkling  firesn— fires 
which  shall  blaze  out  presently  in  a  thousand  colors  round  the 
Good  Fairy  in  the  Rf-volving  Temple  of  Blinding  Bliss.  Be 
happy,  Harlequin !  Love  and  be  happy  and  dance,  pretty 
Columbine!  Children,  mamma  bids  you  put  your  shawls  on. 
And  Jack  and  Mary  (who  are  young  and  love  pantomimes)  look 
lingeringly  still  over  the  ledge  of  the  box,  while  the  fairy  temple 
yet  revolves,  while  the  fireworks  pUy,  and  ere  the  Great  Dark 
Curtain  descends. 

My  dear  young  people,  who  ha-s  e  sate-  kindly  through  the 
scenes  durina  which  our  enter^tainment  has  lasted,  be  it  known  to 
you  that,  last'chapter  was  the  dark  scene.  Look  to  your  cloaksv 
and  tie  up  your  little  throats,  for  I  tell  you  the  great  blaze  will 
soon  fall  down.  Have  I  had  any  secrets  I'rom  you  all  through  the 


478 


THE  ADVENTUEES  OP  PiUHP 


piece  ?  I  tell  you  the  house  will  be  empty,  and  you  will  be  in 
the  cold  air.  When  the  boxes  have  got  their  night-gowns  on, 
and  you  are  all  gone,  and  I  have  turned  off  the  gas,  and  am  in 
the  empty  theatre  alone  in  the  darkness,  I  promise  you  I  shall 
not  be  merry.  Never  mind  !  We  can  make  jokes  though  we 
are  ever  so  sad.  We  can  jump  over  head  and  heels,  though  I 
declare  the  pit  is  half  emptied  already,  and  the  last  orange- 
woman  has  slunk  away.  Encore  une  pirouette.  Columbine! 
Saute,  Arlequin,  mon  ami !  Though  there  are  but  five  bars  more 
of  the  music,  my  good  people,  we  must  jump  over  them  briskly, 
and  then  go  home  to  supper  and  bed. 

Philip  Firmin,  then,  was  immensely  moved  by  -this  magna- 
nimity and  kindness  on  the  part  of  his  old  employer,  and  has 
always  considered  Mugford's  arrival  and  friendliness  as  a  special 
interposition  in  bis  favor.  He  owes  it  all  to  Brandon,  he  says. 
It  was  she  who  bethought  herself  of  his  condition,  represented 
it  to  Mugford,  and  reconciled  bim  to  his  enemy.  Others  were 
most  ready  with  their  money.  It  was  Brandon  who  brought  him 
work  rather  than  alms,  and  enabled  him  to  face  fortune  cheer- 
fully. His  interval  of  poverty  was  so  thort,  that  he  actually  had 
not  occasion  to  borrow.  A  week  more,  and  he  could  not  have 
held  out,  and  poor  Brandon's  little  marriage  present  must  have 
gone  to  the  cenotaph  of  sovereigns — the  dear  Little  Sister's  gift 
which  Philip's  family  cherish  to  this  hour. 

So  Philip,  with  an  humbled  heart  and  demeanor,  clambered 
up  on  his  sub-editorial  stool  once  more  at  the  Pall  Mall  Gazelle, 
and  again  brandished  the  paste-pot'and  scissors.  I  forget  whether 
Bickerton  still  remained  in  commatid  at  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette, 
or  was  more  kind  to  Philip  than  before,  or  was  afraid  of  him, 
having  heard  of  his  exploits  as  a  fire-eater;  but  certain  it  is,  the 
two  did  not  come  to  a  quarrel,  giving  each  other  a  wide  berth,  as 
-the  saying  is,  and  each  doing  his  own  duty.  Good-by,  Monsieur 
Bickerton.  Except,  mayhap,  in  the  final  group  round  the 
Fairy  Chariot  (when,  I  promise  you,  there  will  be  such  a  blaze 
of  glory  that  he  will  be  invisible),  we  shall  never  see  the  little 
spiteful,  envious  creature  any  more.  Let  him  pop  down  l-.is 
appointed  trap-door;  and,  quick,  fiddles!  let  the  brisk  music  jig 
on. 

Owing  to  the  coolness  which  had  arisen  between  Philip  and 
his  father  on  account  of  their  different  views  regarding  the  use 
to  be  made  of  Philip's  signature,  the  old  gentleman  drew  no 
further  bills  in  his  son's  name,  and  our  friend  was  spared  from 
the  unpleasant  persecution.  Mr.  Hunt  loved  Dr.  Firmin  so 
ardently  that  he  could  not  bear  to  be  separated  from  the  doctor 
long.  Without  the  doctor,  London  was  a  dreary  wilderness  to 
Hunt.  Unfortunate  remembrances  of  past  pecuniary  transac- 
tions haunted  bim  here.  We  were  all  of  us  glad  when  he  finally 
retired  from  the  Covent  Garden  taverns  and  betook  himself  to 
the  Bowery  once  more. 
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And  now  friend  Philip  was  at  work  again,  hardly  earning  a 
scanty  meal  for  self,  wife,  servant,  children.  It  was  indeed  a  meagre 
meal  and  a  small  wage.  Charlotte's  illness,  and  others  mishaps,  had 
swept  away  poor  Philip's  little  savings.  It  was  determined  that 
we  would  let  the  elegantly  furnished  apartments  on  the  first  floor. 
You  might  have  fancied  the  proud  Mr.  Firmin  rather  repugnant 
to  such  a  measure.  And  so  he  was  on  the  score  of  convenience, 
but  of  dignity,  not  a  whit.  To  this  day,  if  necessity  called,  Phi- 
lip would  turn  a  mangle  with  perfect  gravity.  I  believe  the 
thought  of  Mrs.  General  Baynes'  horror  at  the  idea  of  her  son- 
in-law  letting  lodgings  greatly  soothed  and  comforted  Philip. 
The  lodgings  were  absolutely  taken  by  our  country  acquaintance, 
Miss  Pybus,  who  was  coming  up  for  the  May  meetings,  and  whom 
we  persuaded  (heaven  be  good  to  us  !)  that  she  would  find  a  most 
desirable  quiet  residence  in  the  house  of  a  man  with  three  squall- 
ing childre.n.  Mis-s  P.  came,  then,  with  my  wife  to  look  at  the 
apartments  ;  and  we  allured  her  by  describing  to  her  the  delight- 
ful musical  services  at  the  Foundling  hard  by;  and  she  was  very 
much  pleased  with  Mrs.  Philip,  and  did  not  even  wince  at  the 
elder  children,  whose  pretty  faces  won  the  kind  old  lady's  heart ; 
and  I  am  ashamed  to  say  we  were  mum  about  tlie  baby;  and 
Pybus  was  going  to  close  for  the  lodgings,  when  Philip  burst  out 
of  his  little  room,  without  his  coat,  I  believe,  and  objurgated  a, 
little  printer's  boy,  who  was  sitting  in  the  hall,  waiting  for  some 
"copy"  regarding  which  he  had  made  a  blunder;  and  Philip 
used  such  violent  language  toward  the  little  lazy  boy,  that  Pybus 
said  "  she  never  could  think  of  taking  apartments  in  that  house," 
and  hurried  thence  in  a  panic.  When  Brandon  heard  of  this 
project  of  letting  lodgings,  she  was  in  a  fury.  She  might  let 
Ibdgin's,  but  it  was  n't  for  Philip  to  do  so.  "  Let  lodgin's,  indeed  1 
Buy  a  broom,  and  sweep  a  crossin' !"  Brandon  always  thought 
Charlotte  a  poor-spirited  creature,  and  the  way  she  scolded  Mrs. 
Firmin  about  this  transaction  was  not  a  little  amusing.  Charlotte 
was  not  angry.  She  liked  the  schtmc  as  little  as  Brandon.  No 
other  person  ever  asked  for  lodgings  in  Charlotte's  house.  May 
and  its  meetings  came  to  an  end.  The  old  ladies  went  back  to 
their  country-towns.  The  missionaries  returned  to  CafTraria. 
(Ah  I  where  are  the  pleasant-looking  Quakeresses  of  our  youth, 
with  their  comely  faces  and  pretty  dove-colored  robes  V  They 
say  the  goodly  sect  is  dwindling — dwindling.)  The  Quakeresses 
went  out  of  town :  then  the  fashionable  world  began  to  move  : 
the  Parliament  went  out  of  town.  In  a  word,  everybody  who 
could  made  away  for  a  holiday,  while  poor  Philip  remained  at  his 
work,  snipping  and  pasting  his  paragraphs,  and  doing  his  humble 
drudgery. 

A  sojourn  on  the  sea-shore  was  prescribed  by  Dr.  Goodenough 
as  absolutely  necessary  for  Charlotte  and  her  young  ones,  and 
when  Philip  pleaded  certain  cogent  reasons  why  the  family  could 
not  take  the  medicine  prescribed  by  the  doctor,  that  eccentric 
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plivsician  Lad  recourse  to  the  same  pocket-book  -(vhi;:h  we  have 
knowa  him  to  produce  on  a  former  occasion  ;  and  took  from  it, 
for  what  I  know,  some  of  the  very  same  uotes  wliich  he  had  for- 
merly given  to  the  Littfe .  Sister.  *' I  suppose  you  may  as  well 
have  them  as  that  rascal  Hunt  ?"  said  the  doctor,  scowlinw  very 
fiercely.  '■  Don't  tell  me.  Stuff  and  nonsens§,  Po,ph  !  Pay  me 
when  you  are  a  rich  man  1'  And  this  Samaritan  had  jumped 
into  his  carriai^e  and  was  gone  before  Philip  or  Mrs.  Philip  could 
say  a  word  of  thanks.  Look  at  him  as  he  is  going  off.  See 
the  green  brougham  drive  away,  and  turn  westward,  and  mark 
fif  well.  A  shoe  go  after  thee,  John  Goodenough  ;  we  shall  see 
thee  no  more  in  this  story.  You  are  not  in  the  secret,  good 
reader ;  but  I,  who  have  been  living  with  certain  people  for  many 
months  past,  cind  have  a  hearty  liking  for  some  of  them,  grow 
very  soft  when  the  hour  for  shaking  hands  comesi  to  think  we  are 
to  meet  no  more.  Go  to!  when  this  tale  began,  and  for  some 
months  after,  a  pair  of  kind  old  eyes  used  to  read  these- pages, 
whit;h  are  now  closed  in  the  sleep  appointed  for  all  of  us.  And 
so  page  is  turned  after  page,  and  behold  Finis  and  the  volume's 
end. 

So  Philip  and  his  young  folks  came  down  to  Periwinkle  bay, 
where  we  were  staying,  and  the  girls  in  the  two  families  nursed 
the  baby,  and  the  child  and  mother  got  health  and  comfort  from 
the  fresh  air,  -and  IVIr.  Mugford — who  believes  himself  to  be  the 
finest  sub-editor  in  the  world — and  I  can  tell  you  there  is  a  great 
art  in  sub-editing  a  paper — Mr.  Mugford,  I  sp.y,  took  Philip'i 
scissors  and  paste-pot,  while  the  latter  enjoyed  his  holiday.  And 
J.  J.  Ridley,  E.  A.,  came  and  joined  us  presentlj',  and  we  had 
many  sketching  parties,  and  my  drawings  of  the  various  points 
about  the  bay,  viz  ,  Lobster  Head,  the  Mollusc  Eocks,  etc,  etc.; 
are  considered  to  be  very  spirited,  though  my  little  boy  (who  cer- 
tainly has  not  his  father's  taste  for  art)  mistook  for  the  rock  a 
really  capital  portrait  of  Philip,  in  a  gray  hand  paletot.  spraw:l- 
ing  on  the  sand. 

Some  twelve  miles  inland  from  the  bay  is  the  little  Town  ot 
Whipbam  Market,  and  Whipham  skirts  the  park  pailiiigs  ot 
that  castle  where  Lord  Ringwood  had  lived,  and  where  Philip's 
mother  was  born  and  bred.  There  is  a  statue  of  the  late  lord 
in  Whipham  market-place.  Could  he  have  had  his  will,  the 
borouo;h  would  have  continued  to  return  two  members  to  Par- 
liament, as  in  the  "good  old  times  before  us.  In  that  ancient  and 
grass-grown  little  place,  where  your  footsteps  echo  as  they  paes 
through  the  street — where  you  hear  distinctly  the  creaking  ot 
the  sign  of  the  "  Ringwood  Arms  "  hotel  and  posting-house,  and 
the  opposition  creaking  of  the  "  Ram  Inn  "  over  the  way — where 
the  half-pay  captain,  the  curate,  and  the  medical  man  stand 
before  the  fly-blown  window-blind  of  the  "  Ringwood  Institute" 
and  survey  the  strangers — there  is  still  a  respect  l>lt  for  the 
memoi-y  of  the  great  lord  who  dwelt  behipd  the  oaks  in  yonder 
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hall.  He  had  his  faults.  His  lordship'G  life  was  not  that  of  an 
anchorite.  The  company  his  lordsiiip  kept,  especially  iti  his 
latter  days,  was  flot  of  that  select  description  whicli  a  nobleman 
of  his  lordship's  rank-  might  command'.  ,  But  he  was  a  good 
friend  to  Whipham.  "  He  was  a  jrood  landlord  to  a  pood  tenant. 
If  he  had  his  will  Whipham  would  have  kept  its  own.  His  lord- 
ship paid  half  the  exp-'iise  after  the  burning  of  the  town-hall. 
He  was  an  arbitrary  man,  certainly,  and  he  flogged  Alderman 
DufBe  before  his  own  shop,  but  he  apologized  for  it  most  hand- 
somely afterward.  V,'oulj  the  gentlemen  like  poft  or  sherry  ? 
Claret  not  called  for  in  Whipham;  not  at  all :  and  no  fish,  be- 
cause all  the  fish  at  Periwinkle  bay  is  bouglit  up  and  goes  to 
London.  Such  were  the  remarks  mfde  by  the  landlord  of  the 
l\ingwood  Arms  to  three  cavaliers  who  entered  that  hostelry. 
And  you  may  be  sure  he  told  us  about  Lord  Ringwood's  death 
in  the  post-chaise  as  he  came  from  Turreys  li'.  gum  ;  and  liow 
his  lordship  went  through  them  gates  (pointing  to  a  pair  of  gates 
and  lodges  which  skirt  the  town),  an(l  was  drove  up  to  the  cas- 
tle, and  laid  in  state;  and  his  lordship  never  would  take  the  rail- 
way, never  ;  and  be  always  travelled  like  a  nobleman,  and  when 
he  came  to  a  hotel  ami  changed  hor:-rs,  he  always  called  for  a 
bottle  of  wine,  and  only  took  a  glass,  and  somtitimes  not  even 
that.  And  the  present  Sir  John  lias  kept  no  company  here  as 
yet ;  and  they  say  he  is  close  of  his  money,  they  say  he  is. 
And  this  is  certain,  Whipham  have  n't  seen  much  of  it,  Whipham 
have  n't. 

We  went  into  the  inn-yard,  which  maj'  have  been  once  a 
stirring  place,  and  then  sauntered  up  to  the  park  gate,  sur- 
mounted by  the  supporters  and  aroiorial  bearings  of  the  ]ling- 
woods.  "  I  wonder  whether  my  poor  mother  came  out  of  that 
gate  when  she  eloped  with  my  father?"  said  Pliiiip.  "Poor 
thing,  poor  thing !"  The  great  gates  were  shut.  The  wester- 
ing sun  cast  shadows  over  the  sward  where  here  and  there  the 
deer  were  browsing,  and  at  some  mile  distance  lay  the  house, 
with  its  towers  and  porticoes  and  vanes  flaming  the  sun.  The 
smaller  gate  was  open,  and  a  girl' was  standing  by  the  lodge- 
door.    Was  the  hou=e  to  be  seen  ? 

"Yes,"  says  a  little  red-cheeked  girl,  with  a  courtes_Y. 

"  KoV  calis  out  a  harsh  voice  fVoni  within,  and  an  old  woman 
comes  out  from  !he  lodge  and  looks  at  us  iiercely.  "  Nobody  is 
to  go  to  the  house.    The  family  is  a-comiiig." 

That  was  provoking.  Philip  would  have  liked  to  behold  the 
great  house  wliere  his  mother  and  her  ancestors  vjcre  born. 

''M,'ii-,"v,  goo;i  ilaiue,"  Piii'ip's  coiiipanion  said  to  the  oM  bel- 
dam, "  tills  goodly  gentletaan  hath  a  j'ight  of  entrance  to  yon- 
dcr  castle,  which,"  i  fro w,  }  wot  not  of.  Heard  ye  never  tell 
of  one  Philip  Ri 0,14  wood,  slain  at  Busaco's  glorious  fi — " 

"  Hold  your  tongue,  and  dori't  chaff  her,  Pen,"  growled  Firmin. 
41" 
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"  Nay,  and  she  knows  not  Philip  Eingwood's  grandson,"  the 
other  wag  continued,  in  a  softened  tone.  "  This  will  convince 
her  of  our  right  to  enter.  Canst  recognize  this  image  of  your 
queen  ?" 

"  Well,  I  suppose  'ee  can  fro  up,"  said  the  old  woman,  at  the 
sight  of  this  talisman.  "  There  ''s  only  two  of  them  staying 
there,  and  they  're  out  a  drivin'." 

Philip  was  bent  on  seeing  the  halls  of  his  ancestors.  Gray 
and  huge,  wjjh  towers,  and  vant-s,  and  porticoes,  they  lay  before 
ii3  a  mile  off,  separated  from  us  by  a  streak  of  glistening  river. 
A  great  chestnut  avenue  led  up  to  t"he  river,  and  in  the  dappled 
grass  the  deer  were  browang. 

You  tnow  the  house,  of  course.  There  is  a  picture  of  it  in 
Watts,  bearing  date  178;3.  A  gentleman  in  a  cocked  hat  and 
pigtail  is  rowing  a  lady  in  a  boat  on  the  shining  river.  Another 
nobleman  in  a  cockeni  hat  is  angling  in  the  glistening  river  from 
the.  bridge,  over  which  a  post-chaise  is  passing.  ' 

"Yes,  the  place  is  like  enough,"  said  Philip;  "but  I  miss  the 
post-chaise  going  over  the  bridge,  and  the  lady  in  the  punt  with 
the  tall  parasol.  Don't  you  remember  the  print  in  our  house- 
keeper's room  in  Old  Parr  street  ?  My  poor  mother  used  to 
tell  me  about  the  house,  and  I  imagined  it  grander  than  the 
palace  of  Aladdin.  It  is  a  veiy  handsome  house,"  Philip  went 
on;  "j^It  extends  two  hundred  and  sixty  feet  by  seventy-five, 
and  consists  of  a  rustic  basement  and  principal  story,  with  an 
attic  in  the  centre — the  whole  executed  in  stone.  The  grand 
front  toward  the  park  is  adorned  with  a  noble  portico  of  the 
Corinthian  order,  and  may  with  propriety  be  considered  one  of 
the  finest  elevations  in  the — .'  I  tell  you  I  am  quoting  out  of 
Watts'  '  Seats  of  the  Nobility  and  Gentry,'  published  by  John 
and  Josiah  Boydell,  and  lying  in  our  drawing-room.  -Ah,  dear 
me !  I  painted  the  boat  and  the  lady  and  gentleman  in  the 
drawing-room  copy,  and  my  father  boxed  my  ears,  ancl.  my 
mother  cried  out — poor,  dear  soul !  And.  this  is  the  river,  is  it  ? 
And  over  this  the  post-chaise  went  with  the  club-tailed  horses, 
and  here  was  the  pigtailed  gentleman  fishing.  It  gives  one  a 
queer  sensation,"  says  Philip,  standing  on  the  bridge  and 
stretching  out  his  big  arms.  "  Yes,  there  are  the  two  people  in 
the  punt  by  the  rushes.  I  can  see  them,  but  you  can't;  and  I 
hope,  sir,  you  will  have  good  sport."  And  here  he  took  off  his 
hat  to  an  imaginary  gentleman  supposed  to  be  angling  from  the 
balustrade  for  ghostly  gudgeon.  We  reach  the  bo^use  presently. , 
We  MDg  at  a  door  in  the  isasement  under  the  portico..  The 
porter  demurs,  and  says  some  of  the  family  is  down,. but  they 
are  out,  to  be  sure.  The  same  half-crown  argument  answers  with 
him  which  persiiaded  the  keeper  at  the  lodge.  We  go  through 
the  show-rooms  of  the  stately  but  somewhat  faded  and  melan- 
choly palace.    In  the  cedar  dining-room  there  hangs  the  grim 
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portrait  of  the  late  earl ;  and  that  fair-haired  olFi'/er  in  red  ?  that 
must  be  Philip's  grandfather.  And  those  two  slim  gii  Is  embi  ac- 
jn<r,  surely  those  are  his  mother  and  his  aurrt.  Pt'ilip  walks  softly 
through  the  vacant  rooms.  He  gives  the  porter  a  gold  piece 
ere  he  goes  out  of  the  great  hall,  fortv  feet  culie,  o:  namented 
with  statues  brouglu  from  Rome  by  John,  first  Brtron,  namely  : 
Heliogabalus,  Xero's  mother,  a  priestess  of  Isis,  and  a  river  god; 
the  pictures  over  the  doors  by  Pedimento;  thi".  i  eiliiig  I'y  Leo- 
tardi,  etc.;  and  in  a  window  in  the  great  hail  there  is  a  table 
with  a  visitors'-book,  in  which  Philip  writes  his  name.  As  we 
went  away  we  met  a  carriage  which  drove  rapidly  toward  the 
house,  and  whi^h  no  doubt  contained  the  members  of  the  liing- 
wood  family,  regarding  whom  the  porteress  had  spoken.  After 
the  family  dif?'erencos  previously  related  we  did  not  care  to  face 
these  kinsfolks  of  Philip,  and  passed  on  quickly  in  twiliL'ht  be- 
neath the  rustling  umbrage  of  the  chestnuts.  J.  J.  saw  a  hun- 
dred fine  pictorial  effei-ts  as  we  walked  :  the  palace  rerh-cted  in 
the  water  ;  the  dappled  deer  under  the  checkered  shadow  of  tjie 
trees.  It  was,  "  Oh,  what  a  jolly  bit  of  color !"  and,  "  I  say, 
look,  how  well  that  old  woman's  red  cloak  comes  in  !"  and  so 
forth.  Painters  never  seem  tired  of  their  worlc?  At  seventy 
they  are  students  still— patient,  docile,  hap])y.  May  we,  too, 
my  good  sir,  live  for  fourscore  years,  and  never  be  too  old  to 
learn  !  The  walk,  the  bri-sk  accompanying  conversation,  amidst 
stately  scenery  around,  brought  us  with  good  appetites  and 
spirits  to  our  inn,  where  we  were  told  that  dinner  would  be 
served  when  the  omnibus  arrived  from  the  railway. 

At  a  short  distance  from  the  Ringwood  Arms,  and  on  the  op- 
posite side  of  the  street,  is  the  Ram  Inn,  neat  post-chaises,  and 
farmers'  ordinary;  a  house  of  which  the  pretensions  seemed 
less,  though  the  trade  was  somewhat  more  lively.  When  the 
tooting  of  the  horn  announced  the  arrival  of  the  omnibus  from 
tlie  railway,  I  should  think  a  crowd  of  at  least  fifteen  people  as- 
sembled at  various  doors  of  the  High  street  and  Market.  The 
half-pay  captain  and  the  curate  came  out  from  the  Ringwood 
Athenajum.  The  doctor's  apprentice  stood  on  the  step  of  the 
surgery  door,  and  the  surgeon's  lady  looked  out  from  the  first 
floor.  We  shared  the  general  curiosity.  We  and  the  waiter 
stood  at  the  door  of  the  Ringwood  Arms.  We  were  mortified 
to  see  that  of  the  fLve  persons  conveyed  by  the  'bus,  one  was  a 
tradesman,  who  descended  at  his  door  (Mr.  Packwood,  the  sad- 
dler, so  the  waiter  informed  us),  three  travellers  were  discharged 
at  the  Ram,  and  only  one  came  to  us. 

"  Mostly  bagmen  'goes  to  the  Ram,"  the  waiter  said,  with  a 
scornful  air;  and  these  bagmen  and  their  hags  quitted  the  om- 
nibus. 

Only  one  passenger  remained  for  the  Ringwood  Arms  hotel, 
and  he  presfciitly  desct  uded  under  the  ^''^r^c  cuchere  ;  and  the 
omjiibus — I  own,  with  regret,  it  was  but  a  one-horse  machine — ■ 
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drove  rattling  into  the  court-yard,  where  the  bells  of  the  "  Stai%" 
the  "George,"  the  "  Eodney,"  the  "Dolphin,"  and  so  on,  had 
once  been  wont  to  jingle,  and  the  court  had  echoed  with  the 
noise  and  clatter  of  hoofs  and  hostlers,  and  the  cries  of  "  First 
and  second,  turn  out !" 

Who  was  the  merry-faced  little  gentleman  in  black,  who  got 
out  of  the  omjiibus,  and  cried,  when  he  saw  us,  "What!  you 
here  ?"  It  was  Mr.  Bradgate,  that  lawyer  of  Lord  Ringwood's 
with  whom  we  made  a  brief  acquaintance  just  after  his  lord- 
ship's death.  "  What !  you  here '{"  cries  Bradgate  then  to  Philip. 
"  Come  down  about  this  business,  of  course  ?  Very  glad  that 
you  and — and  certain  parties  have  made  it  up..  Thought  you 
were  n't  friends." 

What  business  ?  What  parties  ?  We  had  not  heard  the 
news?  We  had  only  come  over  from  Periwinkle  bay  by 
chance,  in  order  to  see  the  house. 

"  How  very  singular  !  Did  you  meet  the — the  people  who 
were  staying  there  ';" 

We  said  we  had  seen  a  carriage  pass,  but  did  not  remark  who 
was  in  it.  What,  however,  was  the  news  ?  Well.  It  would 
be  known  immediately,  and  would  appear  in  Tuesday's  Gazette. 
The  news  was  that  Sir  John  Rini^wood  was  going  to  take  a 
peerage,  and  that  the  seat  for  Whipham  would  be  vacant.  And 
herewith  our  friend  produced  from  his  travelling-bag  a  procla- 
mation, which  he  read  to  us,  and  which  was  addressed : 

"TO  THE  WORTHY  AND  INDEPENDENT  ELECTORS 
OE  THE  BOROUGH  OF  RINGWOOD. 

"  LoNDOx,  Wednesday. 
"  Gkntlkmen  :  A  gracious  Sovereign  having  been  pleased 
to  order  that  the  family  of  Ringwood  should  continue  to  be  rep- 
resented in  the  House  of  Peers,  i  t<ike  leave  of  my  i'riends  and 
constituents  who  have  given  me  their  kind  confidence  hitherto, 
and  promise  them  that  my  regard  for  them  will  never  cease,  or 
my  interest  in  the  town  and  neighborhood  where  my  family 
have  dwelt  for  many  centuries.  The  late  lamented  Lord  Ring-, 
wood's  brother  died  in  the  service  of  his  Sovel'(«ign  in  Portugal, 
following  the  same  flag  under  which  his  ancestors  for  centuries 
hav%  fought  and  bled.  My  own  son  serves  the  Crown  in  a  civil 
capacity.  It  was  natural  that  one  of  our  name  and  family 
should  continue  the  relations  which  so  long  have  subsisted  be- 
tween us  and  this  loyal,  aftectionate,  but  independent  borough. 
Mr.  Ringwcod's  onerous  duties  in  the  oflice  which  he  holds  are 
sufficient  to  occupy  his  time.  A  gentleman  united  to  our  family 
by  the  closest  ties  will  offer  himself  as  a  candidate  for  your 
suff'rfiges — " 

"  Why,  who  is  it  ?    He  is  not  going  to  put  in  uncle  Twysden, 
or  my  sneak  of  a  cousin  r" 
"  No,"  says  Mr.  Bradgate. 
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"  Wei!,  bless  my  soul !  he  can't  meaa  me,"  said  Philip.  "Who 
is  tli.e  dai-k  horse  he  has  in  his  staV)ie  '?" 

Then  Mr.  Bradgrate  laughed.  '•  Dark  horse  you  may  call 
him.  The  new  member  is  to  be  Grenville  Woolcomb,  Esq., 
your  West  Indian  relative,  and  no  othei"." 

Those  who  know  the  extreme  energy  of  Mr.  P.  Firmin's  lan- 
guage when  he  is  excited,  may  imagine  the  explosion  of  Philip- 
pine wrath  which  ensued  as  our  friend  heard  this  name.  "  That 
miscreant:  that  skinflint:  that  wealthy  crossing-sweeper:  that 
ignoramus,  who  scarce  could  do  more  than  sign  his  name !  Oh, 
it  was  horrible,  shameful !'  Why,  the  man  is  oh  such  ill  terms 
with  his  wife  that  Ihey  say  he  strikes  her.  When  I  see  him  I 
feel  inclined  to  choke  him  and  murder  him.  Thai  brute  going 
into  Parliament,  and  the  republican  Sir  John  Riugwood  send- 
ing him  there  !    It 's  monstrous  !" 

".Family  arrangements.  Sir  John,  or,  I  should  say,  my  Lord 
Riugwood,  is  one  of  the  most  affectionate  of  parents,"  Air.  Brad- 
gate  remarked.  "  He  has  a  large  family  by  his  second  marriage, 
and  his  estates  go  to  his  eldest  son.  We  must  not  quarrel  with 
Lord  Ringwood  for  wishing  to  provide  for  his  young  ones.  I 
don't  say  that  he  quite  acts  up  to  the  extreme  Liberal  principles 
of  which  he  was  once  rather  fond  of  boasting.  But  if  you  were 
offer., d  a  peerage,  what  would  you  do  V  what  would  I  do  V  If  you 
wanted  money  for  your  young  ones(  and  could  get  it,  would  you 
not  take  it  V  Come,  come,  don't  let  us  have  too  much  of  this 
Spartan  virtue !  If  we  were  tried,  my  good  friend,  we  should 
not  be  much  worse  or  better  than  our  neighbors.  Is  my  fly  com- 
ing, waiter'?"  We  asked  ]Mr.  Bradgate  to  defer  his  departure, 
and  to  share  our  dinner.  But  he  declined,  and  said  he  must  go 
up  to  the  great  house,  where  he  and  his  client  had  plenty  of 
business  io  arrange,  and  where  no  doubt  he  would  stay  for  the 
nigl)t.  He  bade  the  inn  servants  put  his  portmanteau  into  his 
carriage  when  it  came.  "  The  old  lord  had  some  famous  port- 
wine,"  he  said;  "i  hope  my  friends  have  the  key  of  the  cel- 
lar." 

The  waiter  was  just  putting  our  meal  on  the  table,  as  we  stood 
in  the  bow-window  of  the  Riugwood  Arms  coffee-room,  engaged 

.  in  this  colloquy.  Hence  we  could  see  the  street,  and  the  oppo- 
sition inn  of  the  Ham,  where  presently  a  great  placard  was 
posted.  At  least  a  dozen  street  boys,  shopmen,  and  rustics 
were  quickly  gathered  round  this  manifesto,  and  we  ourselves 
went  out  to  examine  it.    The  Ram  placard  denounced,  in  terms 

•  of  unmeasured  wrath,  toe  impudent  attempt  from  the  Castle  to 
dictate  to  the  free  and  independent  electors  of  the  borough. 
Freemen  were  Invited  not  to  promise  their  votes ;  to  show  ihem- 
selves  worthy  of  their  name;  to  submit  to  no  Castle  dictation. 
A  county  gentleman  of- property,  of  influence,  of  libera!  prin- 
ciples—no  'Wkst  Indian,  no  Casti.e  Flunky,  but  a  Tiiujb 
English  Gentlkman,  would  conae  forward  to  rescue  them 
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from  the  tyranny  under  which  they  labored.  On  this  point  the 
electors  might  rely  on  the  word  of  A  Britox. 

"  This  was  brought  down  by  the  clerk  from  Bedloe's.  He  and 
a  newspaper  man  came  down  in  the  train  with  me ;  a  Mr.  — " 

As  he  spoke,  there  caiue  forth  from  the  "  Ram"  the  newspa- 
per man  of  whom  Mr.  Bradgate  spoke — an  old  friend  and  com- 
rade of  Philip,  that  energetic  man  and  able  reporter,  Phipps, 
of  the  Daily  Intelligencer,  who  recognized  Philip,  and  cordially 
greeting  him,  asked  what  he  did  dow'n  here,  and  supposed  he 
had  come  to  support  his  family. 

Philip  explained  that  we  were  strangers,  had  come  "from  a 
neighboring  watering-place  to  see  the  home  of  Philip's  ances- 
tors, and  was  itot  even  aware  until  then  that  an  electioneering 
contest  was  pending  in  the  place,  or  that  Sir  John  Ringwood 
was  about  to  be  promoted  to  the  po(  rage,  ilean while,  Mr. 
Bradgat«'s  fly  had  driven  out  of  the  •  hotel-yard  of  the  Ring- 
wood  Arms,  and  the  lawyer  running  to  the  house  for  a  bag  of 
papers,  jumped  into  the  carriage  and  called  to  the  coachman  to 
drive  to  the  castle. 

"Son  appetit!"  says  he,  in  a  confident  tone,  and  he  was 
gone. 

"  Would  Phipps  dine  with  us  ?"  Phipps  whispered,  "  I  am  on 
the  other  side,  and  the  Ram  is  our  house." 

who  were  on  no  side,  entered  info  the  Ringwood  Arms, 
and  sat  down  to  our  meal — to  the  mutton  and  the  catsup,  cauli- 
flower and  potatoes,  the  copper-edged  side-dishes,  and  the  wa- 
tery melted  butter,  with  which  strangers  are  regaled  in  inns  in 
declining  towns.  The  town  hadauds,  who  had  read  the  placard 
at  the  Ram,  now  came  to  peruse  the  proclamation  in  our  win- 
dow. 1  dare  say  thirty  pairs  of  clinking  boots  stopped  before 
the  one  window  and  the  other  the  while  we  ate  tough  mutton 
and  drank  fiery  sherry.  And  J.  J.,  leaving  his  dinner,  sketched 
some  of  the  figures  of^the  townsfolk  staring  at  the  manifesto, 
with  the  old-fashioned  Ram  Inn  for  a  background — a  pictu- 
resque gable  enough. 

Our  meal  was  just  over,  when,  somewhat  to  our  surprise,  our 
fri^d  Mr.  Bradgate,  the  lawyer,  returned  to  the  Ringwood 
Arms.  He  wore  a  disturbed  countenance.  He  asked  what  he 
could  have  for  dinner  ?  Mutton,  neither  hot  nor  cold.  Hum  ! 
That  must  do.  So  he  had  not  been  invited  to  dine  at  the  Park? 
We  rallied  him  with  much  lacetiousness  on  this  disappointment. 

Little  Bradgate's  eyes  started  with  wrath.  "  What  a  churl 
the  little  black  lellow  is  I"  he  cried.  "  I  took  him  his  papers. 
I  talked  with  him  till  dinner  was  laid  in  the  very  room  where 
we  were.  French  beans  and  neck  of  venison — I  saw  the  house- 
keeper and  his  mail  bring  them  in  !  And  Mr.  Wooleomb  did 
not  so  much  as  ask  me  to  sit  down  "to  dinner — but  told  me  to 
come  again  at  nine  o  clock.  Confound  this  mutton — it  'a  neither 
hot  nor  cold  !    The  little  skinflint !"    The  glasses  of  fiery  sherry 
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wJiicli  Bradgate  now  swallowed  served  rather  to  choke  than 
appease  the  lawyer.  We  laughed,  and  this  jocularity  angered 
him  more.  "Ob,''  said  he,  "I  am  not  the  only  person  Wool- 
comb  was  rude  to.  He  was  in  a  dreadful  ill-temper.  He 
abused  his  wife :  and  when  ho  read  somehody  s  name  in  the 
strangers'  book,  I  promise  yon,  Firmin,  he  abused  ymi.  I  had  a 
mind  to  say  to  him,  '  Sir,  Mr.  Firmin  is  dining  at  the  Ring- 
wood  Ami*,  and  I  will  tell  him  what  you  say  of  him.'  What 
India-rubber  mutton  this  is  !  What  villanous  sherry  ?  Go 
back  to  him  at  nine  o'clock,  indeed  1  Be  hanged  to  his  impu- 
dence !" 

"  You  must  not  abuse  Woolcomb  before  Firmin."  said  one  of 
our  party.  "Philip  is  so  fond  of  his  cousin  s  husband  that  he 
can  not  bear  to  hear  the  black  man  abused.'' 

This  was  not  a  very  brilliant  joke,  but  Philip  grinned  at  it 
with  much  savage  satisfaction. 

"Hit  Woolcomb  as  hard  as  you  please,  he  has  no  friends  here, 
Mr.  Bradgate,"  growled  Philip.  "  So  he  is  rude  to  his  lawyer, 
is  he  V" 

"  I  tell  you  he  is  worse  than  the  old  earl,"  cried  the  indignant 
Bradgate.  "  At -least  the  old  man  was  a  Peer  of  England,  and 
could  be  a  gentleman  when  he  wished.  But  to  be  bullied  by  a 
fellow  who  might  be  a  black  tbotmaii,  or  ought  to  be  sweeping  a 
ci-ossing  !    It 's  monstrous  !" 

"  Don't  speak  ill  of  a  man  and.  a  brother,  Mr.  Bradgate. 
Woolcomb  can't  help  his  complexion." 

"  But  he  can  help  his  confounded  impudence,  and  shan't 
pra'c\ico  it  on  me!"  the  attorney  cried. 

As  Bradgate  called  out  from  his  box,  puffing  and  fuming, 
friend  J.  J.  was  scribbling  in  the  little  sketch-book  v/hich  he 
always  carried.  He  smiled  over  his  work.  "  I  know,"  he  said, 
"  the  Black  Prince  well  enough.  I  have  often  seen  him  driving 
his  chestnut  maies  in  the  Park,  with  that  bewildered  white  wife 
by  his  side.  I  am  sure  that  woman  is  miserable,  and,  poor 
thing  !— "  ~  - 

"Serve  her  right !  What  did  an  English  lady  mean  by  mar- 
rying such  a  fellow  1"  cries  Bradgate. 

"  A  fellow  who  does  not  ask  his  lawyer  to  dinner  !"  remarks 
one  of  the  company;  perhaps  the  reader's  very  humble  servant. 
"  But  what  an  imprudent  lawyer  he  has  chosen — a  lawyer  who 
speaks  his  mind." 

"  1  have  .spoken  my  mind  to  his  betters,  and  be  hanged  to 
him  !  Do  you  think  1  am  going  to  be  afraid  of  Jnm  ?"  bawls  the 
irascible  solicitor.  ^ 

"  Contempsi  CalHinw  gJadios — do  you  remember  the  old  quo- 
tation at  school,  Philip  'i"  And  here  there  was  a  break  in  our 
conversation,  for,  chancing  to  look  at  friend  J.  J.'s  sketch-book," 
we  saw  that  he  had  made  a  wonderl'ul  little  drawing,  represent- 
ing Woolcomb  and  Woolcomb's  wife,  grooms,  phaeton,  and 
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chestnut  mares,  as  they  were  to  be  seen  any  afternoon  in  Hyde 
Park  during  the  London  season. 

Admirable  !  Capital !  Everybo  ly  at  once  knew  the  likeness 
of  the  du-ky  charioteer.  Iracondus  himself  smiled  and  ?nis- 
gered  over  it.  '■  Unless  you  behave  yourself.  Sir.  Bradgate, 
Ridley  will  make  a  picture  of  you"  says  Philip.  Bradgrate 
made  a  comical  face  and  retreated  into  his  box,  of  which  he 
pretended  to  draw  the  curtain.  But  the  sociable  litti#  man  did 
not  lonii  remain  in  his  retirement ;  he  emerged  from  it  in  a  short 
time,  ni3  wine  decantei*  in  his  hand,  and  joined  our  little  party  -; 
and  then  we  f.'ll  to  talking  of  old  times ;  and  we  .all  remembered 
a  famous  drawing  by  H.  B..  of  the  late  Earl  of  Riugwood,  in 
the  oid-fashioned  swallow-tailed  coat  and  tight  trowsers,  on  the 
old-fashioned  horse,  with  the  okl-fcishioned  grocm  behind  him, 
as  he  used  to  be  seen  pounding  along;  Rotten  Row. 

"  I  speak-  my  mind,  do  I  ?"  says  Mr.  Bradgate,  presently.  "  I 
know  somebody  who  spoke  iiU  mind  to  that  old  man,  and  who 
would  have  been  better  off  if  he  had  held  his  tongue." 

'■  Come,  tell  me,  Bradgate,"  cried  Philip.  It  is  al!  over  an.d 
past  now.  Had  Lord  Ringwood  left  me  something '!  I  declare 
1  thought  at  one  time  that  he  intended  to  do  so.- 

Nay,  has  not  your  friend  here  been  rebuking  me  for  speak- 
ing my  mind  V  1  am  going  to  be  as  mum  as  ainouse.  Let  us 
talk  about  the  electien,"  and  the  provoking  lawyer  would  say 
no  more  on  a  subject  possessins  a  dismal  interest  for  poor  Peil. 

I  have  no  more  right  to  repine,"'  said  that  philosopher,  "than 
a  man  would  have  who  drew  number  x  in  the  lottery,  when  the 
winning  tieket  was  number  y.  L-it  us  talk,  as  you  say,  rfbout 
the  election.    Who  is  to  oppose  Mr.  Woolcomb  :" 

Mr.  Bradgat-e  believed  a  neighboring  squire,  Mr.  Hornblow, 
was  to  be  tLe  candidate  put  forward  against  the  Ringwood  nom- 
inee. 

Hornblow !  what,  Hornblow  of  Grey  Friars  ?"  cries  Philip. 
"  A  better  fellow  jiever  lived.  In  this  case  he  shall  have  our 
vote  and  interest :  and  I  think  we  ought'to  go  over  and  take 
another  dir  ner  at  the  '  Ram.'  " 

The  new  candidate  actually  turned  out  to  be  Philip's  old 
school  and  colleae  fs^end,  Mr.  Hornblow.  Ailer  dinner  we  met 
him  with  a  start'  of  canvassers  on  the  tramp  through  the  little 
town.  Mr.  Hornblow  was  paying  his  respects  to  such  trades- 
men as  had  their  shops  yet  open.  Xext  day  beina;  market-day, 
he  proposed  to  canvas?  the  market-people.  ••It_I  meet  the 
'olack  man,  Firmin."'  said  the  burly  squire,  -'I  thiiik'l  can  cbaiT 
him  off  his  leas.    He  is  a  bad  0U'=!  at  -in-akin^.  I  am  told." 

As  if  the  tongue  o:  Plaro  would  *ave  prevailed  in  Whipham 
and  agadnst  the  nominee  of  the  great  house !  The  hour  was 
late,  to  be  sure,  but  the  comp mions  of  ]SIr.  Hornblo>y  on  his  can- 
vass argued  ill  of  his  success  after  half  an  hour's  walk  at  his 
heels.     Baker  Jones  would  not  promise  no  how:  that  meaut 
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Jones  would  vote  for  the  Castle,  Mr.  Hornblow's  lepral  aide-de- 
camp, Mr.  Batley,  was  forced  to  allow.  Butcher  Brown  was 
having  his  tea — his  shrill-voiced  wife  told  us,  looking  out  from 
her  glPtzed  back  parlor  :  Brown  would  vote  for  the  Castle.  Sad- 
dler Briggs  would  see  about  it.  Grocer  Adams  fairly  said  he 
would  vote  against  us — against  usf — against  Hornblow,  whose 
part  we  were  taking  already.  I  fear  the  flattering  promises  of 
support  of  a  great  body  of  free  and  unbiassed  electors,  which 
had  induced  Mr.  Hornblow  to  come  forwarS  and,  etc.,  were  but 
inventions  of  that  little  lawyer,  Batley,  who  found  his  account 
in  having  a  contest  in  the  borough.  When  the  polling-day  came 
— you  see,  I  disdain  to  make  any  mysteries  in  this  simple  and 
veracious  storj' — Mu.  Grenville  Woolcomb,  whose  solicitor 
and  agent  spoke  for  him — Mr.  Grenville  Woolcomb,  who  could 
not  spell  or  speak  two  sentences  of  decent  English,  and  whose 
character  for  dulness,  ferocity,  penuriousness,  jealousy,  almost 
fatuity,  was  notorious  to  all  the  world — was  returned  by  an  im- 
mense majority,  and  the  country  gentleman  brought  scarce  a 
hundred  votes  to  the  poll. 

We,  who  were  in  nowise  engaged  in  the  contest,  nevertheless 
found  amusement  from  it  in  a  quiet  country  place  where  little 
else  was  stirrin|:.  We  came  over  once  or  twice  from  Periwin- 
kle bay.  We  mounted  Hornblow's  colors  openly.  We  drove 
up  ostentatiously  to  the  Ram,  forsaking  the  Ringwood  Arms, 
where  Mk.  Grenville  Woolcomb's  committee-room  was 
now  established  in  that  very  cofFee-room  where  we  have  dined 
in  Mr.  Bradgate's  company.  We  warmed  in  the  contest.  We 
met  Bradgate  and  his  principal  more  than  once,  and  our  Mon- 
tagues and  Capulets  defied  each  other  in  the  public  street.  It 
was  fine  to  see  Philip's  great  figure  and  noble  scowl  whea  he  met 
Woolcomb  at  the  canvass.  Gleams  of  mulatto  hate  quivered 
from  the  eyes  of  the  little  captain.  Darts  of  fire  flashed  from 
beneath  Philip-'s  eyebrows  as  he  elbowed  his  way  forward,  and 
hustled  Woolcomb  off  the  pavement.  Mr.  Philip  never  disguised 
any  sentiment  of  his.  Hate  the  little  ignorant,  spiteful,  vulgar, 
avaricious  beast  ?  Of  course  I  hate  him,  and  I  should  like  to 
pitch  him  into  the  river.  Oh,  Philip  !  Charlotte  pleaded.  But 
there  was  no  reasoning  with  this  savage  when  in  wrath.  I  de- 
plored, though  perhaps  I  was  amused  by,  his  ferocity. 

The  local  paper  on  our  side  was  filled  with  withering  epigrams 
against  this  poor  Woolcomb,  of  which,  I  suspect,  Philip  was  the 
author.  I  think  I  know  that  fierce  style  and  tremendous  invec- 
tive. In  the  man  whom  he  hates  he  can  see  no  good ;  and  in  his 
friend  no  fault.  When  we  met  Bradgate  apart  from  his  principal 
we  were  friendly  enough.  He  said  we  had  no  chance  in  the  con- 
test. He  did  not  conceal  his  dislike  and  contempt  for  his  client. 
He  amused  us  in  later  days  (when  he  actually  became  Philip's 
man  of  law)  by  recounting  anecdotes  of  Woolcomb,  his  fury,  his 
42 
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jealousy,  his  avarice,  his  brutal  behavior.  Poor  Agnes  had  mar- 
ried for  money,  and  he  gave  her  none.  Old  Twysden,  in  giving 
his  daughter  to  this  man,  had  hoped  to  have  the  run  of  a  fine 
house;  to  ride  in  Woolcomb's  cairiages,  and  feast  at  his  table. 
But  Woolcomb  -was  so  stingy  that  be  grudged  the  meat  which  his 
■wife  ate,  and  would  give  none  to  her  relations.  He  turned  those 
relations  out  of  his  doors.  Talbot  and  Kingwood  Twysden,  he 
drove  them  both  away.  He  lost  a  child  because  he  would  not 
send  for  a  physician.  His  wife  never  forgave  him  that  meanness. 
Her  hatred  for  him  became  open  and  avowed.  They  parted,  and 
she  led  a  life  into  which  we  will  look  no  farther.  She  quarrelled 
with  parents  as  well  as  husband.  "  Why,"  she  said,  "  did  they 
sell  me  to  that  man  ?"  "Why  did  she  sell  herself?  She  required 
little  persuasion  from  father  and  mother  when  she  committed 
that  crime.  To  be  sure  they  had  educated  her  so  well  to  worldli- 
ness  that  when  the  occasion  came  she  was  ready. 

We  used  to  see  this  luckless  woman,  with  her  horses  and 
servants  decked  with  Woolcomb's  ribbons,  driving  about  the  little 
town,  and  making  feeble  eSbrts  to  canvass  the  towns-people. 
Thfey  all  knew  how  she  and  her  husband  quarrelled.  Reports 
came  very  quickly  from  the  hall  to  the  town.  Woolcomb  had 
not  been  at  Whipham  a  week  when  people  began  to  hoot  and 
jeer  at  him  as  he  passed  in  his  carriage.  "  Think  how  weak  you 
must  be,"  Bradgate  said,  "  when  we  can  win  this  horse  !  I  wish 
ho  would  stay  away,  though.  We  could  manage  much  better 
without  him.  He  has  insulted  I  do  n't  know  how  many  free  and 
independent  electors,  and  infuriated  others,  because  he  will  not 
give  them  beer  when  they  come  to  the  house.  If  Woolcomb 
would  stay  in  the  place,  and  we  could  have  the  election  next 
year,  I  think  your  man  might  win.  But,  as  it  is,  he  may  as  well 
give  in,  and  spare  the  expense  of  a  poll."  Meanwhile  Hornblow 
was  very  confident.  We  believe  what  we  wish  to  believe.  It  is 
marvellous  what  faith  an  enthusiastic  electioneering  agent  cau 
inspire  in  his  client.  At  any  rate,  if  Hornblow  did  not  win  this 
time,  he  would  at  the  next  election.  The  old  Ringwood  domina- 
tion in  Whipham  was  gone  henceforth  for  ever. 

When  the  day  of  election  arrived  you  may  be  sure  we  came 
over  from  Periwinkle  bay  to  see  the  battle.  By  this  time  Philip 
had  grown  so  enthusiastic  in  Hornblow's  cause — (Philip,  by  the 
way,  never  would  allow  the  possibility  of  a  defeat) — that  he  had 
his  children  decked  in  the  Hornblow  ribbons,  and  drove  from 
the  bay,  wearing  a  cockade  as  large  as  a  pancake.  He,  I,  and 
Ridley  the  painter,  went  together  in  a  dog-cart.  We  were  hope- 
ful, though  we  knew  the  enemy  was  strong;  and  cheerful,  though, 
ere  we  had  driven  five  miles,  the  rain  began  to  fall. 

Philip  was  very  anxious  about  a  certain  great  roll  of  paper 
which  we  carried  with  us.  When  I  asked  him  what  it  contained, 
he  said  it  was  a  gun  ;  which  was  absurd.  Ridley  smiled  in  big 
siicut  way.    \Vhen  the  rain  came,  Philip  cast  a  uloak  over  his 
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artillery,  and  sheltered  his  powder.  We  little  guessed  at  the 
time  what  strange  game  his  shot  would  bring  down. 

When  we  reached  Whipham  the  polling  had  continued  for 
some  hours.  The  confounded  black  miscreant,  as  Philip  called 
bis  cousin's  husband,  was  at  the  head  of  the  poll,  and  with  every 
hour  his  majority  increased.  The  free  and  independent  electors 
did  not  seem  to  be  in  the  least  influenced  by  Philip's  articles  in 
the  county  paper,  or  by  the  placards  which  our  side  had  pasted 
over  the  little  town,  and  in  which  freemen  were  called  upon  to  do 
their  duty,  to  support  a  fine  old  English  gentleman,  to  submit  to 
no  castle  nominee,  and  so  forth.  The  pressure  of  the  Kingwood 
steward  and  bailiffs  was  too  strong.  However  much  they  dis- 
liked the  black  man,  tradesman  after  tradesman,  and  tenant 
after  tenant,  came  up  to  vote  for  him.  Our  drums  and  trumpets 
at  the  Earn  blew  loud  defiance  to  the  brass-band  at  the  Ringwood 
Arms.  From  our  balcony,  I  flatter  myself,  we  made  much  finer 
speeches  than  the  Ringwood  people  could  deliver.  Hornblow 
was  a  popular  man  in  the  county.  When  he  came  forward  to 
speak  the  market-place  echoed  with  applause.  The  farmers  and 
small  tradesmen  touched  their  hats  to  him  kindly,  but  slunk  off 
sadly  to  the  polling-booth  and  voted  according  to  order.  A  fine, 
healthy,  handsome,  red-cheeked  squire,  our  champion's  personal 
appearance  enlisted  all  the  ladies  in  his  favor. 

"  If  the  two  men,"  bawled  Philip,  from  the  Ram  window, 
"  could  decide  the  contest  with  their  coats  off  before  the  market- 
house  yonder,  which  do  you  think  would  win — the  fair  man  or 
the  darkey  r"'  (Loud  cries  of  "  Hornblow  for  iver  !"  or,  "  Mr. 
Philip,  we  '11  have  yew .'")  "  But,  you  see,  my  friends,  Mr. 
Woolcomb  does  not  like  a  fair  fight.  Why  does  n't  he  show  at 
the  Ringwood  Arms  and  speak  ?  I  don't  believe  he  can  speak 
— not  English.  Are  you  men  ?  Are  you  Englishmen  ?  Are 
you  white  slaves  to  be  sold  to  that  fellow  ?"  (Immense  uproar. 
Mr.  Finch,  the  Ringwood  agent,  in  vain  tries  to  get  a  hearing- 
from  the  balcony  of  the  Ringwood  Arms.)  "  Why  does  not  Sir 
John  Ringwood — my  Lord  Ringwood  now— come  down  among 
his  tenantry  and  back  the  man  he  has  sent  down  ?  I  suppose 
he  is  ashamed  to  look  his  tenants  in  the  face.  I  should  be,  if  I 
ordered  them  to  do  such  a  degrading  job.  You  know,  gentle- 
men, that  I  am  a  Ringwood  myself  My  grandfather  lies  buried 
— no,  not  buried — in  yonder  church.  His  tomb  is  there.  His 
body  lies  on  the  glorious  field  of  Busaco  !"  ("  Hurray  !")  "  I 
am  a  Ringwood !"  (Cries  of  Hoo — down.  No  Ringwoods 
year.  We  wunt  have  un  !")  "  And,  before  George,  if  I  had  a 
vote,  I  would  give  it  for  the  gallant,  the  good,  the  admirable, 
the  excellent  Hornblow  !  Some  one  holds  up  the  state  of  the 
poll,  and  Woolcomb  is  ahead!  I  can  only  say,  electors  of  Whip- 
ham,  tlie  more  ^hcnne  for  you  .'"  "  Hooray  !  Bravo  !"  The 
boys,  the  people,  the  shouting  are  all  on  our  side.  The  voting, 
I  regret  to  say,  bteadily  continues  in  favor  of  the  enemy. 
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As  FhiHp  was  making  his  speech  an  immense  banging  of  drams 
and  blowing  of  tmmpets  arose  from  the  balcony  of  the  Bing- 
wood  Arms,  and  a  something  resembling  the  song  of  triomph 
called  "  See,  the  Conqnering  Hero  comes !"  was  performed  by 
the  opposition  orchestra.  The  lodge-gates  of  &e  park  were  now 
decorated  with  the  Eingwood  and  Wooleomb  flags.  They  were 
flung  open,  and  a  dark-green  chariot,  with  four  gray  horses,  is- 
sued from  the  park.  On  the  chariot  was  an  earl's  coronet,  and 
the  people  looked  rather  scared  as  it  came  toward  ns,  and  said, 
"  Do'ee  look,  now,  't  is  my  lard's  own  post-chaise  P  On  former 
days  Mr.  Wooleomb  and  Ms  wife,  as  his  aide-de-camp,  had  driven 
through  the  town  in  an  open  barouche,  but,  to-day  being  rainy, 
preferred  the  shelter  of  the  old  chariot,  and  we  saw  presently 
within  Mr.  Bradgate,  the  London  agent,  and  by  his  ade  the 
darkling -figure  of  Mr.  Wooleomb.  He  had  passed  many  ago- 
nizing hours,  we  were  told  subsequently,  in  attempting  to  learn 
a  speech.  He  cried  over  it.  He  never  coold  get  it  by  heart.' 
He  swore  like  a  frantic  child  at  his  wife,  wjjo  endeavored  to 
teach  him  his  lesson. 

"  Now 's  the  time,  Mr.  Brigss '"  Philip  said  to  Mr.  B.,  our 
lawyet's  clerk,  and  the  intelligent  Briggs  sprang  down  stairs  to 
obey  Ms  orders.  Clear  the  road  there !  make  way!  was  hesffd 
from .  the  crowd  below  us.  The  gates  of  our  inn  court-yard, 
wMch  had  been  closed,  were  suddenly  flung  open,  and  amidst 
the  roar  of  the  multitude  there  issued  out  a  cart,  drawn  by  two 
donkeys  and  driven  by  a  negro,  beasts  and  man  all  wearing 
Woolcomb's  colors.  In  the  cart  was  fixed  a  placard,  on  wMch 
a  most  undeniable  likeness  of  Mr.  Wooleomb  was  designed,  who 
was  made  to  say,  "  Tote  for  me  !  Air  I  xot  a  Max  axd  a 
Beudder  V"  This  cart  trotted  out  of  the  yard  of  the  Kam, 
and,  with  a  cortege  of  shouting  boys,  advanced  into  the  market- 
place, wMch  Mr.  Woolcomb's  carriage  was  then  crosin?. 

Before  the  market-house  stands  the  statue  of  the  late  earl, 
whereof  mention  has  been  made.  In  his  peer's  robes,  a  hand 
extended,  he  points  toward  Ms  park  gates.  An  inscription,  not 
more  mendacious  than  many  other  epigraphs,  records  his  rank, 
age,  virtues,  and  the  esteem  in  wMoh  the  people  of  WMpham 
held  him.  The  mulatto  who  drove  the  team  of  donkevs  was  an 
itinerant  tradesman,  who  brought  fish  from  the  bay  to  the  little 
town ;  a  jolly  wag,  a  fellow  of  indifierent  character,  a  frequenter 
of  all  the  ale-houses  in  the  neighborhood,  and  rather  celebrated 
for  his  skill  as  a  bruiser  He  ahd  Ms  steeds  streamed  with 
Wooleomb  ribbons.  Wth  ironical  shouts  of  •'  Wooleomb  for 
ever !"  Yellow  Jack  urged  his  cart  toward  the  chariot  with  the 
white  horses.  He  took  ofl"  Ms  hat  with  mo  ?k  respect  to  the  can- 
didate sitting  within  the  green  chariot.  From  the  balcony  of 
the  Eam  we  could  see  the  two  vehicles  approaching  each  otlier; 
and  Yellow  Jack  waging  his  ribboned  hat,  kicking  his  bandy 
legs  here  and  there,  and  urging  on  Ms  donkeys.    ^Yhat  with  the 
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roar  of  the  people  and  the  banging  and  trumpeting  of  the  rival 
bands,  we  could  hear  but  little ;  but  I  saw  Woolcomb  thrust  his 
yellow  head  out  of  his  chaise-window — he  pointed  toward  that 
impudent  donkey-cart,  and  urged,  seemingly,  his  postilions  to 
ride  it  down.  Plying  their  whips,  the  post-boys  galloped  toward 
Yellow  Jack  and  his  vehicle,  a  yelling  crowd  scattering  from 
be^ire  the  horses,  and  rallying  behind  them,  to  utter  execrations 
at  Woolcomb.  His  horses  were  frightened,  no  doubt;  for  just 
as  Yellow  Jack  wheeled  nimbly  round  one  side  of  the  Ringwood 
statue,  Woolcomb's  horses  were  all  huddled  together  and  plung- 
ing in  confusion  beside  it,  the  fore- wheel  came  in  abrupt  collision 
with  the  stone- work  of  the  statue-railing;  and  then  we  saw  the 
vehicle  turn  over  altogether,  one  of  the  wheelers  down  with  its 
rider,  and  the  leaders  kicking,  plunging,  lashing  out  right  and 
left,  wild  and  maddened  with  fear.  Mr.  Philip's  countenance,  I 
am  bound  to  say,  wore  a  most  guilty  and  queer  expression. 
This  accident,  this  collision,  this  injury,  perhaps  death  of  Wool- 
comb and  his  lawyer,  arose  out  of  our  fine  joke  about  the  Man 
and  the  Brother. 

We  dashed  down  the  stairs  from  the  Ram — Hornblow,  Philip, 
and  half  a  dozen  more — and  made  a  way  through  the  crowd 
toward  the  carriage,  with  its  prostrate  occupants.  The  mob 
made  way  civilly  for  the  popular  candidate — the  losing  candi- 
date. When  we  reached  the  chaise  the  traces  had  been  cut, 
the  horses  were  free,  the  fallen  postilion  was  up  and  rubbing 
his  leg,  and  as  soon  as  the  wheelers  were  taken  out  of  the  chaise 
Woolcomb  emerged  from  it.  He  had  said  from  within  (accom- 
panying his  speech  with  many  oaths,  which  need  not  be  repeated, 
and  showing  a  just  sense  of  his  danger),  "  Cut  the  traces,  hang 
you!  And  take  the  horses  away;  I  can  wait  until  they  're  gone. 
I 'm  sittin'  on  my  lawyer;  I  ain't  goin'  to  have  my  head  kicked 
off  by  those  wheelers."  And  just  as  we  reached  the  fallen  post- 
chaise  he  emerged  from  it,  laughing,  and  saying,  "  Lie  still,  you 
old  beggar  !"  to  Mr.  Bradgate,  who  was  writhing  underneath  him. 
His  issue  from  the  carriage  was  received  with  shouts  of  laughter, 
which  increased  prodigiously  when  Yellow  Jack,  nimbly  clam- 
bering up  the  statue-railings,  thrust  the  outstretched  arm  of  the 
statue  through  the  picture  of  the  Man  and  the  Brother,  and  left 
that  cartoon  flapping  iu  the  air  over  Woolcomb's  head. 

Then  a  shout  arose,  the  like  of  which  has  seldom  been  heard 
in  that  quiet  little  town.  Then  Woolcomb,  who  had  been  quite 
good-humored  as  he  issued  out  of  the  broken  post-chaise,  began 
to  shriek,  curse,  and  revile  more  shrilly  than  before  ;  and  was 
heard,  in  the  midst  of  his  oaths  and  wrath,  to  say,  "  He  would 
give  any  man  a  shillin'  who  would  bring  him  down  that  con- 
founded thing!"  Then  scared,  bruised,  contused,  confused,  poor 
Mr.  Bradgate  came  out  of  the  carriage,  his  employer  taking  not 
the  least  notice  of  him. 

Hornblow  hoped  Woolcomb  was  not  hurt,  on  which  the  little 
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sentleman  txrmed  roand,  and  said,  ••  Hurt "?  no ;  -Kho  are  yon  ? 

Is  no  fe'iish  soin  to  brLcir  me  down  rtar  coafounded  rhing?  I  '11 
give  a  ibillin'.  I  saj",  to  tlie  fellah  who  does 

■■  A  jhilliniT  is  offered  for  that  picture  I"  shouts  Philip,  with  a 
red  face,  and  wUd  with  excitement.  ■■  Who  wiU  take  a  whole 
shiiling  for  tbir  beautr  ?" 

On  which  \Yoolcomb  began  to  icreara,  corse,  and  revile  n^re 
bitrerlv  than  belbre.  ■•  Ton  here  ?  Hang  yon,  why  are  you 
here  ?  Pon't  come  buliyin'  me.  Take  that  fellah  away,  some 
or  voa  tellj.a5.  Bradgate,  come  to  my  corr.mitTee-room.  I  won't 
5:a'r  here,  I  say.  L^:  s  have  the  beast  of  a  carriage,  and — 
Well,  what  s  up  now  ?" 

TVLile  he  wa^  talking,  siirieking,  and  swearing  half  a  dozen 
shoulder?  in  the  crowd  had  raused  the  carriage  up  on  its  three 
•wheeli.  Tlie  panel  -ivhich  had  fallen  toward  the  ground  had 
split  against  a  stone,  and  a  great  gap  was  seen  in  the  side.  A 
lad  was  about  to  thrust  his  hand  into  the  orifice  when  Woolcomb 
mrnei  upon  him. 

■•  Hands  off,  you  little  be^rgar  '."  he  cried,  no  priirgin" '  Drive 
away  some  of  these  fellahs,  you  post-boys  '.  Dont  stand  rubbin' 
your  knee  there,  you  great  fool.  What  "s  th-s jind  he  thrust 
his  own  hand  into  the  place  where  the  boy  had  just  been  ma- 
rauding. 

In  the  old  rraTelling  carri?,^es  there  used  to  be  a  weU  or  sword- 
ease,  in  which  travellers  used  to  put  swords  and  pistols  in  days 
when  such  weapons  of  det'enee  were  needful  on  the  road.  Out 
of  this  sword-case  of  Lord  Ringwood's  old  post-chariot  Wool- 
comb  did  not  draw  a  sword  cat  a  foolscap  paper  folded  and  tied 
with  a  red  tape.  And  he  began  to  read  the  superscription — 
■•  Will  of  the  Eijht  Honorable  John,  iEarl  of  iRingwood.  Brad- 
gate.  Smith,  and  Burrows." 

■•God  bless  my  soul!  It  s  the  will  he  had  back  from  my 
office,  and  which  I  thought  he  had  destroyed.  iMy  dear  fellow. 
I  congratulate  you  with  all  my  heart  ["  And  herewith  Mr. 
Bradgate,  the  lawyer,  began  to  shake  Philip's  hand  with  much 
warmth.  "  Allow  me  to  Icck  at  that  paper.  Yes.  this  is  in  my 
handwriting.  Let  us  come  into  the  IRinjwcod  Arms — the  Ram 
— anywhere,  and  read  it  to  you  !" 

,  ,  .  Here  we  looked  up  to  the  balcony  of  the  Ringwood  Arms, 
and  beheld  a  great  placard  announcing  the  state  ofthe  poU  at  1 
o'clock. 

WOOtCOlTD  -  216 

fiOKSBLOW.  .  =   .  ."  ,  92 

"We  are  beaten,"'  said  iMr.  Hornblow,  verv  :j,x)d-naturedlT. 
■•  We  may  take  our  nag  down.  3Ir.  Woolcombn  congratulate 
you."' 

••  I  knew  we  should  do  it.""  sa'd  Mr.  Wooleomb.  putrins  out  a 
little  yellow-kidded  hand.  ■•  Had  all  the  votes  beforehand — 
knew  we  should  do  the  trith     I  s-ay     Hi!  you — Whatdyoucall- 
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em — Braclgate  !  What  is  it  about,  ttat  -will  ?  It  does  not  do 
any  good  to  that  beggar,  does  it  ?"  and  with  laughter  and  shouts, 
and  cries  of  "  Woolcomb  for  e^ver  !"  and  "  Give  us  something  to 
drink,  your  Honor !"  the  successful  candidate  marched  into  his 
hotel. 

And  was  the  tawny  Woolcomb  the  fairy  who  was  to  rescue 
Philip  from  grief,  debt,  and  poverty  ?  Yes.  And  the  old  post- 
chaise  of  the  late  Lord  Ringwood  was  the  fairy  chariot.  You 
have  read  in  a  past  chapter  how  the  old  lord,  being  transported 
with  anger  against  Philip,  desired  his  lawyer  to  bring  back  a 
will  in  which  he  had  left  a  handsome  legacy  to  the  young  man, 
as  his  mother's  son.  My  lord  had  intended  to  make  a  provision 
for  Mrs.  Firmin,  when  she  was  his  dutiful  niece,  and  yet  under 
his  roof.  "When  she  eloped  with  Mr.  Firmin,  Lord  Kingwood 
vowed  he  would  give  his  niece  nothing.  But  he  was  pleased 
with  the  independent  and  forgiving  spirit  exhibited  by  her  son; 
and,  being  a  person  of  much  grim  humor,  I  dare  say  chuckled 
inwardly  at  thinking  how  furious  the  Twysdens  would  be  when 
they  found  Philip  was  the  old  lord's  favorite.  Then  Mr.  Philip 
chose  to  be  insubordinate,  and  to  excite  the  wrath  of  his  great- 
uncle,  who  desired  to  have  his  will  back  again.  He  put  the 
document  into  his  carriage,  in  the  secret  box,  as  he  drove  away 
on  that  last  journey,  in  the  midst  of  which  death  seized  him. 
Had  he  survived,  would  he  have  made  another  will,  leaving  out 
all  mention  of  Philip?  Who  shall  say?  My  lord  made  and 
cancelled  many  wills.  This  certainly,  duly  drawn  and  witnessed, 
was  the  last  he  ever  signed ;  and  by  it  Philip  is  put  in  possession 
of  a  sum  of  money  which  is  sufficient  to  insure  a  provision  for 
those  whom  he  loves.  Kind  readers,  I  know  not  whether  the 
fairies  be  rife  now,  or  banished  from  this  work-a-day  earth,  but 
Philip's  biographer  wishes  you  some  of  those  blessings  which 
never  forsook  Philip  in  his  trials:  a  dear  wife  and  children  to 
love  you,  a  true  friend  or  two  to  stand  by  you,  and  in  health  or 
sickness  a  clear  conscience  and  a  kindly  heart.  If  you  fall  upon 
the  way,  may  succor  reach  you  !  And  may  you,  in  your  turn, 
have  help  and  pity  in  store  for  the  unfortunate  whom  you  over- 
take om life's  journey  I 

Would  you  care  to  know  what  happened  to  the  other  person- 
ages of  our  narrative  ?  Old  Twysden  is  still  babbling  and 
bragging  at  clubs,  and  though  aged  is  not  the  least  venerable. 
He  has  quarrelled  with  his  son  for  not  calling  Woolcomb  out, 
when  that  unhappy  difference  arose  between  the  Black  Prince 
and  his  wife.  He  says  his  family  has  been  treated  with  cruel 
injustice  by  the  late  Lord  Ringwood,  but  as  soon  as  Philip  had  a 
little  fortune  left  him  he  instantly  was  reconciled  to  his  wife's 
nephew.  There  are  other  friends  of  Firmin's  who  were  kind 
enough  to  him  in  his  evil  days,  but  can  not  pardon  his  prosperity. 
Being  in  that  benevolent  mood  which  must  accompany  any 
leave  taking,  we  will  not  name  these  ill-wi£;htrs  of  Philip,  but 
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wish  that  all  readers  of  his  story  may  have  like  reason  to_,make 
some  of  their  acquaintances  angry. 

Our  dear  Little  Sister  would  never  live  with  Philip  and  his 
Charlotte,  though  the  latter  especially,  and  with  all  her  heart,  be- 
sought Mrs.  Brandon  to  come  to  them.  That  pure,  and  useful, 
and  modest  life  ended  a  few  years  since.  She  died  of  a  fever 
caught  from  one  of  her  patients.  She  would  not  allow  Philip  or 
Charlotte  to  come  near  her.  She  said  she  was  justly  punished 
for  being  so  proud  as  to  refuse  to  live  with  them.  All  her  little 
store  she  left  to  Philip.  He  has  now  in  his  desk  the  five  guineas 
which  she  gave  him  at  his  marriage ;  and  J.  J.  has  made  a  little 
picture  of  her,  with  her  sad  smile  and  her  sweet  face,  which  hangs 
in  Philip's  drawing-room,  where  father,  mother,  and  children  talk 
of  the  Little  Sister  as  though  she  were  among  them  still. 

She  was  dreadfully  agitated  when  the  news  came  from  New 
York  of  Doctor  Firmins  second  marriage.  "  His  second  ?  His 
third !"  she  said.  "  The  villain,  the  villain  !"  That  strange  de- 
lusion which  we  have  described  as  sometimes  possessing  her, 
increased  in  intensity  after  this  news.  More  than  ever  she 
believed  that  Philip  was  her  own  child.  She  came  wildly  to 
him,  and  cried  that  his  father  had  forsaken  them.  It  was  only 
when  she  was  excited  that  she  gave  utterance  to  this  opinion. 
Doctor  Goodenough  says  that  though  generally  silent  about  it,  it 
never  left  her. 

Upon  his  marriage  Dr.  Firmin  wrote  one  of  his  long  letters  to 
his  son  announping  the  event.  He  described  the  wealth  of  the 
laily  (a  widow  from  Norfolk,  in  Virginia)  to  whom  he  was  about 
to  be  united.  He  would  pay  back,  ay,  with  interest,  every 
pound,  every  dollar,  every  cent  he  owed  his  son.  Was  the  lady 
wealthy  ?    We  had  only  the  poor  doctor's  word. 

Three  months  after  his  marriage  he  died  of  yellow-fever  on  his 
wife's  estate.  It  was  then  the  Little  Sister  came  to  see  us  in 
widow's  mourning,  very  wild  and  flushed.  She  bade  our  servant 
say,  "  Mrs.  Firmin  was  at  the  door,"  to  the  astonishment  of  the 
man,  who  knew  her.  She  had  even  caused  a^ mourning-card  to 
be  printed.  Ah,  there  is  rest  now  for  that  little  fevered  brain, 
and  peace,  let  us  pray,  for  that  fond,  faithful  heart. 

The  mothers  in  Philip's  household  and  mine  have  already  made 
a  match  between  our  children.  We  had  a  great  gathering  the 
other  day  at  Koehampton,  at  the  house  of  our  friend,  Mr.  Clive 
Newcome  (whose  tall  boy,  my  wife  says,  was  very  attentive  to 
our  Helen),  and,  having  been  educated  at  the  same  school,  we 
sat  ever  so  long  at  dessert  telling  old  stories,  while  the  children 
danced  to  piano-music  on  the  lawn.  Dance  on  the  lawn,  young 
folks,  while  the  elders  talk  in  the  shade  !  What  ?  The  nijrht  is 
falling  :  we  have  talked  enough  over  our  wine ;  and  it  is  time  to 
go  home  ?  Good-night.  Good-night,  friends,  old  and  young  ! 
The  night  will  fall :  the  stories  must  end :  and  the  best  friends 
must  part. 
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p'     i       Translated  from  tht  latest  Paris  edition  by  Kraj-k  bCiAU-fcR,  Coloiii  ;  ii- 
Kegirnent  Mississippi  Infantry.    Ncaily  bound.   Pnoe  $-1,  oi.e-third  iiff 
the  trade. 

Cusijy^s  infantry  Tactic??,  Vol.  Ill,  containing  the  llviluli. 
Brigade,  and  Division  or  Army  Corps.    Kecojnmended  by  Krj_;.-U. 
JoKUAN,  t  hief  of  r,en.  Heaurtgard's  Statt',  as  -tiie  oe>;  w-'t  .oj  tu, 
the  hmguage, and  a  neoessar y  .supplement  to  •ilurdc..'?       .        tli.;  i  . 
pany  and  Battalion.-      IVite  $o. 

Cavnlry;  its  H istorx  .i'Sf*;  Tactics,  b;v  Capt.  Ji-oi-AM  of  the  B' 
First  American  editiou.   Price      one-thir.l  <rt'  lo  tlie  tra''^ 

□Che  M!iiitary  and  ISfaya.!  Laws  of  tfc..;  Ociiitrier>i: 

{States,  published  by  older  of  Vungress.  eant.-in^-  i  :■-!>■ 

-   S'fo.,  on  tine  English  paper,  bound  strongly  iu  i)o;;;ut 
■printed.   Price  to  the  trader  Siu  ni*. 

A '  hew  jMap  Q^'iCasf  «T'ft„"Vir«iaJ.iu  and  JSToitU  Oaf  ..>ii  ::«•, 
engrsi.ved  and,  printed  in  inrce  Ovl'i.'*  on-  b;ini;:-uoie  p.  per,  uri  ' 
bound  in  boards.  I'rice  $3.ijet.  ' 


XJae  GJ-olden  X)agaf»>"s  ;  =A  JioiiAycn  '>v  CA.t.tr.mxtA,  trac'iU. 
the  .French  of  Paul  Ke-  al,  by  a  genWftmari  of  libuisiana.  price 

C^amp  and  IB'ield,  by  tiie  lle^.  Joe.  Cross,  ij.D'.  388  page.'i,  dui 
^      I       in  paper  covers.   Price  SO,  one-third  off  to  the  tradt. 

Any  of  liiese  books  will  be  sent  by  luail,  free  of  po-Jngo,  ■ii>!>h  ree 
the  price.    The  usual  uisejimt  allowed  to  tiic  t;v"'e.  , 

Having  arrangoments  for  securing  full  supp.Kes  Of  all  kinds  <  :  . 
Paper,  we  are  prepai'ed  to  undertake  the  pnntiug  ana  piibii.^hiim 
book  of  value  to  tiie  country,  and  expect  to  eontiniic  the  piiMicatioj. 
it.ary,  School,  and  other  useitd  booka. 


EVAH.S  &  O^G  SWEli, 

Xcnr  South  Caroihia  ItailrosKi  Oeput, 
Kov.  20,  TS(54.  .    ^    COLUMBi.4.  8.  C. 


^-3*j».v  .tin  i 


